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•  CkarlotU,  Besides,  air,  I  have  other  proofs  of  your  hero's  vanity. 
-  Serjeant  GrenL  Cite  them. 

"  CkorUftts.  The  paltry  ambition  of  levying  and  following  titles. 
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THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 


CHAPTER  I. 


"  A  darker  departure  is  near, 
The  death-drum  is  muffled,  and  sable  the  bier." 

Campbell. 

The  plains  of  Abraham,  near  Quebec,  were, 
on  the  10th  of  June,  182 — ,  the  scene  of  a 
most  heartrending  spectacle.  At  daylight, 
the  garrison  were  under  arms  to  witness  the 
sentence  of  a  general  court-martial  upon  a 

private  soldier  of  the th  regiment,  who 

had  been  found  guilty  of  desertion,  and  con- 
demned to  be  shot. 

From  the  moment  that  his  sentence  was 
pronounced,  the  prisoner  was  unceasingly  at- 
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tended  by  the  military  chaplain,  who  spared 
no  pains  to  prepare  his  mind  for  the  awful 
doom  which  awaited  him.  The  unhappy  man 
had  entertained,  in  the  first  instance,  some 
hope  that  he  would  obtain  a  reprieve;  but 
this  was  finally  dissipated,  and  he  was  at  last 
impressed  with  the  conviction  that  nothing 
was  left  for  him  but  to  die. 

At  daylight,  the  prisoner  was  marched  from 
the  condemned  cell,  escorted  by  the  officer 
and  soldiers  of  the  guard,  preceded  by  the 
band  of  his  regiment ;  the  coffin  which  was  to 
contain  his  remains  being  carried  immediately 
before  him. 

Scarcely  had  the  first  strokes  of  the  muffled 
drums  and  the  first  few  notes  of  the  "  Dead 
March  "  sounded,  when  five  or  six  young  sol- 
diers, who  formed  part  of  the  guard  which 
escorted  the  prisoner  to  the  place  of  execu- 
tion, were  obliged  to  fall  back  to  the  rear, 
being  overcome  with  faintness.  The  prisoner 
himself,  on  the  contrary,  maintained  during 
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his  progress  the  most  perfect  calmness  and 
self-possession,  and  marched  with  a  more  up- 
right carriage  and  a  more  steady  step  than 
perhaps  any  one  man  of  the  escort  which  ac- 
companied him.  It  was,  however,  observed 
that,  as  he  approached  the  spot  where  his 
grave  was  already  dug,  and  by  the  side  of 
which  his  coffin  was  deposited,  his  countenance 
became  deadly  pale.  But  he  speedily  rallied, 
resumed  the  self-command  he  had  previously 
exhibited,  knelt  upon  his  coffin,  suffered  his 
eyes  to  be  bandaged,  and  awaited  his  fate  with 
firmness  and  resolution. 

The  firing  party,  consisting  of  twelve  men, 
who  been  convicted  and  pardoned  for  deser- 
tion, was  now  called  out,  and  the  word  "  Make 
ready"  was  given. 

At  this  critical  moment,  the  commanding 
officer,  Colonel  Sir  Charles  Callendar,  who  had 
been  anxious  to  give  the  utmost  solemnity  to 
this  imposing  scene,  by  forbearing  to  bring 
forward  the  pardon  until  the  last  moment, 
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turned  round  to  take  it  from  the  adjutant; 
and  at  that  very  instant  the  prisoner  dropped 
the  handkerchief  from  his  hand,  which  some 
of  the  file  of  executioners,  understanding  to 
be  the  signal,  fired,  and  the  unfortunate  man 
instantly  expired. 

To  describe  the  agonizing  feelings  of  Co- 
lonel Callendar  were  impossible ;  indeed,  there 
was  not  upon  the  ground  a  single  man  who  was 
not  moved  by  this  melancholy  catastrophe. 

The  reader  may  not,  perhaps,  be  aware  that, 
upon  these  sad  occasions,  in  order  to  avoid  the 
feelings  of  compunction  which  might,  either  at 
the  moment  or  afterwards,  arise  in  the  breasts 
of  any  of  the  firing  party,  the  men  to  whose 
lot  it  falls  to  form  it  are  not  allowed  to  load 
their  own  muskets,  but  these  are  handed  to 
them  indiscriminately,  some  being  loaded  with 
ball,  and  others  with  blank  cartridge.  But  to 
resume  our  narrative. 

Sir  Charles  Callendar  was  the  eldest  son  of 
the  late  Sir  Harcourt  Callendar,  an  old  Eng* 
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lish  baronet,  whose  death  had  recently  taken 
place,  and  who,  from  his  position  in  society, 
had  been  early  in  life  enabled  to  place  his  son 
in  the  fair  path  of  preferment.  Young  Cal- 
lendar  received  a  good  military  education  at 
Sandhurst,  and  shortly  obtained  an  ensigncy 
in  one  of  the  most  distinguished  regiments  of 
the  line. 

His  first  service  was  at  Barrosa,  where  he 
was  severely  wounded.     He  was  present  at 
the  battle  of  Salamanca,  and  many  affairs  of 
the  outposts.  He  next  accompanied  the  troops 
sent  to  the  Netherlands  in  1813,  and  was  pre- 
sent at  the  night-attack  upon  Bergen-op-Zoom. 
Promoted  to  a  majority,  Callendar  commanded 
a  wing  in  the  attack  on  New  Orleans,  in  1815, 
and  was  again  wounded  whilst  leading  his  men 
on  to  the  assault. 

Colonel  Callendar,  though  a  strict  disci- 
plinarian, was  beloved  by  the  soldiers,  who 
called  him  "  Charley,"  to  which  the  epithet 
of  "  good"  or  "  brave"  was  sometimes  added, 
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according  to  their  humour.  In  the  prime  of 
life,  Callendar  was  possessed  of  every  cap- 
tivating quality.  He  was  handsome  in  per- 
son, with  an  air  of  rank  and  manner  that 
pleased  all  who  held  intercourse  with  him,  a 
winning  smile,  and  abilities  fit  for  any  station. 
The  early  life  he  led  was  thoughtless,  gay, 
and  dissipated;  but  in  the  midst  of  excess 
his  heart  remained  uncorrupted. 

In  a  tour  through  Spain,  Colonel,  then 
Major  Callendar,  became  acquainted  with  one, 
who,  in  setting  before  him  a  bright  example, 
finally  taught  him  to  set  its  own  value  upon 
virtue.  He  loved  her  with  all  the  force  of  a 
reclaimed  heart  and  pure  affection,  and  it  was 
only  when  the  quiet  of  that  heart  was  irrevo- 
cably involved,  that  he  recollected  the  em- 
barrassing circumstances  of  his  position. 

Callendar  was  the  heir  of  an  old  and  proud 
ancestry ;  his  father  was  one  of  those  men  in 
whose  opinion  the  length  of  a  pedigree,  at 
once,  comprises  every  other  ennobling  quality. 
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To  present  to  such  a  man  the  woman  he  loved 
as  his  wife,  and  to  behold  her  welcomed  as  a 
daughter,  Callendar  knew  to  be  a  vain  hope. 
True,  she  was  gifted  with  every  virtue  and 
every  grace  that  could  befit  her  for  the  most 
exalted  station ;  but  her  origin  was  humble- 
far  humbler,  at  least,  than  his  own. 

The  impassioned  lover  judged  it  honourable 
to  lay  bare  the  truth  to  the  object  of  his  de- 
votion ;  but  he,  at  the  same  time,  pleaded  his 
cause  so  persuasively,  that  he  at  length  gained 
her  consent,  and  married  her  clandestinely. 

Calendar's  regiment  being  in  England,  he 
found  himself  under  the  necessity  of  shortly 
returning  to  his  own  country — a  circumstance 
he  much  regretted,  and  would  gladly  have 
avoided ;  as,  by  thus  subjecting  his  conduct 
to  the  immediate  cognizance  of  Sir  Harcourt, 
he  greatly  endangered  the  design  formed  of 
keeping  his  marriage  a  secret  as  long  as  pos- 
sible ;  for  he  was  well  persuaded  that  such  a 
discovery  would  greatly  injure  his  future  for- 
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tunes ;  and  unthinking  as  we  have  described 
Callendar,  though  his  conscience  acquitted 
him  of  any  serious  blame  in  his  marriage,  yet 
he  could  not  conceal  from  himself  that,  how- 
ever harsh  his  father's  conduct  had  been  to 
him,  he  had,  in  thus  deceiving  him,  been 
wanting  in  that  due  regard  and  respect  in- 
cumbent upon  a  son  towards  a  father. 

After,  therefore,  his  leave  of  absence  had 
expired,  and  he  was  compelled  to  return  to 
England,  Callendar,  with  as  much  delicacy 
as  the  circumstances  would  admit  of,  urged 
to  his  wife  the  necessity  of  still  keeping  their 
marriage  secret.  He  represented  his  affec- 
tion for  her  as  founded  on  the  purest  con- 
jugal esteem,  but  justified  this  course  by  the 
peculiarity  of  his  case,  and  the  fatal  conse- 
quences of  a  disclosure  at  the  present  mo- 
ment. 

It  may  be  easily  imagined,  that  such  a  de- 
termination was  calculated  greatly  to  afflict 
his  wife,  though  Callendar  gave  her  every 
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assurance  that  the  concealment  of  their  union 
would  be  but  temporary. 

Having  so  far  relieved  her  fears,  his  next 
step  was  to  sequester  her  as  much  as  possible 
from  public  notice ;  had  he  attended  to  the 
suggestions  of  his  own  heart  and  inclination, 
he  would  have  pursued  a  very  different  plan ; 
he  would  have  given  immediate  publicity  to 
his  marriage,  and  exulted  in  the  choice  he 
had  made.  The  pride  of  the  husband  could 
not  have  been  more  gratified  than  by  dis- 
playing to  an  admiring  world  his  young,  in- 
teresting, and  blooming  bride,  in  all  tbe  na- 
tive lustre  of  her  personal  and  mental  charms. 

And  what  was  the  inducement  to  this  mis- 
taken and  unfortunate  act,  this  departure  from 
the  straight  course  of  honour  and  conjugal 
duty  ? —  the  dread  of  incurring  the  frown  of 
Sir  Harcourt— of  encountering  that  formidable 
sternness,  those  severe  rebukes,  which,  in  his 
days  of  youth,  made  so  strong  an  impression, 
and  which,  even  in  maturer  years,  struck  terror 
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to  his  imagination ;  bnt  which,  in  the  present 
important  crisis  of  his  fate,  and  that  of  his 
beloved  wife,  instead  of  shunning,  he  should 
have  sought  to  mitigate  and  soften.  How  fre- 
quently did  he,  in  after-life,  in  the  solitude  of 
his  chamber,  behold,  in  all  its  enormity,  the 
fatal  injustice  he  had  committed  ! 

We  must  now,  in  pursuing  the  most  impor- 
tant events  of  our  history,  pass  over  several 
years  of  trial  and  discomfort  to  the  young 
couple. 

When  Sir  Harcourt  heard  that  his  son  was 
reported  to  have  formed  an  illicit  connexion, 
he  at  first  resolved  to  exert  his  utmost  endea- 
vours to  break  it  off;  but,  fearing  any  decided 
step  upon  his  part  might  drive  him  to  extremi- 
ties, the  haughty  baronet  thought  it  more 
prudent  to  wink  at  the  affair.  He,  however, 
took  care  to  write  his  opinion  to  his  son  in  the 
form  of  a  general  invective  against  unsuitable 
marriages,  declaring  that  if  ever  a  son  of  his 
should  disgrace  his  ancestry  by  introducing  to 
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it  one  who  could  not  be  received  into  his  fa- 
mily, he  would  cat  him  off  with  a  shilling* 

Years  had  passed :  Mrs.  Callendar  had  be- 
come a  mother ;  Callendar  himself  was  happy ; 
and,  in  the  bold  confidence  of  youth,  foresaw 
a  day  when,  every  obstacle  being  surmounted, 
he  would  proudly  introduce  his  wife  into  a 
world  he  felt  that  she  was  made  to  adorn. 

It  was  decreed  that  this  fond  scheme  should 
never  come  to  maturity.  When  his  daughter 
Agnes  was  but  ten  years  old,  her  mother  died. 

It  is  unnecessary  for  us  to  dwell  on  the  im- 
mediate effects  produced  on  Callendar  by  so 
severe  a  blow.  Scarcely  had  the  heart- 
stricken  widower  recovered  the  first  over- 
whelming shock,  under  which  for  a  time  he 
utterly  sank,  when  a  letter  reached  him  from 
his  father,  urging  him  to  look  for  a  suitable 
match,  and  inveighing  against  his  late  liaison, 
as  he  termed  it ;  thus  proving  how  fruitless 
it  was  to  attempt  to  win  his  favour  in  behalf 
of  his  helpless  child. 
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Shortly  afterwards,  Colonel  Calendar's  regi- 
ment was  ordered  to  Canada  at  a  day's  notice. 
He  was  to  march  for  the  place  of  embarkation. 
At  any  former  period  of  his  life,  a  thousand 
thoughts  would  have  beset  him ;  but  now  there 
was  but  one.  All  were  merged  in  the  neces- 
sity of  providing  a  fit  home  and  companion 
for  his  daughter.     No  time  was  to  be  lost. 

In  the  midst  of  this  dilemma,  the  widow  of 
a  brother-officer  came  to  his  assistance.  Her 
husband  had  been  in  Calendar's  confidence 
from  the  first  moment  of  his  attachment  to 
her  whom  he  now  mourned.  This  friend, 
Mrs.  Lorrimer,  consented  to  follow  Colonel 
Callendar  with  his  daughter  to  Canada. 

She,  Mrs.  Lorrimer,  had  been  a  widow  about 
ten  months.  She  had,  until  her  late  bereave- 
ment, experienced  all  the  felicity  of  which  the 
marriage-state  is  capable.  Her  home  had 
been  the  seat  of  every  domestic  enjoyment ; 
life  had  seemed  one  delicious  spring!  Nor 
did  she  ever  dream  of  the  storm  which  lowered 
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over  her  head,  and  at  length  deprived  her  of 
her  beloved  partner. 

Time,  the  assnager  of  all  human  sufferings, 
at  length  restored  her  to  health,  and  changed 
her  grief  into  composure.  She  bowed  with 
patience  and  submission  to  the  will  of  Provi- 
dence.  It  was  only  after  his  wife's  death 
that  Gallendar  felt  the  severe  pang  which 
embittered  his  life. 

It  was  then  that  the  vision  of  his  whole 
life  passed  before  him.  Study  and  strife,  and 
fame  and  love ;  the  pride  of  the  philosopher, 
the  fame  of  the  soldier,  the  clash  of  arms,  the 
vows  of  passion,  the  applause  of  the  multi- 
tude— all  once  equally  welcome  to  his  youth- 
ful spirit !  And  what  had  they  borne  to  him  ? 
Misery.  He  called  up  the  image  of  his  be* 
loved  wife,  young  and  beautiful,  with  a  mind 
capable  of  comprehending  his  loftiest  and  his 
finest  moods,  with  a  soul  of  matchless  purity, 
and  a  temper  whose  winning  tenderness  had 
only  been  equalled  by  her  elevated  sense  of 
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duty.  He  conjured  up  her  image;  he  corn 
jured  before  him  a  bud  by  the  side  of  that 
beauteous  flower,  sharing  all  her  lustre  and 
all  her  fragrance — his  own  Agnes!  What 
happiness  might  not  have  been  his,  had  his 
beloved  wife  but  lived  to  see  her  offspring 
growing  into  womanhood,  with  every  grace 
and  virtue  that  can  adorn  her  sex ! 

The  death,  too,  of  Sir  Harcourt  Callendar, 
which  had  recently  taken  place,  had  removed 
every  impediment  to  the  public  acknowledg- 
ment of  his  marriage,  and  the  introduction  of 
his  child  as  future  heiress  to  the  Callendar 
estates,  which  descended  in  the  female  line ; 
and  Sir  Charles  was  on  the  eve  of  taking  his 
departure  for  England  for  that  purpose,  when 
the  sad  event  occurred  which  we  have  re- 
corded at  the  opening  of  this  chapter. 
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CHAPTER  H. 


"  Poor  orphan !  in  the  wide  world  scattered 
As  budding  branch  rent  from  the  native  tree!" 

Spenser. 

The  same  sun  that  rose  upon  the  melan- 
choly event  we  have  recorded  in  the  last 
chapter,  shone  on  a  festival  that  ended,  if 
possible,  even  more  sadly.  The  small  village 
of  Lorrette,  near  Quebec,  was  enlivened  by 
the  sight  of  happy  faces,  and  the  cheerful 
sounds  of  merriment  echoed  throughout  it. 
The  sons  of  the  hamlet  had  assembled  to  en- 
joy the  long  looked-for  festival — the  annual 
fete.  It  was  a  perfect  summer  morning,  and 
already  the  villagers  had  formed  a  rural  pro- 
cession to  the  cottage  of  Sir  Charles  Calen- 
dar. It  was  a  lovely  spot ;  trees  embowered  it ; 
roses  bloomed  in  the  garden,  and  jessamine 
and  woodbine  were  twined  round  the  porch. 
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The  morning  breeze  filled  the  atmosphere 
with  sweets ;  and  Agnes  Callendar,  fresh  and 
hopeful  as  the  morning  itself,  bounded  with 
the  light  step  of  a  light  heart  over  the  lawn, 
without  any  other  shelter  for  her  very  pretty 
face  and  shoulders  from  the  scorching  sun 
than  was  supplied  by  her  own  dark  flowing 
ringlets.  All  nature  smiled  around  her ;  the 
flitting  birds  were  throwing  their  soft  sha- 
dows over  the  sunny  lawn,  and  rustling  amidst 
the  blossom  of  the  variegated  groves.  The 
golden  wreaths  of  the  laburnum  and  the  sil- 
ver knots  of  the  chestnut  streamed  and  glit- 
tered around.  The  bees  were  as  busy  as  the 
birds,  and  the  whole  scene  was  suffused  and 
penetrated  with  brilliancy  and  odour, 

Agnes  Callendar  was,  even  in  childhood, 
a  being  to  love ;  there  was  a  sweetness  of  ex- 
pression in  her  countenance  that  fascinated 
beyond  resistance.  Her  large,  full,  dark 
eyes  gave  to  her  youthful  face  a  look  of 
sensibility  far  above  her  years :  her  hair  was 
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raven  black,  finer  and  more  glossy  than  carded 
silk.  The  outline  of  her  countenance  resem- 
bled those  we  see  in  Spanish  pictures,  not 
being  quite  oval  enough  for  a  northern  beauty. 
Her  cheek  was  rich  in  colour,  for  she  was  the 
child  of  happiness  and  health,  but  it  varied 
with  every  emotion,  and  was  beautiful  in 
every  Tariety. 

"Mark!  Is  not  papa  yet  returned?"  in- 
quired the  dark-eyed  girl,  addressing  a  young 
man  of  about  nineteen  years  of  age. 

"No,  miss,"  replied  the  other;  "the  co- 
lonel has  to  attend  a  parade  this  morning/9 
(Here  the  speaker  changed  colour  as  he 
thought  of  the  cause  of  that  parade.)  "  It 
will  probably  be  twelve  o'clock,  miss,  before 
he  returns." 

The  man  thus  addressed,  Mark  Hindley, 
was  the  son  of  a  tenant  of  the  late  Sir  Harcourt 
Calendar's.  His  appearance  was  far  from  pre- 
possessing. He  was  about  five  feet  nine  in 
height,  with  a  remarkably  firm  knit  frame. 
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Over  a  low  forehead  he  wore  his  thick  black 
hair  smooth  and  straight  down  to  his  eyes, 
which  were  of  the  same  colour,  and  in  their 
expression  was  a  character  of  deep  daring. 

The  father  and  mother  of  Mark  Hindley 
had  married  young,  principally  upon  the 
strength  of  "  hopes"  and  "  expectations" — 
those  constant  elements  of  "love's  young 
dream."  His  father  had  opened  a  small  pub- 
lic-house, became  bankrupt,  and  died.  His 
widow  had  trusted  to  the  generosity  of  the 
liberal  creditors  to  enable  her  to  carry  on  the 
business,  and  support  herself  and  child :  but 
the  creditors  took  all  they  could  take,  and 
turned  her  and  her  boy  into  the  street ;  and 
to  the  kindness  of  Frank  Vavasour,  a  nephew 
of  Lord  Vavasour,  whose  property  joined  Sir 
Harcourt's,  she  owed  the  small  cottage  in 
which  she  dwelt. 

As  the  boy  grew  up,  his  heart  burned  at 
his  mother's  penury ;  and,  in  an  evil  hour,  he 
made  a  peremptory  demand  for  assistance  to 
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Lord  Vavasour,  and  was  spurned.  "Turn 
the  beggarly  brat  out  of  the  premises/9  ex- 
claimed his  lordship,  faming  with  rage,  not 
at  the  sins  of  the  son,  but  at  those  of  his 
father,  who  had  been  guilty  of  the  unpardon- 
able offence  of  voting  against  the  Vavasour 
interest. 

The  gamekeeper  advanced  to  obey  his  mas- 
ter's bidding,  when  Mark,  who  was  brave, 
active,  and  gallant,  though  somewhat  rash 
and  headstrong,  struck  the  man,  and  was 
committed  to  prison  for  an  assault  and  tres- 
pass :  there  he  became  connected  with  a 
worthless  set,  a  gang  of  poachers,  who  shortly 
led  him  into  every  crime. 

With  feelings  that  would  have  done  credit 
to  a  nobler  cause,  Mark  Hindley  still  main- 
tained his  widowed  mother ;  and  when  taken 
before  the  magistrates  for  snaring  pheasants, 
his  defence  proved  that  his  heart  had  not 

r  

grown  callous  to  a  son's  feelings.    "Could 
I,"  he  exclaimed, "  see  my  aged  mother  starve 
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before  my  eyes ;  with  no  prospect  before  her 
but  the  workhouse? — five  ounces  of  bread, 
and  one  ounce  of  cheese  a  day  for  adults; 
the  disgraceful  badge  of  poverty  stuck  here- 
just  here — where  the  heart  ought  to  be!  I 
couldn't  bear  the  thought  of  it." 

With  good  guidance,  Mark's  disposition 
might  have  been  led  to  every  thing  good  and 
noble;  fortunately  for  him,  through  the  inter- 
ference of  Frank  Vavasour,  Colonel  Callendar 
had  enlisted  him  into  his  own  regiment,  with 
the  promise  of  taking  him  from  the  ranks 
into  his  service,  and  here  he  remained  to  the 
period  we  have  just  recorded. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  fete  at  Lorrette  was 
going  on ;  but  shortly  before  twelve  o'clock, 
there  began  to  arise  sounds  of  a  description 
very  different  from  those  of  sport — that  sort 
of  suppressed  sigh  and  exclamation  with 
which  the  first  news  of  calamity  is  received 
by  the  hearers :  a  buzz  went  about  among  the 
women — "So  suddenly  summoned !"  It  then 
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extended  itself  among  the  men,  and  silenced 
the  sounds  of  mirth :  all  understood  at  once 
that  some  disaster  had  happened,  and  each 
inquired  its  nature. 

Whilst  expectation  was  thus  on  the  tiptoe, 
a  horseman  was  seen  at  some  little  distance, 
galloping  as  if  life  and  death  depended  upon 
his  speed.  On  drawing  near  the  cottage  of 
Sir  Charles  Callendar,  the  rider,  a  young 
officer  of  Sir  Charles's  regiment,  perceived 
Mrs.  Lorrimer  with  a  book  in  her  hand, 
leisurely  pacing  up  and  down  the  lawn. 
Without  checking  his  horse,  he  cleared  the 
fence,  and,  crossing  the  turf,  rode  straight 
up  towards  her. 

"I  was  watching  for  you  all,"  she  ex- 
claimed, hitherto  unconscious  of  the  report. 
"  Ah  !  is  it  you,  Captain  Phillimore  ?  But 
something  is  amiss,"  she  instantly  added,  in  a 
more  hurried  tone  —  "  you  are  alone.  Your 
horse  in  this  state !  Oh,  where  is  Sir  Charles  ? 
—what  has  happened  ?" 
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Before  Captain  Phillimore  could  find  words 
or  breath  to  shape  an  answer,  Mrs.  Lorrimer 
had  taken  alarm.  "  Speak,  Captain  Philli- 
more, speak !"  she  again  exclaimed ;  "  for  the 
love  of  Heaven,  speak !" 

"  I  will,  I  will,"  said  the  other,  in  return. 
"But,  indeed,  there  is  no  reason  for  this 
agitation.  Sir  Charles  has  been  taken  ill  — 
slightly,  suddenly  ill ;  but  it  is  nothing  more ; 
to-morrow  all  will  be  well." 

Mrs.  Lorrimer  drew  her  breath  more  freely. 
"  You  do  not,  then,  consider  Sir  Charles's  ill- 
ness of  a  serious  kind  ?"  she  continued. 

"  I  trust  not,"  replied  Captain  Phillimore, 
who  then  proceeded  to  relate  the  particulars 
of  Sir  Charles's  attack,  and  the  melancholy 
circumstance  that  had  caused  it. 

We  must  drop  a  veil  over  his  sufferings  : 
suffice  it  to  say,  he  was  removed  home  in  a 
state  bordering  upon  insanity.  The  condition 
in  which  he  lived  during  a  few  weeks  was  dread- 
ful.    He  never  expressed  his  grief  openly,  but 
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to  couple  it  with  words  amounting  to  absolute 
phrenzy.  Constant  irritation  finally  brought 
on  a  brain-fever.  A  worn-out  constitution 
had  received  shock  upon  shock,  and  could  not 
support  them,  and  human  skill  was  baffled. 
When  Sir  Charles's  delirium  at  last  subsided, 
his  state  was  so  feeble,  that  it  was  quite  evi- 
dent he  was  sinking  fast. 

At  this  crisis,  the  chaplain  of  the  garrison 
offered  the  consolation  of  religion  to  the  dying 
man. 

"  Tell  me— oh,  tell  me  what  I  can  do !"  said 
the  kind-hearted  clergyman.  "  Have  you  any 
wish  to  be  performed  ?" 

"  My  breath  is  growing  faint,"  replied  the 
dying  man.  "  Poor  Agnes  ! — from  vile  defe- 
rence to  the  world's  opinion,  I  kept  our  mar- 
riage secret.  My  child ! — would  that  Heaven 
had  granted  me  time  to  have  declared  her  legi- 
timacy— Agnes  Velasquez !" 

The  wretched  sufferer  sighed  deeply  as  he 
spoke.    The  early  scenes  of  life  rose  up  vividly 
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before  him ;  his  beloved  and  virtuous  wife,  the 
confiding,  unsuspecting,  artless  being,  radiant 
with  beauty,  affectionate,  open,  innocent,  pure 
in  thought,  in  word,  and  deed  — -  his  wedded 
wife. 

Let  me  conjure  you,"  said  the  chaplain, 
to  calm  yourself." 

I  am  growing  faint,  and  have  still  much 
to  say,"  murmured  the  dying  man.  "  To  my 
cousin,  Walter  Callendar,  I  entrust  my  child — 
my  lawfully-born  child,  Agnes" — here  his  voice 
grew  weaker.  "  Raise  my  head,"  he  conti- 
nued, "  I  can  scarcely  speak,  a  dimness  comes 
over  my  eyes.  In  the  small  casket  you  will 
find  the  marriage  certificate.  Agnes ! — bless, 
bless  her !" 

Sir  Charles  Callendar  never  spoke  again; 
the  once  powerful  form  of  the  unfortunate  man 
was  a  corpse. 

It  was  now  decided  that  Agnes  should  em- 
bark on  board  a  merchantman,  to  sail  with  the 
next  fair  wind  for  England.    Mark  Hindley 
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was  to  remain  till  the  funeral  was  over,  and 
then  follow  the  young  orphan  with  the  papers 
and  effects  of  her  deceased  parent.  Agnes 
was  committed  to  the  charge  of  the  captain, 
amidst  the  injunctions  and  entreaties  of  her 
late  father's  friends  to  deliver  her  safely  to 
the  care  of  her  guardian,  now  Sir  Walter  Cal- 
endar. 
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CHAPTER  IE. 

"Impute  it  not  a  crime 
To  me,  or  my  swift  passage,  that  I  slide 
O'er  years,  and  leave  the  growth  untried 
Of  that  wide  gap." 

Winter's  Tale. 

Days,  months,  years  were  gone !  The  spring, 
with  its  buds ;  summer,  with  its  fruits ;  au- 
tumn,  with  its  seared  and  yellow  leaf ;  winter, 
with  its  frosts  and  snow,  had  come  and  re- 
come,  passed  and  repassed.  The  aged  had 
been  removed  from  their  transitory,  earthly 
existence ;  the  young  had  risen  up  full  of  con- 
fidence, had  entered  the  world,  and  tasted  its 
bitterness;  their  young  hopes  had  been  blasted, 
their  affections  crushed,  their  confidence  be- 
trayed, their  devotion  answered  with  ingrati- 
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tude,  their  love  with  deceit !  Pomps,  honours, 
high-sounding  titles,  once  flattered  and  envied, 
had  been  crumbled  in  the  dust,  despised,  and 
forgotten.  The  proud  and  ambitious  had  been 
hurled  from  their  lofty  estate,  the  rich  man 
beggared,  the  poor  man  enriched;  vice  had 
triumphed  its  short  hour,  virtue  had  gone  un- 
rewarded ;  honesty  had  begged  for  bread,  and 
knavery  had  prospered.  The  just  had  suffered, 
while  the  unjust  had  judged  in  ermine ;  folly 
had  ruled,  and  wisdom  had  pined  unheard ; 
vanity  had  been  caressed  at  the  expense  of 
genius;  and  sanctimonious  hypocrisy  had 
trampled  on  humble  piety. 

Time  had  witnessed  all  these  mortal  doings 
and  sufferings;  all  these  many-coloured  changes 
in  the  face  of  nature,  and  the  hopes  and  fears 
of  her  children ;  in  other  words,  a  few  transi- 
tory hours  (calling  themselves  years)  had  been 
gathered  to  eternity  since  our  heroine  took 
leave,  in  our  last  chapter,  of  the  friends  of 
her  childhood,  and  sailed  for  her  father-land, 
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where,  in  due  time,  she  arrived,  and  was  warmly 
greeted  by  her  uncle  and  guardian. 

Sir  Walter  Callendar  was  an  old  bachelor. 
We  do  not  mention  his  precise  age,  though  his 
silver  hair,  and  his  admiration  for  King  in 
Lord  Ogleby,  proved  that  he  had  lived  in 
"  the  good  old  days  when  George  the  Third 
was  king." 

He  had  been  a  sportsman  in  his  time,  and 
was  still  fond  of  riding  his  fox-chases  over 
again  by  the  fireside.  He  was  very  neat  in 
his  person,  and  very  proud  of  opening  his  dou- 
ble-breasted waistcoat  half-way  down,  to  show 
his  snowy  frill.  His  dark  green  spenser  (the 
last  of  the  Spensers !),  over  a  coat  of  a  harmo- 
nizing colour,  displayed  a  well-proportioned 
form;  while  his  well-fitting  and  beautifully 
cleaned  "leathers"  were  met  by  a  neat  and 
highly-polished  top-boot.  His  watch  and  chain 
were  of  the  most  costly  description,  and  in  the 
best  taste  of  his  day ;  but  a  modern  exquisite 
would  have  fainted  under  the  weight  of  them. 
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A  broad-brimmed  drab  hat,  lined  with  green, 
completed  the  "  complement  extern"  of  a  per- 
fect specimen  of  the  English  gentleman  of  the 
olden  time. 

Sir  Walter  lived  like  most  country  squires 
of  a  certain  age :  he  gave  and  received  din- 
ners; attended  races  and  county  meetings; 
was  a  deputy  lieutenant,  and  trustee  upon 
turnpike  acts.  It  appeared  to  be  the  end  and 
aim  of  his  life  to  make  all  around  him  happy ; 
and,  as  far  as  his  means  could  accomplish  it, 
he  was  perfectly  successful. 

Sir  Walter  stood  in  the  relationship  of  first 
cousin  to  the  late  Sir  Charles,  and,  upon  the 
death  of  the  latter  without  male  issue,  became 
the  heir  to  the  baronetage;  but  the  estates 
descended  in  the  female  line  to  the  daughter 
of  the  deceased-— Agnes  Callendar.  Sir  Walter, 
not  being  aware  of  his  cousin's  marriage,  had 
counted  largely  on  his  access  of  fortune ;  but, 
when  the  will  of  the  late  baronet  was  opened, 
and  it  was  ascertained  that  the  personal  pro- 
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per  ty  was  left  away  from  the  title,  and  be- 
queathed to  Miss  Callendar,  Sir  Walter  found 
himself  more  embarrassed  than  relieved  by  the 
death  of  his  cousin. 

Unfortunately  for  the  young  heiress,  her 
title  to  the  estates  had  been  disputed  by  the 
next  heir-at-law  on  the  mother's  side,  Lord 
Vavasour,  on  the  alleged  illegitimacy  of  her 
birth ;  and  she  had  hitherto  been  unable  to 
bring  forward  sufficient  evidence  to  support  the 
allegation  of  the  legal  marriage  of  her  mother, 
no  tidings  ever  having  reached  England  re- 
specting Mark  Hindley,  and  the  important 
papers  with  which  he  was  entrusted.  All  that 
was  known  of  him  was,  that  he  had  obtained 
his  discharge  from  the  regiment,  and  had  pro- 
ceeded with  Mrs.  Lorrimer  to  New  York,  where 
some  friends  of  the  latter  resided,  and  had 
taken  his  passage  in  an  American  liner  bound 
to  Liverpool. 

During  this  interval,  as  little  change  of  any 

kind  occurred  in  the  family  of  Callendar  as  it 


THE  TUFT-HUNTER.  31 

is  well  possible  to  imagine,  and  its  chronicler 
must  therefore  pass  it  over  briefly,  leaving  the 
reader's  fancy  to  depict  the  gradual  develop- 
ment of  the  sweet  orphan's  character — its  gen- 
tleness, its  warm  sensibility,  its  purity,  and 
delicacy  of  taste,  and  all  its  many  fair  and 
fascinating  qualities,  not  forgetting  the  warm- 
hearted manner  in  which  the  "  old  English 
gentleman"  received  and  took  to  his  arms  and 
heart  the  daughter  of  his  noble  house. 

We  must  now  endeavour  to  depict  the  scene 
of  our  future  story.    The  pretty  borough  town 

of lies  about  two  miles  distant  from 

the  county  town,  which  give*  name  to  the  shire 
in  which  it  is  situated.  The  road-book  num- 
bers among  its  objects  of  interest  "  Hasel- 
wood  Court,  the  ancient  family-seat  of  the 
Callendars ;  Vavaseur  Manor,  the  splendid 
domain  of  Lord  Vavasour ;  Harefield,  the  resi- 
dence of  Sir  Walter  Callendar ;  and  Wavertree 
Common,  a  salubrious  spa." 

As  it  is  unnecessary  to  be  more  particular 
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concerning  the  scene  of  our  story,  we  will  fill 
up  the  blank  left  above  with  the  fictitious 
appellation  of  Ravensbrook,  having  oftentimes 
found  ourselves  embarrassed  in  the  course  of 
a  story  by  a  hiatus  which  we  cannot  fill  up. 

Ravensbrook,  like  •  most  other  country 
towns,  boasted  of  a  church,  a  market-place, 
an  inn,  a  town-hall,  a  high  street,  and  some 
dirty  suburbs ;  also,  a  clergyman,  a  mayor,  a 
due  proportion  of  doctors  and  lawyers,  and 
sundry  other  important  personages;  together 
with  the  full  complement  of  gossips,  tale- 
bearers, and  scandal-mongers.  The  town 
consists  of  one  long  street,  running  north  and 
south,  which  is  somewhat  curving,  as  well  as 
undulating,  and  hence  the  view  is  never  very 
extensive.  There  are  also  several  short  lanes 
and  streets  situated  at  right  angles,  and  lead- 
ing to  the  river  on  one  side ;  besides  a  tolera- 
ble good  street,  which  branches  off  from  the 
main  one  towards  the  north-east,  and  along 
which  is  the  route  that  leads  the  mail  coach 
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road  across  the  river  Rayensbrook.  There 
are  three  bridges  across  the  river.  Until 
lately  there  was  bat  a  very  small  suburb  on 
the  opposite  side,  but  for  the  last  twenty 
years  houses  have  been  occasionally  springing 
up. 

At  a  short  distance  from  the  town  the  road 
opens  upon  a  heath,  spreading  away  to  a  con- 
siderable distance,  and  there  may  be  found 
in  a  hollow  the  source  of  the  Raven. 

The  tradition  of  the  origin  of  the  Ravens- 
brook  is  thus  described :  "  When  Caesar  was 
encamped  here,  his  troops  were  in  great  need 
of  water,  and  none  could  be  found  in  the 
vicinity.  Observing,  however,  that  a  raven 
frequently  alighted  near  the  camp,  and  con- 
jecturing that  it  was  for  the  purpose  of 
quenching  its  thirst,  he  ordered  the  coming 
of  the  bird  to  be  watched  for,  and  the  spot 
to  be  particularly  noted.  This  was  done, 
and  the  result  was  as  he  anticipated.  The 
object  of  the  raven's  resort  was  this  little 
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spring,  from  whence  Caesar  derived  a  supply 
of  water  for  the  Roman  legions;  and  from 
the  circumstance  of  its  discovery,  the  spring 
was  called  the  Ravensbrook." 

The  water  was  formerly  in  great  repute  for 
its  medicinal  virtues,  and  the  spring  still 
forms  a  great  object  of  attraction  to  the  resi- 
dents of  the  neighbourhood.  On  a  bright 
summer  day,  Wavertree  Common  (as  the 
heath  is  called)  may  often  be  seen  dotted 
with  parties  of  people ;  the  gay  costume  of 
the  ladies,  the  brilliancy  of  the  equipages, 
contrasting  prettily  with  the  brown  heath, 
and  the  air  ringing  with  the  sounds  of  laugh- 
ter and  music. 

The  crystal  waters  of  the  Ravensbrook 
never  dry  up;  it  flows  to-day  as  it  flowed 
two  thousand  years  ago,  when  Caesar  saw  it 
bubbling  up,  almost  concealed  in  the  brown 
heath.  The  Roman  camp  referred  to  in  the 
tradition  yet  remains,  for  a  part  of  its  course, 
in  excellent  preservation. 
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Within  five  miles  of  Ravensbrook  stood 
Harefield,  the  property  of  Sir  Walter  Cal- 
endar, and  it  is  to  that  hospitable  mansion 
we  most  now  conduct  oar  readers. 

Two  winters  then  had  passed  away,  and 
again  we  introduce  our  heroine  to  the  reader. 
It  was  on  a  dark  and  dreary  evening  in  No- 
vember, while  the  east  wind,  with  its  chilling 
dampness  and  increasing  violence,  gave  un- 
erring notice  of  the  approach  of  a  storm,  that 
three  individuals  sat  before  a  huge  blazing 
fire,  in  the  dining-room  of  Harefield :  one,  a 
young  lady  of  apparently  seventeen  years  of 
age,  was  occupied  with  a  piece  of  embroidery. 

Next  to  her  sat  an  elderly  gentleman,  who 
was  dividing  his  attention  between  a  packet 
of  lawyer-like  looking  documents,  and  a  bot- 
tle of  old  port  wine,  whose  crusted  appearance 
and  beeswing  seemed  coeval  with  the  old  and 
cobwebbed  parchments. 

On  the  opposite  side  sat  another  gentle- 
man, several  years  older  than  the  one  just 


S6  THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 

described,  and  whose  manner  and  dress  spoke 
the  clerical  profession.  Mr.  Walford,  for  so 
the  latter  was  called,  seemed  intent  upon  a 
musty  book,  which  evidently  was  some  learned 
dissertation  upon  the  laws  of  the  country; 
for,  as  he  marked  a  page,  he  handed  the  book 
over  to  his  companion,  calling  his  attention  to 
the  case  Hanson  v.  Hargreaves. 

The  Reverend  Mr.  Walford,  the  rector  of 
Harefield,  was  one  of  the  bees  of  the  church, 
who  are  constantly  toiling,  while  the  drones 
are  eating  up  the  honey.  He  preached  two 
sermons,  and  read  two  services,  at  two  dif- 
ferent and  remote  places,  every  Sunday 
throughout  the  year;  in  addition  to  which, 
he  christened,  married,  and  buried  a  popula- 
tion of  some  hundreds,  for  a  stipend  of  eighty 
pounds  per  annum.  Soon  after  he  obtained 
his  curacy,  he  married  a  young  woman,  who 
brought  him  only  beauty  and  modesty  as  her 
dower,  but  who  made  up  for  this  deficiency 
by  producing  him  pledges  of  love  as  often  as 
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the  most  highly-developed  organ  of  philopro- 
genitiveness  could  have  desired. 

With  the  most  scanty  resources,  Mr.  Wal- 
ford,  nevertheless,  by  the  blamelessness  of  his 
life,  the  fervour  of  his  piety,  and  the  single- 
ness of  heart,  made  the  sphere  in  which  he 
moved  rejoice  in  his  influence.  The  rich 
honoured,  the  poor  blessed  him.  He  coun- 
selled the  one,  and  consoled  the  other,  from 
that  book  which  is  to  all  a  priceless  treasure : 
in  short,  he  was  a  man  who  believed  and 
practised  what  he  preached. 

The  room  the  party  we  have  slightly 
sketched  sat  in  displayed,  in  its  proportions 
and  furniture,  the  utmost  comfort.  The  wain- 
scot was  of  oak,  beautifully  polished,  adorned 
with  portraits,  introduced  with  the  nicest  ex- 
actness into  the  panelling,  and  relieved  by 
garlands  of  fruit  and  flowers,  dead  game,  the 
emblems  of  the  four  seasons,  standing  out 
from  their  darker  ground  in  the  most  ex- 
quisite carving. 
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Harefield,  the  property  of  Sir  Walter  Cal- 
lendar,  great  uncle  and  guardian  to  her  whose 
untimely  loss  of  her  father  we  have  recorded 
in  a  preceding  chapter,  was  situated  in  the 
west  of  that  county— celebrated,  according 
to  old  Izak  Walton,  for  "Shelsey  cockle, 
Chichester  lobster,  Arundel  mullet'9 — Sussex. 
But,  as  it  is  neither  necessary  nor  convenient 
to  be  too  precise  in  the  geography  of  a  story, 
I  shall  enter  upon  no  further  description  of 
the  general  locality  of  the  scene  where  this 
chapter  begins,  than  by  stating  that  it  was 
at  no  great  distance  from  the  borders  of  the 
two  counties,  Sussex  and  Hampshire. 

The  house  itself  was  a  substantial,  square* 
built,  red-brick  mansion,  shaded  by  gigantic 
elms,  but  the  southern  front  covered  with  a 
famous  vine,  trained  over  it  with  elaborate 
care,  and  of  which  and  his  espaliers  the 
baronet  was  very  proud.  The  garden  was 
thickly  stocked  with  choice  fruit-trees,  but 
there  was  not  the  slightest  pretence  of  plea- 
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sure  grounds.  There  was,  however,  an  old- 
fashioned  bowling-green,  and,  above  all,  a 
grotto,  where  Sir  Walter  smoked  his  evening 
pipe,  and  moralized  in  the  midst  of  his  cab- 
bages. 

On  each  side  of  the  garden  extended  his 
meadowB  and  paddocks,  where  his  kine  and 
young  stock  ruminated  at  will.  The  farm- 
yard, poultry-yard,  and  piggeries,  were  all 
"in  keeping,"  and  were  filled  and  tended 
with  care  and  knowledge. 

Nor  was  the  interior  of  this  bachelor's  resi- 
dence devoid  of  comfort.  Every  nook  and 
comer  was  filled  with  objects  of  interest ;  and 
every  thing  was  in  the  most  admirable  order. 
The  genius  of  neatness  and  precision  reigned 
supreme,  especially  in  the  entrance-hall,  which 
was  a  cabinet  of  rural  curiosities :  the  guns, 
the  fishing-tackle,  the  cricket-bats,  balls,  and 
stumps,  a  cabinet  of  birds  and  animals  stuffed 
by  the  baronet  himself  in  his  earlier  days ;  a 
fox  in  a  glass  case,  that  seemed  absolutely 


40  THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 

running ;  and  an  otter,  with  a  real  fish 
in  his  mouth,  were  all  very  spirited  produc- 
tions. 

Finally,  the  library,  which  was  rare  and 
splendid,  (for  the  baronet  was  a  renowned 
scholar,)  and  the  pictures,  prints,  gold  fish, 
and  canary  birds,  were  all  perfect  in  their 
way — to  say  nothing  of  every  other  room  in 
the  house,  which,  from  the  garret  to  the 
dairy,  were  all  worthy  of  the  taste  of  the 
kind-hearted  owner. 

"  Either  we  have  dined  early,  or  the  post 
is  late,"  said  Sir  Walter  Callendar,  addressing 
the  young  lady,  in  rather  a  peevish  tone ;  the 
worthy  baronet  having  just  experienced  some 
slight  symptoms  of  a  fit  of  the  gout,  which 
rendered  him  somewhat  irritable  and  anxious. 
Three  times  did  he  give  particular  directions 
that,  when  the  letter-bag  arrived,  it  should  im- 
mediately be  brought  into  the  dining-room, 
and  as  often,  when  he  heard  any  steps  in  the 
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passage,  he  demanded  whether  the  boy  had 
returned  with  the  letters. 

Nine  o'clock  struck,  and  the  worthy  ba- 
ronet became  evidently  more  and  more  un- 
easy :  he  complained  of  pain,  he  moved  to  and 
fro  in  the  chair,  and  was  in  the  very  act  of 
ringing  the  bell  to  send  another  messenger  to 
the  post,  when  the  butler  entered  with  the 
letter-bag. 

"  Here,  Agnes,"  said  Sir  Walter,  "  there  is 
a  letter  for  you,  and  one  for  Rusbridger. 
Run  away,  my  child;"  and  away  flew  the 
light-hearted  girl  to  pore  over  a  letter  from 
her  dear  friend,  Mrs.  Lorrimer. 

A  lawyer-like  epistle,  bearing  the  London 
postmark,  now  occupied  Sir  Walter's  atten- 
tion. It  conveyed  no  intelligence  that  could 
in  the  slightest  degree  interest  our  readers. 
The  worthy  twister  of  red  tape  still  hoped  that 
some  information  respecting  Mark  Hindley 
and  the  valuable  papers  with  which  he  had 
been  entrusted  would  be  forthcoming,  until 
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which,  he  said,  no  further  step  could  be  taken. 
Sir  Walter  seemed  heart-broken  at  this  in- 
telligence, while  his  friend,  though  equally 
depressed,  offered  him  all  the  consolation  in 
his  power. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  111  sing  you  an  old  song,  made  by  an  aged  old  pate, 
Of  an  old  worshipful  gentleman,  who  had  a  great  estate. 
That  kept  a  brave  old  house  at  a  bountiful  old  rate. 
And  an  old  porter  to  relieve  the  poor  at  his  gate, 

Like  an  old  English  gentleman, 

All  of  the  olden  time. 
With  an  old  hall  hung  about  with  pikes,  guns,  and  bows, 
With  old  swords  and  bucklers,  that  had  borne  many  shrewd 

blows, 
And  an  old  frieze  coat  to  cover  his  worship's  trunk  hose ; 
And  a  cap  of  old  sherry  to  comfort  his  copper  nose ; 

Like  an  old  English  gentleman,  &c. 

THE  CONTRAST  I 

111  sing  you  an  old  song,  made  by  an  aged  old  pate, 
Of  a  worthless  English  nobleman,  who  had  a  great  estate, 
With  new  titles  of  honours  bought  with  his  father's  old  gold, 
For  which  sundry  of  his  ancestors  old  manors  are  sold; 

Like  a  worthless  English  nobleman, 

All  of  the  modern  time. 

With  a  new-fashioned  hall,  built  where  the  old  one  stood, 
Hung  round  with  new  pictures,  that  do  the  poor  no  good, 
With  a  fine  marble  chimney  wherein  burns  neither  coal  nor  wood, 
And  a  new  smooth  shovel-board,  whereon  no  victuals  e'er  stood, 
Like  a  worthless  English  nobleman,  &c. 

With  a  new  study  stuffed  full  of  pamphlets  and  plays, 
And  a  new  chaplain,  that  swears  faster  than  he  prays, 
With  a  new  buttery  hatch,  that  opens  once  in  four  or  five  days, 
And  a  new  French  cook,  to  devise  fine  kickshaws  and  toys; 
Like  a  worthless  English  nobleman,  &c. 

Percy  Reliques,  Pspts's  Collection. 

Our  readers  are  already  aware  that  Lord 
Vavasour  had  put  forward  his  olaim  to  the 
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Callendar  estates.  Thus,  for  the  last  two 
years,  the  succession  to  the  property  had  been 
warmly  contested ;  litigation  and  expense  en- 
sued ;  and,  under  the  orders  of  the  Court  of 
Chancery,  the  rents  were  paid  to  the  receiver. 
The  right  to  the  personal  property  still  re- 
mained in  abeyance,  the  suit  relating  to  it 
being  undecided  in  the  courts  of  law. 

Between  Lord  Vavasour  and  our  worthy 
baronet  a  quarrel  had  taken  place,  not  likely 
to  admit  of  reconciliation.  Their  properties 
joined ;  the  former  possessing  Vavasour  Ma- 
nor, and  the  latter  the  tolerable  sized  estate 
of  Harefield.  The  manor-house  was  virtually 
shut  up ;  for,  except  during  a  few  days  in  the 
shooting  season,  or  at  the  eve  of  an  election, 
the  noble  owner  never  honoured  it  with  his 
presence. 

His  lordship  possessed  great  influence  in 
the  borough  of  Ravensbrook,  from  the  fact  of 
a  considerable  part  of  it  belonging  to  him. 
He  therefore  returned  one  member ;  but  the 
height  of  his  ambition  was  to  return  both. 
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Hitherto  the  Callendar  interest  had  opposed 
him,  both  in  the  borough  and  the  county, 
and  had  carried  the  latter,  dividing  equally 
the  former. 

Lord  Vavasour  had  still  a  formidable  op- 
ponent in  Sir  Walter,  who  was  very  popular 
in  the  neighbourhood,  and  justly  so. 

In  the  cases  of  Sir  Walter  Callendar  and 
Lord  Vavasour,  the  benefit  of  residing  upon 
the  property  and  the  evils  of  absenteeism 
were  strikingly  illustrated.  In  the  former, 
the  country  saw  the  resident  landlord  reve- 
renced and  beloved;  the  cheerful  tenantry, 
fostered  and  protected,  felt  the  natural  advan- 
tages of  reciprocal  attachment. 

How  sad  was  the  contrast !  An  absent  lord 
— a  mercenary  agent,  with  no  consideration 
but  the  rents,  no  solicitude  but  for  their  due 
collection — a  deserted  tenantry,  keeping  pace 
in  decline  with  the  deserted  mansion ;  the  half- 
starved  cottager  finding  no  master  to  employ, 
no  guardian  to  protect  him,  pining  and  sunk 
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in  the  lowest  state  of  want  and  wretched- 
ness, without  work,  food,  raiment,  and  ready 
to  rush  headlong  into  the  arms  of  that 
destruction  which,  in  its  various  shapes,  ever 
stands  ready  to  receive  the  outcast  and  the 
despairing ! 

Lord  Vavasour  gloried  in  those  high  Tory 
principles  that  marked  the  goodly  times  of 
close  boroughs  and  municipal  corruption.  He 
exacted  absolute  obedience  to  his  political 
mandates  from  all  persons  within  range  of  his 
power,  and  pitilessly  ejected  or  persecuted 
all  who  ventured  to  oppose  his  will  in  the 
neighbouring  borough  of  Ravensbrook. 

Another  point  upon  which  his  lordship  was 
equally  arbitrary  was  the  rigid  execution  of 
the  game-laws.  The  slightest  infringement 
of  this  code  was,  in  his  opinion,  a  heinous 
offence,  and  one  that  could  only  be  expiated 
by  the  transportation  of  the  culprit.  The 
noble  game-preserver  was  utterly  reckless 
whether,  by  throwing  the  delinquent  into 
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prison,  or  subjecting  him  to  a  more  severe 
punishment,  the  destitute  wife  and  children 
were  cast  upon  the  parish  or  driven  to  the 
commission  of  worse  crimes,  so  long  as  his 
hares  and  pheasants  were  preserved. 

We  must,  however,  do  the  owner  of  Vava- 
sour Manor  the  justice  to  say  that  he  did  not 
leave  the  neighbouring  peasantry  in  ignorance 
of  the  danger  of  infringing  the  statutes.  For 
his  copses  and  plantations  were  beset  with 
dog-spikes,  steel  traps,  spring  guns,  and  other 
ingenious  and  humane  defences  against  biped 
and  quadruped  marauders ;  besides  which  cer- 
tain benevolent  warnings  were  posted  about 
the  estate,  with  the  following  notices :  "  Steel 
traps  set  here."  "  No  thoroughfare."  "  All 
dogs  found  here  will  be  shot."  "  Trespassers 
will  be  punished  to  the  utmost  rigour  of  the 
law." 

And  all  this  vigilance  was  exerted  not  for 
the  manly  recreation  of  the  chase,  such  as  it 
was  in  the  good  old  days  of  our  ancestors, 
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when  the  sportsman  at  break  of  day  went 
forth  with  his  dogs  and  gun  to  find  his  game, 
but  in  order  that  his  lordship  might  gratify  a 
few  patrician  friends  with  a  modern  battue,  in 
which  some  poor  half  tame  pheasants  were 
slaughtered  by  hundreds,  very  much  after  the 
fashion  of  Coriolanus  and  the  Yolscians  at 
Corioli,  or  an  eagle  in  a  dovecot. 

The  noble  lord  was  a  distinguished  orator 
on  agricultural  distress,  a  zealous  friend  of 
farmers  who  could  afford  to  pay  rent,  a  staunch 
supporter  of  the  corn-laws  and  dear  bread, 
and  one  who,  like  the  celebrated  French 
lady,  wondered  at  the  poor  being  hungry, 
when  "  three  such  nice  cakes  could  be 
bought  for  a  halfpenny.9'  Moreover,  his 
lordship  had  a  thorough  abomination  of  the 
diffusion  of  knowledge,  which  he  considered 
as  an  encroachment  upon  the  privileges  of  the 
higher  orders,  and  looked  upon  reading  and 
writing  as  only  calculated  to  make  bad  sub- 
jects and  worse  tenants,  converting  plough- 
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boys  into  lawyers*  clerks,  and  shop-boys  and 
dairy-maids  into  something  very  much  worse. 
Lord  Vavasour  early  in  life  married  an 
heiress,  well  knowing  that  ambition  tends  only 
to  disappointment  and  mortification,  unless  it 
meets  with  encouragement  and  assistance  from 
fortune.  The  wealth  of  the  lady  of  whom  he 
made  choice,  though  her  least  recommenda- 
tion to  those  who  estimated  her  virtues,  was 
to  Lord  Vasavour  her  principal  attraction,  his 
sole  view  being  to  aggrandize  himself. 

His  political  career  was  marked  with  an 
ability  ensuring  success,  by  defying  the  oppo- 
sition of  those  casual  obstacles  which  almost 
every  individual  must  encounter,  even  in  the 
pursuance  of  measures  the  most  wise  and  best 
concerted.  Talents  prompted  by  zeal  and 
activity  seldom  remain  long  unnoticed.  Thus 
Lord  Vasavour  became  distinguished  in  the 
council  of  the  nation,  and  great  was  the 
splendour  of  his  public  character. 

Let  us  now  contemplate  him  in  private  life 

VOL.  I.  D 
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a  husband.  Perpetually  engaged  in 
public  affairs,  Lord  Vasavour  derived  no  plea- 
sure from  domestic  scenes.  On  his  brother's 
death  he  wrote  a  pompous  letter  of  condolence 
to  his  widow,  offering  to  adopt  her  only  son. 
"  Her  poverty,  not  her  will,  consented ;"  and 
Frank  Vasavour,  at  an  early  age,  was  removed 
to  his  uncle's  house ;  but  he  had  never  expe- 
rienced there  that  tender  regard  which  seldom 
fails  to  awaken  in  return  juvenile  sympathy 
and  sensibility.  The  growing  intelligence  of 
youth  failed  to  impress  the  great  man's  feel- 
ings ;  whilst  the  most  trifling  error  drew  forth 
his  rebuke. 

Whether  from  a  sense  of  duty,  or  from  a 
feeling  of  pride,  the  most  ample  means  were 
afforded  by  Lord  Vavasour  in  giving  his  ne- 
phew a  finished  education.  The  young  Frank 
was  first  placed  at  Westminster,  after  which 
he  was  sent  to  make  the  tour  of  France  and 
Italy,  attended  by  a  preceptor.  Though  grate- 
ful for  these  advantages  and  the  acquirements 
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thence  attained,  yet  the  want  of  early  confi- 
dence in  his  uncle  had  left  upon  his  mind  im- 
pressions not  to  bet  effaced;  inasmuch  that, 
on  his  return  from  his  travels,  he  urged  him 
to  allow  him  to  seek  his  fortune  at  sea  —  a 
profession  in  which  his  father  had  been  one 
of  its  most  distinguished  ornaments. 

The  worldly  relative  had  other  and  more 
ambitious  views  for  his  nephew  and  heir :  he 
wished  him  to  be,  like  himself,  a  courtier. 
His  plan  for  the  future  agrandizement  of  his 
adopted  son — for  so  he  called  him— did  not 
fail  to  meet  with  a  prosperous  beginning :  he 
was  already  promised  a  lucrative  situation  at 
court  when  he  should  arrive  at  years  of  dis- 
cretion. But  the  ambitious  projects  of  Lord 
Vasavour  were  frustrated  by  the  youthful  le- 
vities of  his  nephew.  A  few  indiscretions,  of 
but  trifling  consequence,  were  represented  to 

his  lordship  with  exaggerated  details,  and 
which  so  incensed  and  irritated  him  that  he 
resolved,  for  a  time  at  least,  to  banish  him 

d  2 
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from  his  sight :  and  for  this  an  occasion  soon 
presented  itself.  Admiral  Manning,  with 
whom  he  was  intimately  acquainted,  being  at 
that  particular  juncture  ordered  to  the  Me- 
diterranean, with  the  command  of  the  fleet, 
was  rejoiced  to  find  he  had  it  in  his  power  to 
oblige  the  son  of  his  former  messmate,  by  ap- 
pointing him  to  his  ship.  After,  therefore, 
taking  an  affectionate  leave  of  his  mother 
and  a  formal  one  of  his  uncle,  Frank  found 
himself  upon  the  seas,  pursuing  his  voyage 
to  Malta. 

Of  the  late  Admiral  Vavasour,  Frank's  fa- 
ther, we  will  briefly  say  that  he  had  served 
his  country  in  every  climate,  and  was  admitted 
on  all  sides  to  have  been  an  excellent  officer 
and  a  thorough  seaman.  He  had  been  uni- 
versally respected  in  his  profession,  beloved 
by  the  men  whom  he  commanded,  and  upon 
many  occasions  had  exhibited  proof  that  his 
courage  was  as  cool  as  it  was  daring. 

At  the  period  of  our  narrative,  Frank  Vava- 
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sour  had  just  returned  from  sea.  During  hie 
cruise  he  had  had  the  good  fortune  to  save,  at 
the  risk  of  his  own  life,  that  of  one  of  his 
brother  officers  and  two  of  the  crew ;  and  this 
heroic  action  had  been  so  favourably  noticed 
by  the  Admiralty,  that  Lord  Vavasour  felt 
proud  of  his  nephew's  conduct,  and  had  re- 
ceived him  with  the  greatest  kindness  and 
cordiality. 

Return  we  now  to  Sir  Walter.  Disap- 
pointment, acting  upon  an  anxious  tempera- 
ment, had  impaired  his  health,  broken  his 
spirits,  and  crushed  his  best  energies.  He 
brooded  over  the  "  law's  delay,"  that  deprived 
his  niece  of  her  birthright.  It  was  not  until 
Agnes  grew  towards  womanhood  that  the 
kind-hearted  baronet  felt  most  severely  the 
pang  of  disappointment.  When  he  gazed 
upon  the  orphan  and  saw  her  growing  up  with 
every  quality  formed  to  charm  and  attach, 
and  remembered  that  she  was  to  pass  her 
bright  days  of  youth  and  hope  in  seclusion  in 
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the  country,  he  would  have  given  his  right 
hand  to  have  seen  his  young  protegee  acknow- 
ledged as  the  heiress  to  the  Callendar  estates. 
Haselwood  Court  had  been  in  the  posses- 
sion of  the  Callendar  family  for  upwards  of 
three  centuries,  and  was  one  of  the  proudest 
estates  in  the  county.     The  mansion,  which 
had  been  built  in  Elizabeth's  time,  stood  upon 
a  gentle  eminence  in  the  middle  of  an  exten- 
sive deer-park,  commanding  a  distant  view  of 
the  great  "  symbol  of  eternity,"  the  sea ;  not 
near  enough  to  trace  its  usually  blighting  in- 
fluence or  view  its  terrors,  yet  a  half  hour's 
drive  brought  it  before  you  in  its  loveliest  as- 
pect. 

What  more  particularly  enhanced  the  beauty 
of  the  place  was  a  very  large  and  very  fine 
piece  of  water  called  the  Queen's  Pool,  named 
after  Elizabeth  herself,  who  once  honoured 
Haselwood  with  her  presence.  The  scenery 
surrounding  this  lake  was  exceedingly  pic- 
turesque ;  the  rocks  starting  abruptly  from 
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its  margin,  and  the  sides  of  the  hills  being 
clothed  with  a  fine  hanging  wood. 

On  the  south,  the  prospect  was  only  termi- 
nated by  the  faint  streak  which  seemed  to 
unite  the  sea  with  the  firmament ;  and  on  the 
north,  hill  retiring  behind  hill  in  aerial  per- 
spective, caught  the  fleeting  but  beautiful 
effects  of  light  and  shade. 

The  extensive  domain  that  surrounded  the 
court,  which,  far  exceeding  the  dimensions  of 
a  park,  was  usually  termed  Haselwood  Chase, 
had  originally  been  forest  ground,  and  still, 
though  broken  by  extensive  glades,  retained 
its  pristine  and  wild  character.  The  deer 
wandered  at  liberty  in  this  enclosed  and  well- 
wooded  demesne. 

In  any  age,  Haselwood  Court  would  have 
been  pronounced  a  proud  pile.  The  original 
house  had  been  destroyed  by  fire  in  the 
fifteenth  century,  and  had  been  rebuilt  in  the 
latter  part  of  the  reign  of  Elizabeth.  The 
noble  possessor,  well  acquainted  with  the  sen- 
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sitive  disposition  of  his  royal  mistress,  and 
fully  aware  how  much  she  prized  such  lasting 
monuments  of  gallant  devotion  to  her  memory, 
had  followed  the  romantic  fashion  of  her  reign, 
and  chosen  the  well-known  symbolical  ground 
plan  for  his  princely  habitation.  The  mansion 
rose  up  in  the  form  of  the  letter  E,  conveying 
to  posterity  a  memorial  of  the  owner's  attach- 
ment to  the  person  of  his  sovereign ;  a  com- 
pliment which,  upon  his  first  re-appearance  at 
Greenwich,  was  rewarded  with  a  smile — upon 
his  second  with  a  frown — and  at  a  later  pe- 
riod with  an  axe  upon  the  scaffold,  for  some, 
supposed  treason  against  the  Virgin  Queen ! 

Hazelwood  Court  had  not  been  inhabited 
for  some  years.  In  the  mean  time,  although 
the  rents  were  paid  to  a  receiver,  under  the 
orders  of  the  court  of  Chancery,  the  property 
was  sadly  neglected ;  and,  at  the  period  of  our 
narrative,  the  state  of  desolation  to  which  it 
had  been  abandoned  excited  feelings  of  sur- 
prise and  regret  in  the  minds  of  all  observers. 
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The  gardens,  terraces,  and  pleasure-grounds 
belonging  to  the  house  had  been  originally 
kid  out  upon  a  scale  and  plan  of  formal, 
though  striking  grandeur.  Statues,  marble 
vases,  and  busts,  dismantled  and  mutilated, 
were  scattered  in  disorder  over  the  lawns  and 
walks ;  while  the  free  growth  of  rank  grass 
and  weeds  promised  soon  to  obliterate  all  dis- 
tinction between  gravel  and  turf.  The  vast 
building  itself,  with  its  lofty,  closely-shuttered 
windows  and  its  long  unopened  doors,  ap- 
peared to  be  in  perfect  keeping  with  the  scene 
of  desolation  it  overlooked. 
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CHAPTER  V 

"  and  kindness   *e  their  own 
Inspired  those  eyes,  affectionate  and  glad, 
That  seem'd  to  love  whate'er  they  looked  upon ; 
Whether  with  Hebe's  mirth  her  features  shone, 
Or  if  a  shade  more  pleasing  them  o'ercast. 
As  if  for  heavenly  musing  meant  alone) 
Yet  so  becomingly  th'  expression  past, 
That  each  succeeding  look  was  lovelier  than  the  last" 

Gertrude  of  Wyoming. 

A  few  evenings  after  the  meeting  that  we 
have  mentioned  in  the  last  chapter,  the  same 
party  were  assembled  round  the  fire  in  the 
library.  The  day  had  been  boisterous,  and 
the  storm  now  began  to  rage  with  great  vio- 
lence without.  The  dashing  rain  against  the 
windows  awakened  that  silent  sense  of  enjoy- 
ment which  is  excited  by  such  sounds  under 
circumstances  of  quiet,  comfort,  and  warmth. 
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Sir  Walter  was  pouring  over  the  county 
newspaper,  when  his  attention  was  attracted 
to  the  following  announcement,  which  he  read 
aloud :  "  We  understand  that  our  public  spi- 
rited and  talented  member,  Mr.  Cresswell,  is 
about  to  accept  the  Chiltern  Hundreds,  and 
retire  from  parliament  in  consequence  of  ill 
health.  It  is  currently  reported  in  Ravens- 
brook  that  Captain  Vavasour,  R.N.,  nephew 
and  heir  to  the  noble  owner  of  Vavasour  ma- 
nor, will  come  forward  upon  the  Tory  inte- 
rest/' 

Before  any  comment  could  be  made  upon 
this  interesting  subject,  the  attention  of  the 
whole  party  was  roused  by  a  noise  in  the 
courtyard.  The  night  was  not,  indeed,  far 
advanced,  but  it  had  been  so  long  since  Hare 
field  received  a  guest,  that,  had  Sir  Walter 
not  heard  the  rolling  of  wheels  in  the  court- 
yard, he  might  have  thought  rather  of  house- 
breakers than  of  visiters.  But,  as  the  sound 
of  a  carriage  and  horses  was  distinctly  heard, 
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it  instantly  occurred  to  him  that  the  guest 
must  be  Mr.  Wrightson,  his  country  solicitor, 
come  even  at  this  late  hour  to  speak  with  him 
on  the  subject  of  the  pending  suit,  and,  per- 
haps, to  break  to  him  the  total  failure  of  it ; 
or  it  might  be  Mr.  Dodson,  the  town-clerk, 
come  upon  the  subject  of  the  approaching 
election. 

Eager  to  know  the  worst,  he  left  the  library, 
and,  calling  loudly  to  his  grey-headed  butler, 
Peter,  whom  he  heard  conversing  with  the 
postillion  at  the  door,  commanded  him  to 
show  the  visiter  in. 

It  was  not  the  quick,  shuffling  step  of  the 
lawyer  which  came  slowly  through  the  long 
passage ;  neither  was  it  Mr.  Dodson's  portly 
figure  which  was  seen  when  the  door  opened ; 
but  the  light  form  of  a  young  and  elegant 
man,  apparently  about  twenty  years  of  age, 
supported  on  crutches. 

The  worthy  baronet  advanced  to  meet  his 
visiter,  who,  though  unannounced,  he  saw  by 
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his  air  was  a  gentleman.  The  latter  apolo- 
gised for  his  intrusion,  saying,  that  he  had 
met  with  an  accident  about  ten  miles  off, 
that  the  worthy  village  Esculapius  had  been 
more  successful  in  patching  his  person  up, 
than  the  wheelwright  had  been  in  repairing 
the  carriage,  and  that  the  impossibility  of 
reaching  Ravensbrook  in  the  broken  and  shat- 
tered carriage  had  prompted  him  to  seek  an 
hour's  asylum  at  Sir  Walter  Callendar's. 

As  the  stranger  spoke,  he  presented  a  card. 
Sir  Walter  received  it  with  an  hospitable  smile; 
and,  taking  him  by  the  hand,  led  him  into  the 
adjoining  room. 

"  Agnes,  my  dear  niece,"  said  he,  "  wel- 
come Captain  Vavasour,  the  son  of  my  old 
college  friend/* 

The  young  lady  rose,  and  gracefully  obeyed 
by  expressing  her  hope  that  he  did  not  suffer 
much  inconvenience  from  the  accident,  for, 
long  ere  this,  the  arrival  of  a  young  and  in- 
teresting stranger,  with  full  particulars  of  the 
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breaking  down  of  the  carriage,  &c,  had  been 
bruited  throughout  the  house. 

Sir  Walter  then  introduced  Captain  Vava- 
sour to  Mr*  Walford,  and,  ordering  a  bed  to 
be  prepared,  insisted  upon  the  young  stranger 
making  Harefield  his  home  until  he  had  en- 
tirely recovered  the  effects  of  his  sprain. 

Vavasour  cheerfully  consented,  and  again 
expressed  the  pleasure  he  felt  in  forming  the 
acquaintance  of  one  of  his  father's  most  ho- 
noured friends. 

While  the  worthy  baronet  and  his  reverend 
friend  were  engaged  in  conversation,  Vava- 
sour leaned  exhausted  in  his  chair,  and  had 
leisure  to  survey  the  domestic  scene  around 
him,  so  different  from  the  solitude  he  had  an- 
ticipated, from  public  report,  in  the  house  of 
the  misanthropic  owner  of  Harefield.  Nor 
did  the  beauty  of  the  young  mistress  of  Hare- 
field escape  his  observation. 

The  lords  of  the  creation  do  not  generally 
place  much  reliance  upon  ladies'  opinions  of 
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each  other's  beauty;  and  Frank  Vavasour, 
haying  made  ample  allowance  in  his  own  mind 
for  the  prepossession  of  his  friend,  Mrs.  Har- 
court  Evans  (of  whom  more  anon),  and  even 
the  exaggeration  in  her  representations  of 
Miss  Callendar,  was  perfectly  dazzled  by  the 
beautiful  and  graceful  being  who  now  was 
introduced  to  him* 

Of  Vavasour  himself  it  will  only  be  neces- 
sary to  say  that  his  was  peculiarly  a  character 
formed  to  attach.  His  mind  was  vigorous  and 
cheerful;  his  thoughts  rapid  and  clear;  his 
conceptions  elevated  and  rational.  There  was 
an  unsuspecting  frankness  in  his  feelings  to- 
wards those  he  loved,  which  is  not  often 
united  with  so  cool  a  judgment  and  so  reso- 
lute a  will :  there  Was  an  energy  in  his  friend- 
ship, and  a  devotedness  to  what  he  thought 
right,  that  gained  for  him  the  love  and  the  re* 
spect  of  others  in  a  powerful  degree. 

This  pre-eminence  in  the  esteem  of  his 
friends  was  the  result  neither  of  his  noble 
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connexions,  nor  of  his  delightful  talents,  nor 
of  his  remarkable  personal  advantages;  though 
it  is  probable  that  all  and  each  of  these  might 
assist  in  producing  the  effect ;  but  its  imme- 
diate cause  seemed  rather  to  lie  in  the  attrac- 
tion of  a  manner  singularly  his  own.  He  was, 
indeed,  formed  for  a  life  of  action,  of  useful- 
ness, of  zeal  in  the  service  of  his  country,  and, 
like  the  hero  he  worshipped,  Nelson,  was  more 
solicitous  for  her  honour  than  for  his  own 
fame. 

Though  tall  and  finely  proportioned,  Frank 
Vavasour  did  not  appear  above  twenty.  The 
outline  of  his  face  was  eminently  beautiful. 
His  white  forehead  formed  a  curious  contrast 
to  his  sunburnt  cheek.  His  face  was  such  as 
painters  give  to  Narcissus ;  but  the  animated 
expression  of  his  large  dark  eyes  redeemed  it 
from  the  effeminacy  of  that  dreamy  youth; 
and  the  proud  frankness  of  his  countenance 
answered  well  to  a  heart  open  as  the  day,  and 
a  mind  that  knew  no  disguise.     There  was 
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about  him  a  natural  cheerfulness  which  ani- 
mated every  one  in  his  society ;  a  gay  simpli- 
city difficult  to  define,  but  very  charming, 
and  which,  without  effort,  often  produced 
deeper  impressions  than  more  brilliant  and 
subtle  qualities. 

Left  alone  in  the  world,  and  without  a  sin- 
gle advantage  save  those  that  nature  had  con- 
ferred upon  him,  it  had  often  been  remarked, 
that,  in  whatever  circle  he  moved,  Frank  Va- 
vasour always  became  the  favourite,  and  every 
where  made  friends.  His  sweet  and  engaging 
temper  had,  perhaps,  as  much  contributed  to 
his  professional  success  as  his  distinguished 
gallantry  and  skill.  Other  officers,  no  doubt, 
were  as  brave  and  able  as  Vavasour,  but  his 
commanders  always  signalled  him  out  for 
favourable  notice;  and  strange  to  say,  his 
success,  instead  of  exciting  envy  and  ill-will, 
pleased  even  his  less  fortunate  competitors. 

Vavasour's  popularity,  however,  was  not 
confined  to  his  profession.     His  noble  uncle, 
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Lord  Vavasour,  as  we  shall  presently  see,  now 
omitted  no  opportunity  of  advancing  his  in- 
terest in  the  world,  and  he  was  actually  on 
his  way  to  canvas  the  independent  voters  of 
Ravensbrook,  when  the  accident  we  have  allu- 
ded to  occurred. 

Vavasour's  success  in  the  world  of  fashion 
had  been  as  remarkable  as  in  his  profession. 
His  good  fortune  had  not,  however,  produced 
the  slightest  change  in  his  mind  and  manners ; 
and  this  was  perhaps  the  secret  spell  of  his 
prosperity.  The  recollection  of  the  race  to 
which  he  belonged  had  never  for  a  moment 
been  forgotten  by  him.  He  was  proud  of  his 
family.  Then  his  temper  was  imperturbable, 
and  although  the  kindest-hearted  creature  in 
existence,  there  was  a  native  dignity  about 
him  which  prevented  his  good  nature  from 
being  abused ;  and  no  sense  of  interest  could 
ever  induce  him  to  act  contrary  to  the  die- 
tates  of  his  judgment  and  his  heart. 

Vavasour  could  not  have  been  so  long  abroad 
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without  forming  a  taste  in  objects  of  art; 
and  he  contemplated  with  admiring  cariosity 
the  many  specimens  of  gothic  workmanship 
that  ornamented  the  room  in  which  he  now 
found  himself.  The  fireplace,  with  its  old 
fashioned  silver  gilt  dogs,  its  curiously  wrought 
covings,  its  richly  carved  chimney-piece,  which 
some  centuries  before  had  mantled  the  abbot's 
hearth  at  the  good  and  ancient  monastery 
of  St.  Francis,  attracted  his  particular  atten- 
tion. He  next  examined  the  oak-panelled  walls, 
enlivened  by  a  range  of  fine  family  portraits 
in  carved  ebony  frames.  These,  with  a  cabi- 
net of  curious  china,  a  piano-forte,  a  well- 
stored  bookcase,  and  the  usual  complement  of 
sofas  and  chairs,  completed  the  furniture. 

Vavasour  did  not  take  so  cursory  a  view  of 
the  living  objects  of  interest  around  him.  The 
venerable  master  of  the  house  sat  on  one  side 
of  the  fire  talking  with  the  pastor,  his  sil- 
vered hair  and  benign  countenance  blanched 
and  worn  by  nearly  sixty  winters.    The  cha- 
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racter  of  the  "  old  English  gentleman  "  was 
pictured  strongly  in  his  countenance,  and 
spoke  more  clearly  than  words  all  his  kind- 
ness of  heart,  and  the  many  fine  qualities  of 
his  nature. 

Agnes  had  withdrawn  her  chair  from  the 

■ 

fire,  and,  after  playing  for  some  time  with  a 
magnificent  deer-hound  that  occupied  the  rug, 
she  began  to  ply  her  needle  with  indefatigable 
diligence.  Her  head,  which  moved  about  in 
search  of  silk,  scissors,  and  needles,  gave  free 
scope  to  the  contemplation  of  the  young 
sailor ;  and  as  her  dark  eyes,  glancing  around 
for  what  she  sought,  shone  lucidly  bright 
from  under  her  raven  locks,  Vavasour  thought 
he  had  never  seen  eyes  so  irresistibly  beau- 
tiful. 

Sir  Walter  now  inquired  whether  the  ta- 
pestry bed-room  was  prepared;  upon  being 
answered  in  the  affirmative,  he  expressed  his 
hopes  that  his  young  guest  would  not  be 
frightened  at  the  idea  of  sleeping  in  the 
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haunted  room,  for  so  this  apartment,  from  an 
ancient  legend,  was  called. 

Vavasour  laughingly  replied  that,  after  the 
fatigue  of  his  journey,  he  felt  little  fear  of  his 
night's  rest  being  disturbed  by  spirits,  how- 
ever mnch  the  scenes  of  the  day  might  flit 
before  him  in  his  dreams. 

Turning  to  Miss  Callendar,  he  now  bowed 
respectfully,  and  motioned  to  retire;  when, 
with  much  ceremony,  but  with  still  more  real 
kindness,  the  baronet  conducted  his  guest  to 
his  apartment,  where,  cordially  shaking  him 
by  the  hand,  he  wished  him  a  good  night  and 
took  his  leave. 

The  fire  blazed  cheerfully,  and  the  room 
had  a  comfortable  though  not  a  lively  appear- 
ance. It  was  hong  with  tapestry,  which  the 
looms  of  Arras  had  produced  in  the  sixteenth 
century.  The  bed  was  of  a  dark  and  faded 
green,  wrought  to  correspond  with  the  tapes- 
try. The  large  and  heavy  stuff-bottomed 
chairs,  with  black  ebony  backs,  were  em- 
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broidered  after  the  same  pattern.  All  looked 
grim  and  gloomy.  Yet,  despite  of  ghosts, 
Vavasour  slept  on  until  morning;  'tis  true 
his  "  dreams,  the  children  of  an  idle  brain," 
haunted  him.  Queen  Mab  had  visited  him  : 
his  accident — his  kind  host — Agnes  Callen- 
dar,  all  flitted  before  him,  "  as  thin  of  sub- 
stance as  the  air." 

Just  as  these  crude  phantasma  arranged 
themselves  into  something  more  regular,  a 
strain  of  music  seemed  to  fill  the  apartment ; 
Vavasour  started,  and  became  completely 
awake.  The  music,  however,  was  still  in  his 
ears,  nor  ceased  till  he  could  distinctly  follow 
the  measure  of  the  tune. 

He  now  endeavoured  to  clear  his  brain  of 
the  phantoms  which  had  occupied  it  during 
the  night.  The  beams  of  the  morning  sun 
streamed  through  the  half-opened  shutters, 
and  admitted  a  distinct  light  into  the  apart- 
ment. Vavasour  leaped  out  of  bed,  and,  wrap- 
ping himself  in  a  morning  gown,   stepped 
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towards  the  window,  which  commanded  a 
distant  view  of  the  sea,  the  roar  of  whose 
billows  announced  it  still  disquieted  by  the 
storm  of  the  preceding  evening,  although  the 
morning  was  fair  and  calm. 

The  window  of  a  turret,  which  projected 
at  an  angle  with  the  wall,  and  thus  came  very 
near  to  that  of  Vavasour's  apartment,  was 
half  open,  and  from  that  quarter  he  heard 
again  the  same  music  which  had  awakened 
him  from  his  dream.  A  female  voice  sung 
with  great  taste  and  exquisite  pathos. 

Vavasour  listened  and  recognized  the  syren 
tones  of  Agnes  Callendar,  revelling  in  that 
perfect  composition  of  Bellini's  "  Casta  Diva." 
Looking  at  his  watch,  he  found  it  on  the 
band  of  ten.  Having  finished  his  toilet,  and 
not  wishing  to  trespass  further  upon  his  host's 
kind  hospitality,  Vavasour  descended  to  the 
break&st-room  with  the  intention  of  taking 
leave  of  Sir  Walter. 

He  found  Miss  Callendar  presiding  over 
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the  tea  and  coffee,  the  table  being  covered 
with  warm  bread,  both  of  flour  and  oatmeal, 
in  the  shape  of  loaves,  cakes,  biscuits,  and 
other  varieties;  together  with  eggs,  cold 
pasties,  hams,  trout,  salmon,  marmalade,  and 
all  the  other  delicacies  worthy  even  of  a 
Scotch  breakfast. 

Agnes  Callendar  now  apologized  for  the 
absence  of  her  guardian,  who,  she  said,  had 
gone  to  the  farm,  after  giving  orders  that  his 
guest  should  not  be  disturbed.  Scarcely  had 
she  finished  her  explanations,  when  the  old 
English  gentleman  appeared,  and  proceeded 
to  discuss  his  breakfast,  with  an  appetite 
that  proved  his  walk  had  done  its  office. 

The  meal  being  over,  Vavasour  announced 
his  purpose  of  leaving  Harefield  early  enough 
to  gain  the  stage  at  which  he  meant  to  sleep ; 
but  the  unaffected  and  deep  mortification 
with  which  the  good-natured  and  kind-hearted 
old  baronet  heard  the  proposal,  quite  deprived 
him  of  courage  to  persist  in  it. 
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"  You  must  not  leave  us  to-day,  my  young 
friend,"  said  Sir  Walter ;  "  we  have  a  party  of 
neighbours  coming  to  dinner,  all  good  fellows 
and  true  staunch  sportsmen;  besides,  my 
good  housekeeper,  old  Mrs.  Hard  wick,  will  be 
quite  hurt  if  you  do  not  give  her  embrocation 
a  trial.  It  has  a  famous  character  in  the 
county,  as  a  universal  specific  against  all 
bruises,  sprains,  strains,  &c." 

Vasavour  could  not  resist  this  appeal,  and 
it  was  speedily  settled  that  he  should  remain 
a  few  days  at  Harefield. 

We  pass  over  the  morning  and  afternoon, 
and  bring  our  readers  to  six  o'clock,  when  Sir 
Walter  with  his  niece  and  Vasavour  were  as- 
sembled in  the  library ;  for  the  English  gentle- 
men of  the  olden  time  despised  the  modern 
practice  of  turning  day  into  night,  and  of 
dining  when  you  ought  to  be  supping. 

As  the  stable  clock  chimed  six  a  bell  was 
heard,  and  the  grey-headed  butler,  Peter  Free- 
man, announced  the  arrival  of  the  guests* 

vol.  i.  e 
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These,  as  Sir  Walter  assured  his  young  friend, 
were  very  estimable  persons.  There  was  young 
Underwood,  a  thorough  master  of  field  sports ; 
Squire  Halstead,  devoted  heart  and  soul  to 
tillage  and  agriculture ;  Sir  Harry  Luxmore, 
a  two-bottle  man,  of  the  old  school ;  Frederick 
Chepstow,  a  worthy  disciple  of  the  last-men- 
tioned baronet,  and  a  most  uncompromising 
opponent  to  Father  Matthew ;  Horace  Main- 
waring,  a  complete  sportsman,  who  viewed 
trees  through  the  medium  of  game,  and 
thought  of  the  country  as  one  vast  preserve, 
who  knew  more  of  pheasants,  guns,  and  dogs 
than  of  books  or  the  fine  arts,  sang  all  sorts 
of  hunting  songs,  played  the  key  bugle,  and 
made  the  forest  echo  with  his  woodland  music. 
Then  there  was  the  Rev.  Dr.  Fosbrook,  the 
rector  of  the  parish,  one  of  those  learned, 
jovial,  humorous,  orthodox  divines,  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  now  nearly  extinct,  who, 
despite  of  his  addiction  to  field  sports,  had 
many  redeeming  qualities.      He  was  truly 
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pious,  bat  not  an  enthusiast ;  remembered  his 
tithes,  bat  did  not  forget  to  be  generous  and 
charitable  when  they  were  duly  paid ;  never 
neglected  the  sick,  yet  occasionally  followed 
a  fox;  a  fine  scholar,  an  active  magistrate, 
and  a  good  shot ;  hating  the  Pope,  and  de- 
spising all  religious  liberals. 
This  formed  Sir  Walter's  party. 


"  As  such  he  described  them  by  person  and  Dame ; 
They  enter'd,  and  dinner  was  served  as  they  came.1 


The  dinner  was  ample  and  handsome,  and 
the  guests  did  great  honour  to  it.     When  the 

doth  was  removed,  Sir  Walter  proposed  a  bum- 
per to  the  health  of  the  king.  The  conversation 
now  became  general ;  and  shortly  afterwards 
Miss  Callendar,  who  had  done  the  honours 
with  natural  grace  and  simplicity,  retired. 

The  wine  now  flowed  freely  round,  though 
Vavasour,  in  consequence  of  his  late  accident, 
with  some  difficulty  obtained  the  privilege  of 
occasionally  neglecting  the  glass.  "  Success 
to  fox-hunting ;"    "  Speed  the  plough;"  and 

e  2 
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other  toasts  were  given.  Bumper  followed 
bumper ;  "  the  good  wine  did  its  good  office," 
and  the  frost  of  etiquette  gave  way  before 
the  genial  blessings  of  the  cup. 

When  a  few  rounds  had  passed,  Sir  Walter 
craved  permission  to  ask  the  grace-cup ;  and 
thus,  to  Vavasour's  great  delight,  the  orgies 
of  Bacchus  were  terminated  for  the  evening. 

Vavasour  found  himself  engaged  in  scenes 
he  little  expected,  from  the  rumours  he  had 
heard  of  the  dull  routine  of  Sir  Walter's  life. 
The  first  day  thus  passed  according  to  the 
routine  of  the  whole  year :  a  real  comfortable 
English  dinner,  with  abundance  of  good  wine, 
and  three  or  four  country  squires  around  the 
table.  In  the  evening  Vavasour  played  at 
backgammon  with  his  young  hostess ;  while 
three  of  the  other  guests,  with  the  assistance 
of  dumby,  dozed  through  a  game  or  two  of 
long  whist.  At  eleven  o'clock  the  butler 
announced  supper.  The  whole  party,  with 
the  exception  of  Miss  Callendar,  who   re- 
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tired  early,  started  from  their  seats,  and,  rub- 
bing their  eyes  and  hands  in  the  joy  of  re- 
newed impulse,  crowded  into  the  eating-room ; 
where,  the  health  of  the  squire  and  his  fair 
protegee  being  drank,  the  native  topics  of  the 
chace,  races,  justice  meetings,  and  county 
politics  were  discussed ;  hounds,  horses,  duels, 
women,  being  jumbled  promiscuously  to- 
gether. 

The  next  morning  being  ushered  in  by  a 
violent  storm,  the  guests  at  Harefield  gazed 
despairingly  at  the  torrents  of  rain  which 
swept  before  the  furious  wind ;  and  when  they 
found  it  impossible  to  animate  the  drowsy 
hours  by  lingering  out  their  breakfast,  they 
dashed  through  the  pelting  floods,  to  kill  time 
amongst  horses,  dogs,  and  grooms. 

As  soon  as  Vavasour  found  the  badness  of 
the  weather  likely  to  prevent  Sir  Walter  from 
taking  his  usual  exercise,  and  in  which  he  was 
anxious  to  accompany  him,  he  retreated  to 
the  large  solitary  library,  where  he  knew  he 
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should  be  safe  from  all  invasion;  and  in  a 
few  minutes  found  his  whole  attention  ab- 
sorbed in  the  silent  company  around  him; 
not,  however,  without  its  being  frequently  dis- 
turbed by  the  yelling  of  dogs,  the  smacking 
of  whips,  and  the  halloos  of  Sir  Walter's 
guests,  as  they  passed  through  the  hall  to  the 
billiard-room,  on  their  return  from  the  stables. 
Towards  four  o'clock  the  clouds  had  ex- 
hausted themselves;  and  a  bright  sun  tem- 
pering the  chilly  freshness  of  the  air,  Vava- 
sour looked  from  the  library  window  over  the 
woods  and  glades  of  Harefield  Park,  and  felt 
inclined  to  steal  out  unobserved,  and  take  an 
exhilarating  walk  towards  its  boundary.  He 
still,  however,  lingered  at  the  window.  Be- 
fore him  was  a  beautiful  stretch  of  park-like 
common,  with  its  tufts  of  holly,  its  rich  groups 
of  forest  trees ;  and,  loveliest  of  all,  a  stately 
avenue  of  oaks  and  elms,  the  turf  underneath 
being  green  in  eternal  shade,  and  the  long 
perspective  looking  like  the  nave  of  some  vast 
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Gothic  cathedral.  The  deer  were  issuing 
from  the  covert,  glancing  their  antlers  in  the 
sunbeam ;  and  the  rooks,  in  glad  multitudes, 
were  cawing,  and  wheeling,  and  flapping  their 
wings,  as  they  hovered  over  or  settled  on  the 
tall  elms  of  the  ancient  avenue. 

Vavasour  was  standing  with  folded  arms, 
his  eyes  rambling  over  the  overbuying  scene, 
when,  hearing  a  step,  he  turned  round  and 
beheld  Agnes  CaUendar. 

"I  have  been  seeking  you  everywhere,'* 
exclaimed  the  light-hearted  girl ;  "  my  uncle 
wishes  you  to  see  my  morning  room,  and 
Mis.  Hardwick  is  now  waiting  there,  to  hear 
the  effects  of  her  prescription." 

Vavasour  readily  assented,  and  following 
his  young  and  beautiful  guide,  crossed  the 
hall,  and  entered  the  apartment  known  as 
Miss  Callendar's  morning  room,  for  the  fashion- 
able word  boudoir  had  not  yet  readied  Hare* 
field.  It  was  a  charming  room:  everything 
that  could  tend  to  the  improvement  of  the 


80  THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 

mind  was  there ;  maps,  globes,  a  pianoforte, 
music,  books,  drawings,  &c.  There  was  no 
confusion;  everything  was  arranged  with  almost 
old  maidish  precision ;  and  there,  in  a  sober 
grey  dress,  stood,  or  rather  curtseyed  Mrs. 
Hardwick,  for,  from  the  time  her  young  lady 
entered,  the  worthy  housekeeper  bob'd  and 
bob'd  like  a  mechanical  figure. 

After  thanking  the  good  old  lady  for  her 
embrocation,  Vavasour  requested  the  stately 
housekeeper  to  do  the  honours  of  the  room, 
upon  which  she  began  with  a  parroty  sort  of 
account  of  its  curiosities.  There  was  a  history 
•attached  to  every  picture.  The  one  to  the 
left  of  the  fireplace  was  the  brave  Sir  Charles 
Gallendar ;  but  the  gem  of  the  room,  and  the 
one  that  most  attracted  Vavasour's  attention, 
was  that  of  Agnes's  mother ;  and  as  she  retired 
to  the  window,  Mrs.  Hardwick  described  most 
vividly  her  virtues  and  beauty. 

At  that  moment,  the  baronet  entered,  and 
urged  his  request  that  his  guest  would  remain 
over  the  week. 
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No  sooner  had  Sir  Walter  gained  Vavasours 
consent  to  lengthen  his  visit  for  a  few  days, 
than  he  laboured  to  remove  the  grounds  upon 
which  he  conceived  Vavasour  had  meditated 
a  more  early  retreat. 

"  I  am  fully  aware,  my  young  friend,"  said 
the  kind-hearted  baronet,  "  of  the  unfavourable 
impression  you  must  have  been  led  to  form  of 
Harefield  and  its  inhabitants.  Political  ani- 
mosities, prejudices,  exaggerated  statements, 
have  all  tended  to  keep  alive  the  unfortunate 
feud  that  has  so  long  existed  between  our 
families.  Without  entering  into  any  discussion 
that  might  be  painful  to  your  feelings,  let  us 
hope  that  the  friendship  thus  so  happily  com- 
menced may  be  daily  more  and  more  cemented, 
and  that  it  may  eventually  bring  about  a 
thorough  good  understanding,  and  enable  us 
to  be  as  warm  friends  as  we  are  near  neigh- 
bours/' 

To  this  kind-hearted  wish,  Vavasour  re* 
sponded  with  an  equal  fervour  of  sincerity; 

£  5 
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and,  taking  his  former  political  adversary's 
hand,  shook  it  most  heartily.  Thus  termi- 
nated the  explanation  which  the  baronet  of 
Harefield  thought  it  necessary  to  make  for 
his  pressing  hospitality ;  and  it  may  be  easily 
believed  that  he  was  not  interrupted  by  any 
expression  of  dissent.  He  then  invited  his 
guest  to  accompany  him  in  his  morning  drive, 
and  ordered  the  small  pony  carriage,  which 
Agnes  usually  used,  to  be  brought  to  the 
door. 

The  two  first  days  of  our  hero's  arrival  at 
Harefield  had  been  so  full  of  various,  novel, 
and  unexpected  excitement,  that,  on  awaking 
the  third  morning,  he  had  some  difficulty  in 
arranging  his  scattered  ideas,  so  as  to  be  per- 
fectly sensible  of  his  locality.  He  felt  very 
much  like  Abon  Hassan,  astounded  by  his 
sudden  transformation  into  the  Caliph  Haroun 
Al  Raschid,  and  would  have  gladly  called  in 
the  assistance  of  the  little  black  slave,  who 
convinced  the  worthy  merchant  of  Bagdad  of 
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his  identity,  by  biting  the  tip  of  his  ear.  The 
sudden  alteration  of  his  uncle's  sentiments 
towards  him ;  his  gracious  reception  at  Hare- 
field,  by  one  he  had  always  been  led  to  look 
upon  as  an  enemy  to  his  house ;  his  approach- 
ing return  for  the  borough,  and  his  reinstal- 
ment,  as  it  were,  in  all  the  rights  of  a  favoured 
heir  presumptive ;  each  of  these  was  a  subject 
of  separate  amazement,  and  the  whole  together 
he  had  still  some  difficulty  in  believing  to  be 
matter  of  fact. 

Yet,  after  all,  there  was  nothing  very  mys- 
terious in  the  whole  affair.  It  so  happened, 
that  Lord  Vavasour's  family  pride — the  predo- 
minant feature  of  his  mind — having  determined 
him  to  return  a  Vavasour  for  his  once  herdi- 
tary  borough,  and  which  (owing  to  the  estates 
of  his  late  rivals,  the  Callendars,  being  in 
Chancery,)  he  felt  he  could  once  again  hold 
as  his  own,  every  other  consideration  naturally 
gave  way  to  the  anxiety  he  felt  for  the  attain- 
ment of  that  object.    Having  so  far  overcome 
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any  remains  of  former  ill  blood,  as  to  make 
decided  overtures  to  his  nephew,  Lord  Va- 
vasour felt  that  he  had  conceded  the  whole 
principle,  and  at  once  resolved  that  the  re- 
conciliation should,  on  his  part,  be  as  cordial 
and  complete  as  the  previous  estrangement 
had  been  absurd  and  irrational. 

The  appearance  and  deportment  of  Vavasour, 
in  his  interview  with  his  uncle,  were  well 
calculated  to  strengthen  Lord  Vavasour's 
determination  on  the  subject,  as  his  lordship 
had  good  sense  enough  to  appreciate  the 
degree  of  reserve,  and  the  independence  of 
tone,  which  Frank  had  maintained  on  that 
occasion. 

How  fortunate  it  is,  that,  in  the  intercourse 

of  society,  we  are  not  necessarily  obliged  to 
scrutinize  motives  with  that  rigid  spirit  of 
inquiry  which  belongs  to  the  investigation  of 
facts.  Had  such  been  the  case  in  the  inter- 
view between  Vavasour  and  his  uncle,  the 
former  could  but  have  arrived  at  the  uncom- 
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fortable  conyiction  that  the  advances  towards 
a  better  understanding  were  rather  ascribable 
to  considerations  of  expediency  than  to  any 
more  generous  or  disinterested  feeling.  As  it 
was,  however,  Frank  Vavasour,  if  not  deceived, 
90  far  appeared  to  be  so  as  to  meet  his  uncle's 
demonstrations  of  regard  with  becoming  cour- 
tesy, though  tinged  with  a  slight  air  of  reserve, 
of  which  he  found  it  difficult  to  divest  himself. 
It  was  at  breakfast  on  the  morning  that  these 
thoughts  had  occupied  Vavasour's  mind,  when 
Sir  Walter,  addressing  him,  asked  if  he  had 
any  engagement  for  the  day,  and  being 
answered  in  the  negative,  "  Well,  then,"  said 
he,  "  I  must  enlist  you  in  my  service.  I  am 
about  to  purchase  a  small  farm,  and  wish  to 
have  your  verdict  on  my  choice." 

On  Vavasour  assenting,  the  kind-hearted 
baronet  continued:  "But  then,  my  mind 
would  never  be  reconciled  to  my  purchase, 
unless  I  had  the  opinion  of  a  lady,  on  the 
subject  of  the  poultry-yard,  pigeon-house,  &c. 
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Have  I  your  consent,  Agnes,  to  order  your 
horse,  under  promise  of  safe  conduct,  and  not 
dwelling  too  long  on  the  beauties  of  the 
piggeries?" 

"I  fear,"  said  Miss  Callendar,  blushing 
slightly,  "  that  I  shall  be  able  to  give  you 
little  assistance ;  but  I  shall  be  happy  to 
accompany  you."  And  the  light-hearted  girl 
retired  to  change  her  dress,  while  her  horse 
was  ordered. 

Miss  Callendar  returned  in  a  few  minutes 
in  her  riding-habit,  which  displayed  more 
fully  the  beautiful  symmetry  of  her  person ; 
and  as  Sir  Walter,  with  the  greatest  gallantry, 
led  her  down,  Frank  Vavasour  seemed  fixed 
to  the  spot.  He  joined  them  just  as  the  lady 
was  assisted  into  her  saddle,  and  they  set  out 
in  high  spirits. 

Sir  Walter  possessed  a  great  fund  of  good 
humour,  and  he  amused  himself  for  some  time 
asking  Agnes  questions  about  her  country 
admirers,  declaring  all  the  Squirearchy  to  be 
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her  slaves.  She  bore  the  raillery  well,  and 
replied  in  a  sportive  manner  to  all  her  uncle's 
attacks,  while  Vavasour  was  not  an  unin- 
terested listener  to  this  badinage. 

Let  no  man  who  has  any  regard  for  the 
safety  of  his  heart  trust  himself  on  horse- 
back in  company  with  a  lovely  woman.  The 
change  of  costume,  even,  has  a  great  effect. 
A  woman  whose  daily  dress  is  becoming,  is 
sure  to  look  divine,  en  amazonne,  more  parti- 
cularly if  she  be  a  good  horsewoman ;  then,  ad- 
miration of  the  courage  with  which  she  keeps 
her  seat  in  moments  of  difficulty,  and  the  fear 
that  any  accident  may  happen,  create  a  com- 
bination of  interests,  joined  to  the  heightened 
charms  which  put  forth  all  their  force  under 
the  influence  of  exercise.  Then,  is  the  danger 
of  glances,  which  cannot  well  be  overlooked. 

When,  in  the  present  case,  to  all  this  is 
added  the  previous  state  of  Vavasour's  mind, 
his  susceptible  temperament,  and  his  unoccu- 
pied heart,  who  can  wonder  at  his  perfect 
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intoxication  of  delight  ?   For  it  must  be  re- 
membered that,  during  the  few  serene  and 
innocent  years  that  had  glided  away  since  we 
first  introduced  our  heroine  to  our  readers, 
Agnes  had  daily  grown  in  loveliness,  in  good- 
ness, and  intelligence.     Her  voice  was  soft 
and  sweet-—"  an  excellent  thing  in  woman ;" 
she    talked    charmingly — that   is,   with   the 
freshness  of  a  young  mind,  hovering  like  a 
butterfly  over  the  flowers  of  this  world :  yet, 
in  urging  any  favourite  topic,  which  she  often 
pursued  with  natural  eloquence,  her  voice 
possessed  the  tones  which  impress  conviction, 
no  less  than  those  of  insinuating  persuasion. 
Every  observation  which  fell  from  her  lips 
bore  the  impress  of  a  superior  understanding 
and  a  cultivated  taste ;  but  she  listened  more 
charmingly  than  she  talked,  and  Vavasour 
had  a  thousand  things  to  tell  her,  very  in- 
teresting to  her,  though  much  too  simple  for 
our  readers. 

Was  it  then  surprising   that  her  young 
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companion  should  experience  a  warmth  of 
feeling,  if  not  amounting  to  love,  to  some* 
thing  nearly  akin  to  it,  for  this  lovely  child 
of  nature!  ' 

The  progress  of  Vavasour's  attachment 
was,  however,  too  mnch  like  other  histories  of 
the  same  kind  to  be  long  dwelt  upon.  He 
was  astonished  at  the  extent  and  variety  of 
her  information,  delighted  with  her  good 
sense  and  naivete,  but,  above  all,  enchanted 
by  that  undefinable  charm  of  manner  which 
gives  a  value  to  the  slightest  remark,  as  it 
enhances  the  merit  of  the  most  brilliant  re- 
partee. The  delicate  spirit  of  pleasantry 
which  pervaded  her  conversation  was  as  re- 
mote from  pertness  or  flippancy,  as  the  timi- 
dity which  ever  and  anon  heightened  the 
bloom  of  her  cheek  was  distinct  from  mau- 
vaise  horde. 

Time,  therefore,  at  Harefield,  flowed  on  in 
a  tide  of  tranquil  pleasure,  and  both  Sir 
Walter  and  his  niece  observed  with  interest 
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the  presence  beneath  their  roof  of  one  who, 
from  the  first  day  they  had  met  him,  had 
engaged  their  kind  feelings,  and  had  daily 
become  more  and  more  endeared  to  them. 

Days,  nay,  weeks,  had  passed  in  this  dream 
of  happiness,  when  Vavasour  was  awakened 
from  it  by  a  request,  peremptorily  urged, 
though  in  specious  courtly  language,  from  his 
uncle,  that  he  would  lose  no  time  in  com- 
mencing his  canvas  for  the  borough  of 
Ravensbrook. 

On  the  following  morning,  the  wheels  of  a 
carriage,  at  an  unusually  early  hour,  before 
the  door  excited  Agnes's  attention  :  between 
sleeping  and  waking  she  almost  forgot  the 
cause  of  it ;  but  just  as  she  rose  and  looked 
from  the  window,  she  saw  Vavasour's  car- 
riage receding  through  the  trees  of  the  avenue, 
and  her  uncle  still  standing  on  the  steps,  as 
if  to  catch  the  last  glimpse  of  his  young 
friend,  whose  departure  he  so  sincerely  re- 
gretted. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

"Celestial  Muses !  ye  powers  divine ! 
Ob,  say,  for  your  memory's  better  than  mine,' 
What  troops  of  fair  virgins  assembled  around, 
What  squadrons  of  heroes,  for  dancing  renown'd, 
Were  roused  by  the  fiddle's  harmonious  sound." 

Bath  Guide. 

About  the  latter  end  of  December,  the  con- 
versation of  the  few  visiters  who  frequented 
Ravensbrook  was  enlivened  by  a  topic  of  un- 
usual interest — the  prospect  of  an  election. 

This  important  news  created  much  talk  and 
mnch  expectation,  and  at  length  reached  its 
climax  of  interest  by  the  arrival  of  the  candi- 
date, Frank  Vavasour. 

Sir  Walter  Callendar  had  been  urged  by 
his  party  to  come  forward  to  oppose  Lord 
Vavasour's  nominee,  but  had  declined  all  in- 
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terference.  This  was  taken  up  by  the  libe- 
rals, who  forthwith  got  a  radical  counsellor 
to  stand,  and  the  borough  was  thrown  into 
that  state  of  confusion  which  ever  marks  the 
advent  of  a  contested  election. 

Counsellor  Pettingal  had  formerly  repre- 
sented, or  rather  misrepresented,  a  neigh- 
bouring close  borough,  and  was  one  of  those 
members  of  parliament  described  by  Saville : 
"  There  are  those  senators  who  have  such  a 
thick  skull  upon  their  brains,  that  their  igno- 
rance is  impenetrable,  and  maketh  such  a 
stout  resistance  against  common  sense,  that  it 
will  never  be  subdued  by  it  —  true  heart  of 
oak  ignorance,  that  will  never  yield,  let  reason 
beat  never  so  hard  upon  it ;  and,  though  their 
kind  neighbours  have  at  several  elections  sent 
them  up  to  school  again,  they  have  still  re- 
turned the  same  incurable  dunces." 

It  was  the  fashion  at  Ravensbrook  that  the 
ladies  of  that  immaculate  borough  should  take 
an  active  part  in  electioneering,  not  merely  by 
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threats  and  promises  vented  upon  tradesmen 
suspected  of  having  opinions  of  their  own,  bnt 
by  making  an  open  and  glorious  display  of 
their  party  zeal  at  the  scene  of  action. 

At  length  the  expected  retirement  of  Mr. 
Cresswell  took  place,  and  Vavasour  was  im- 
mediately involved  in  all  the  business  and 
bustle  of  an  election — the  canvassing,  bowing, 
smiling,  and  speechifying  of  such  a  period. 
After  a  keen  contest,  he  was  successful,  and 
borne  through  the  town  in  triumph  as  the  po- 
pular member.  His  speeches  on  the  hustings 
had  been  distinguished  by  the  manly  vigour 
which  marked  his  character,  and  it  was  evi- 
dent that,  although  his  youth  had  been  spent 
oat  of  his  country,  he  was  perfectly  informed 
concerning  its  history,  and  equally  free  from 
the  party  spirit  which  disgraces  alike  the  man 
of  the  people  and  the  man  of  the  aristocracy. 
His  conduct  during  the  election  gained  him 
the  respect  of  all  parties. 

During  this  time  of  excitement,  it  may  be 
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supposed  that  the  party  at  Harefield  did  not 
look  with  indifference  at  the  contest  and  its 
result.  For  the  next  fortnight  after  the  elec- 
tion, gaiety  was  to  reign  in  Ravensbrook.  Al- 
most from  time  immemorial  all  the  principal 
gentry  of  the  neighbourhood  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  attend  the  annual  infirmary  ball 
at  Ravensbrook,  and  this  year  it  appeared 
that  the  baronet  promised  himself  peculiar 
gratification  from  witnessing  Agnes's  enjoy- 
ment of  her  first  ball.  Circumstances  arose, 
however,  that  greatly  damped  his  feelings. 
Owing  to  a  squabble  between  the  medical 
gentlemen,  a  doubt  had  been  raised  as  to  the 
propriety  of  making  the  balls  annual,  biennial, 
or  triennial,  and,  during  the  discussion  of  this 
most  momentous  affair,  Sir  Walter  had  been 
attacked  with  a  violent  fit  of  the  gout,  which 
entirely  precluded  every  chance  of  his  leaving 
his  room  for  some  weeks. 

Affairs  were  in  this  state,  when,  one  morn- 
ing, the  somewhat  testy  baronet  was  surprised 
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by  a  visit  from  Sir  Frederick  and  Lady  Ry- 
croft.  After  the  usual  greetings,  Sir  Frede- 
rick addressed  himself  to  the  young  lady. 

"  By  the  by,  Miss  Callendar,  I  hate  good 
news  for  you ;  there  is  going  to  be  a  general 
rising  of  belles  and  beaux,  for  we  are  forth- 
with to  hare  the  infirmary  ball  at  the  town 
hall.  My  lady  there,  however,  will  tell  you 
all  about  it,  she  is  one  of  the  patronesses. 
Come,  my  lady,  open  your  business." 

u  My  business,"  said  Lady  Rycroft,  "  re- 
lates to  a  petition  which  I  have  to  present  to 
you  all,  and  in  which  I  hope  Miss  Callendar 
will  second  me.  You  must  know,  then,"  con- 
tinued Lady  Rycroft,  "  that  we  are  positively 
going  to  have  the  long  talked  of  subscription- 
ball  for  the  Ravensbrook  infirmary,  and,  in 
order  to  ensure  its  success,  patronesses  have 
been  appointed,  who  are  each  to  press  into 
the  service  their  own  particular  friends ;  so  I 
am  come  here  to  beat  up  for  recruits,  and  to 
entreat  that  ray  ball  may  be  honoured  by 


96  THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 

being  the  scene  of  Miss  Callendar's  debut  in 
the  fashionable  world." 

At  these  words  Agnes  gave  a  look  of  de- 
light, and  turned  anxiously  to  Sir  Walter's 
face  for  his  reply ;  but  she  there  saw  nothing 

encouraging  to  her  wishes,  for  her  uncle  only 
looked  grave,  and  shook  his  head.  He  de- 
clared his  inability  to  join  in  any  such  gaiety 
himself,  and  made  all  sorts  of  objections  to 
Agnes  going  without  him ;  but  at  last  every 
difficulty  was  most  good-humouredly  obviated 
by  Lady  Rycroft.  She  would  herself  chaperon 
Agnes ;  she  would  take  and  bring  her  back  in 
her  own  carriage.  She  would  answer  for  her 
not  staying  late;  reminded  Sir  Walter  that 
there  would  be  a  full  moon ;  and,  in  short, 
obtained  the  much  wished  for  permission  for 
Agnes  to  accompany  her  to  the  ball. 

This  projected  gaiety  of  course  caused  a 
prodigious  sensation  in  Ravensbrook  and  its 
neighbourhood;  and  every  exertion  was  on 
this  occasion  made,  both  by  the  patronesses 
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and  the  subscribers,  to  ensure  the  success  of 
the  ball  iu  question,  by  collecting  from  all 
parts  "  beauty,  beaux,  and  fashion."  Invita- 
tions were  despatched  in  every  direction,  with 
offers  of  dinners  and  beds  to  all  the  officers 
quartered  within  thirty  miles  round ;  and,  as 
the  entertainment  was  to  take  place  during 
the  vacation,  Oxford  and  Cambridge  men 
were  summoned,  and  even  Westminster,  Eton, 
and  Harrow  boys  pressed  into  the  service  — 
the  patronesses,  with  laudable  emulation,  vy- 
ing with  each  other  no  less  as  to  the  quantity 
than  the  quality  of  the  names  on  their  respec- 
tive lists. 

A  ball,  as  our  readers  know  full  well,  is  a 
ball  all  the  world  over,  varying  only  as  to  the 
quantity  and  quality  of  its  component  parts. 
As  this  ball  shared  the  fate  of  all  others, 
namely,  that  of  being  anxiously  anticipated, 
little  enjoyed,  and  much  abused,  it  would 
scarcely  be  worth  giving  it  a  place  at  all, 
were  it  not  that  the  lights  and  shades  of  hu- 
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man  life  may  be  found  there,  as  well  as  any 
where  else,  and  that  we  wish  to  record  an 
event  which,  though  it  was  looked  forward  to 
by  our  heroine  with  so  much  interest,  ended, 
as  most  such  long  anticipated  events  do,  in 
something  very  like  disappointment. 

The  long  wished-for  evening  being  arrived, 
by  eight  o'clock  lights  were  seen  twinkling  in 
every  dressing-room  window  in  Ravensbrook 
and  its  vicinity,  and  shortly  afterwards  the 
unfortunate /f^  began  their  night  of  ceaseless 
labour.  Agnes,  her  eyes  and  cheeks  brilliant 
with  the  additional  animation  of  anticipated 
pleasure,  was  ready  dressed  long  before  the 
appointed  time,  and  sat  eagerly  listening  for 
the  arrival  of  Lady  Rycroft's  carriage. 

"  Remember,  Agnes,"  said  Sir  Walter, 
who  was  gazing  on  the  lovely  form  of  his 
young  protegee  with  a  smile  of  satisfaction, 
"  I  shall  expect  a  full  description  of  every 
thing  to-morrow  morning ;  you  must  keep  ac- 
count of  all  your  partners,  and  of  all  the 
pretty  things  they  say  to  you." 
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At  that  instant  the  welcome  sound  of  the 
door-bell  announcing  Lady  Rycroft  was  heard. 
Agnes  sprang  from  her  seat,  and,  giving  her 
uncle  a  hasty,  but,  if  possible,  even  a  more 
than  usually  tender  embrace,  hurried  down 
stairs. 

As  Sir  Walter  drew  his  chair  to  his  now 
solitary  fireside,  he  fell  unconsciously  into  a 
more  melancholy  reverie  than  any  by  which 
he  had  been  for  a  long  time  visited.  All  the 
circumstances  connected  with  his  niece's  fate, 
and  the  trials  she  was  doomed  to  undergo, 
forced  themselves  on  his  recollection  in  pain- 
ful succession,  and  it  was  some  time  before  he 
obtained  a  perfect  mastery  over  those  feel- 
ings. 

On  such  occasions  as  the  one  we  are  about 
to  record,  the  town-hall  was  metamorphosed 
into  the  salie  de  danse,  and  the  lower  portion 
of  the  municipal  edifice,  which  on  other  days 
was  occupied  with  goodly  stalls  of  fish,  flesh, 
fowl,  fruit,  and  vegetables,  was,  with  the  aid 
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of  transparencies,  floral  arches,  rose-coloured 
draperies,  and  evergreens,  transformed  into 
the  banqueting-room,  where  tea,  negus,  orgeat, 
and  lemonade  were  dispensed  to  the  Ravens- 
brook  Terpsichores. 

Lady  Rycroft  being  one  of  the  patronesses 
of  the  ball,  had  made  it  a  point  to  go  early, 
so  that  when  she  and  her  companions  arrived, 
the  room  was  not  half  full.  Their  entrance 
was  in  consequence  the  more  conspicuous, 
and  all  eyes  were  instantly  fixed  upon  Agnes. 

"  Who  is  she  ?"  exclaimed  a  hundred  voices, 
as  the  fair  debutante  stood  up  for  the  first 
quadrille. 

"  She  is  the  niece  of  Sir  Walter  Callendar, 
and  heiress  to  the  immense  wealth  of  the  late 
baronet,"  was  the  reply  of  Lady  Rycroft,  de- 
lighted at  the  effect  her  young  friend  had  pro- 
duced. 

"  Ton  my  honour !"  drawled  a  young 
cornet,  twirling  his  mustachois :  "a  beauty 
and  an  heiress !  it's  worth  a  thought,  at  any 
rate.     I'm  half  inclined  to  be  introduced." 
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And  he  lounged  off  to  get  himself  presented, 
convinced  that  nothing  more  was  necessary  to 
complete  the  conquest  of  the  country  belle,  if 
such  should,  after  further  inspection,  seem 
desirable. 

Among  the  company  already  arrived,  was 
the  Honourable  Mrs.  O'Grady  Galloway.  She 
had  heard  that  the  Rycrofts  were  to  intro- 
duce the  beautiful  Miss  Callendar,  and  deter- 
mined to  turn  this  circumstance  to  her  own 
advantage.  In  consequence,  Lady  Rycroft  and 
her  party  had  scarcely  entered  the  room,  be- 
fore Mrs.  O'Grady  Galloway,  with  a  dashing 
looking  young  man  at  her  side,  came  bustling 
up  to  her* 

"  How  do  you  do,  my  dear  madam  ?  Glad 
to  see  your  ladyship  looking  so  well.  Will 
you  allow  me  to  present  my  nephew,  the  Ho- 
nourable Mr.  Galloway,  to  you  !  Lord  Mount- 
joy's  brother,  you  know,"  added  Mrs.  O'Grady 
Galloway,  in  a  lower,  but  consequential  tone. 
"Is  Miss  Callendar  disengaged?"  she  con- 
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tinued,  "  for,  if  so,  my  nephew  will  be  happy 

to  have  the  honour ."   And  then  without 

waiting  for  a  reply,  "  Miss  Callendar  —  Mr. 
Galloway;  Mr.  Galloway,  Miss  Callendar." 

Agnes  curtseyed,  and  the  honourable  youth 
led  her  to  the  dance.  In  the  mean  time,  Mrs. 
O'Grady  Galloway,  whose  object  for  many 
years  had  been  to  get  acquainted  with  the 
leading  people  of  the  neighbourhood,  devoted 
herself  entirely  to  Lady  Rycroft. 

"  Well,  I  do  really  hope  we  shall  have  a 
good  ball/'  said  she ;  "  people  are  coming  in 
very  fast ;  at  all  events,  we  are  sure  of  all 
the  leading  fashion,  for  I  saw  the  list  of  sub- 
scribers to-day,  and  there  were  the  Beau- 
clerks,  the  Cecils,  the  Seymours,  the  Stir- 
lings,  and  the  Wrights.  All  unexceptionable, 
of  course." 

Lady  ftycroft  smiled  assent. 

"  I  hope  you  left  Sir  Walter  quite  well  ?  " 
continued  she,  in  an  easy  tone  of  acquaint- 
ance. 
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u  Quite  well,"  rejoined  Lady  Rycroft; 
"  but  are  you  acquainted  with  Sir  Walter  ?" 

"  Why,  I  do  not  exactly  know  him,**  re- 
plied Mrs.  O'Grady  Galloway,  in  some  little 
embarrassment  at  this  direct  question.  "  It 
is  some  years  since  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  him,  for  I  live  so  much  out  of  the 
world  now,  since  my  poor  husband's  death, 
that  I  lose  sight  of  all  my  friends." 

Lady  Rycroft  knew  that  Sir  Walter  could 
not  be  included  in  the  number,  for  it  was 
only  that  very  morning  she  had  heard  him 
declare  that,  if  he  had  an  aversion  in  the 
world,  it  was  that  talking,  forward  widow, 
Mrs.  O'Grady  Galloway. 

But,  before  we  proceed  further,  it  may  be 
as  well  to  explain  who  Mrs.  O'Grady  Gallo- 
way was.  Miss  Penelope  Hodgkins  was  the 
only  child  of  a  rich  citizen,  who,  having 
eloped  from  her  boarding  school  with  the 
younger  son  of  an  Irish  earl,  returned  from 
Gretna  Green  the  Honourable  Mrs,  O'Grady 
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trail o way.  After  the  death  of  her  husband, 
who  was  killed  in  riding  a  steeple-chase,  she 
retired  to  Ravensbrook,  where  she  purchased 
a  small  property.  Within  a  few  years  a  re- 
conciliation had  taken  place  between  her  of- 
fended parent  and  herself,  and  the  Honour- 
able Mrs.  O'Grady  Galloway  was  (to  use  her 
own  phraseology)  one  of  the  leading  persons 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Ravensbrook,  and 
the  owner  of  the  Grange. 

Such  was  Mrs.  O'Grady  Galloway's  history 
up  to  the  time  of  the  infirmary  ball ;  for  we 
dwell  not  on  the  tears  she  shed  at  her  widow- 
hood, as  they  made  as  little  impression  upon 
her  mind  as  they  probably  would  upon  that 
of  the  reader. 

Of  her  hopeful  nephew  it  will  be  sufficient 
to  say  that  the  Honourable  James  Galloway, 
or,  as  he  was  most  commonly  called,  "  Jem  " 
—and  for  an  honourable  to  be  called  Jem  im- 
plies the  currency  of  good  fellowship  —  was 
the  second  son  of  a  noble  earl.     On  his  fa* 
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ther's  death,  he  found  himself  the  possessor 
of  ten  thousand  pounds ;  and,  for  some  years, 
bis  elder  brother  was  liberal  enough  to  allow 
him  five  hundred  a  year,  as  interest  for  the 
sum:  but,  on  taking  to  himself  a  wife,  the 
principal  was  paid  to  the  younger  children, 
and  the  Honourable  James's  income  was  re- 
duced to  the  sum  of  three  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  per  annum. 

Yet,  despite  of  this,  Galloway  managed  to 
straggle  on  by  levying  a  tax  from  the  world 
for  his  wit.  He  was  an  aristocratic  Jeremy 
Diddler — one  who  scorned  petty  larcenies  in 
the  shapes  of  "  tenpences"  and  half  crowns/' 
and  flew  at  the  higher  game  of  hundreds  and 
five  hundreds.  He  was  considered  one  of  the 
best  whist-players  at  the  clubs,  and  one  of 
the  best  book-makers  at  Newmarket.  On 
entering  life,  he  had  purchased  a  commission 
in  a  fashionable  hussar  regiment,  where  the 
length  of  his  spurs  and  mustachios  had  ren- 
dered him  the  Lovelace  of  the  feminine  co- 
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terie,  in  all  those  cities  of  the  united  kingdom 
favoured  by  government  with  the  inestimable 
benefit  of  cavalry  barracks.  ,  He  had  lately 
sold  out,  and  was  now  a  gentleman  at  large. 

Galloway  seldom  or  never  dined  at  his  own 
expense,  and  was  never  known  to  pay  for  a 
coach,  cab,  turnpike,  entrance  to  race  stands, 
theatres,  or  other  expenses  incidental  to 
fashionable  men.  It  always  happened  that 
"  Jem "  had  changed  his  waistcoat,  left  his 
purse  at  home,  or  had  nothing  under  a  twenty 
pound  note.  Like  the  hero  of  a  late  fashion- 
able ballad,  it  was  impossible  not  to  admit 
the  truth  of  his  ever-ready  assurance  — 

"  You'll  find  no  change  in  me." 

Robin  Hood,  or  his  Scotch  prototype, 
4€  M'Gregor,"  never  levied  greater  contribu- 
tions upon  the  public  than  did  Galloway. 
One  of  his  ingenious  methods  of  "  raising  the 
wind,"  was  to  address  all  his  friends  in  the 
shooting  season,  asking  them  for  the  loan  of 
a  hundred  pounds,  always  adding  a  post- 
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script,  "  if  game  is  plentiful,  the  smallest  do- 
nation will  be  thankfully  received."  If  the 
money  was  forthcoming,  well  and  good;  if 
the  money  and  the  game  too,  better  and  bet- 
ter ;  and,  if  the  worst  came  to  the  worst,  if 
the  former  failed,  the  parties  were  sore  to 
send  the  game  as  a  set-off  against  not  send- 
ing the  money. 

Thus  Jem's  coffers  were  replenished,  for  he 
took  advantage  of  that  act  which  enables  no- 
blemen and  gentlemen  to  be  dealers  in  phea- 
sants, partridges,  and  hares,  and  sold  his  game 
ttnblnshingly  in  the  market. 

Some  illnatnred  persons  ventured  to  in- 
sinuate that  Galloway  "  jobbed  "  in  minor 
"  appointments,"  which  the  kindness  of  some 
of  his  father's  old  friends  placed  at  his  dispo- 
sal ;  but  of  this  we  cannot  speak  positively. 

Having  quarrelled  with  his  elder  brother, 
who  had  twice  since  his  father's  death  paid 
his  debts,  he  had  but  one  resource  left — he  be- 
came an  avowed  fortune-hunter,  relying  upon 
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his  good  looks  and  insinuating  manner  for 
success  in  his  matrimonial  speculations. 

We  ought  to  add  that  Jem  Galloway  was 
the  very  Samuel  Johnson  of  the  slang  dic- 
tionary, expert  at  billiards,  cunning  at  the 
odds,  a  first-rate  shot,  with  a  leaning  towards 
the  fancy,  even  under  the  disgrace  in  which 
it  has  lately  fallen.  He  was,  in  the  language 
of  the  turf,  "  wide  awake" — that  is  to  say,  he 
was  considered  a  person  more  likely  to  "  do  " 
others  than  to  be  "  done  "  himself.  He  had 
always  the  best  information ;  and,  when  he 
stood  heavy  upon  a  horse,  prudent  men  took 
the  hint,  and  did  not  go  against  him. 

Far  be  it  from  us  to  insinuate  that  the 
honourable  turfite  ever  transgressed  the  strict 
line  of  honour  and  integrity  in  his  dealings ; 
but  he  sometimes  refined  so  nicely  between 
right  and  wrong,  that  the  distinction  was  too 
subtle  for  the  common  apprehensions  of  the 
right  thinking  world,  who  were  so  far  deluded 
as  to  infer  that  the  man  who  could  accommo- 
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date  a  greenhorn  or  a  friend  with  the  odds 
against  a  horse  which  he  knew  to  be  "  safe/9 
was  little  better  than  a  swindler. 

One  of  his  notable  achievements,  which 
bad  come  to  the  ears  of  the  public,  had  some- 
what damaged  his  reputation.     The  circum- 
stance was  simply  this:  Galloway  had  two 
horses  in  the  Derby.     The  one  was  first  fa- 
vourite at  very  small  odds ;  the  other  was  so 
little  esteemed  as  not  even  to  be  mentioned 
in  the  betting.     He  was,  nevertheless,  a  flyer, 
but  this  was  only  known  to  the  owner,  his 
trainer,  and  a  "  leg,"  one  of  Galloway's  most 
intimate  allies.     To  carry  on  the  deception, 
the  second  favourite  ran  at  a  country  meet- 
ing for  a  fifty  pound  plate,  and,  from  parti* 
cular  orders  given  by  the  Honourable  James, 
was  not  even  placed.    The  day  before  the 
Derby,  consequently,  Galloway  got  forty  to 
one  against  his  second  horse ;  he  took  it  ten 
times  over  in  hundreds,  as  much  as  he  dared 
to  venture  without  attracting  notice,  and. 
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through  his  agent,  bet  the  odds  to  two  thou- 
sand pounds  against  the  favourite. 

With  this  heavy  book,  Galloway  began  to 
have  some  slight  fear  as  to  the  result.  It  is 
true  that  the  horses  had  been  tried,  but  the 
hardness  of  the  course  might  make  a  diffe- 
rence ;  so,  to  make  assurance  doubly  sure,  he 
declared  to  win  with  the  second  favourite,  and 
sacrificed  the  first  by  ordering  the  jockey  to 
make  the  most  severe  running  with  him.  The 
event  came  off  as  the  owner  had  anticipated, 
to  the  astonishment  of  all,  and  the  dismay  of 
those  who  were  hit  so  hard  by  the  result. 

Heavy  suspicion  was  raised  against  Gallo- 
way, and  it  required  all  his  effrontery  and 
fortitude  to  brazen  it  out.  As  usual  upon 
such  occasions,  the  world's  opinion  was  di- 
vided. Some  were  charitable  enough  to  ex- 
culpate Galloway  altogether ;  some  suspected 
that  the  "  legs "  were  at  the  bottom  of  it ; 
others  threw  the  blame  upon  the  trainer  and 
the  jockey. 
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Bat  to  return  to  oar  ball.  Mrs.  O'Grady 
Galloway,  as  we  have  already  stated,  was  an 
ambitions  person ;  her  object  was  to  get  ac- 
quainted with  the  Callendars,  and  she  deter* 
mined  resolutely  to  maintain  her  station  at 
the  side  of  Lady  Bycroft's  party  during  the 
evening*  It  was  now  growing  late:  Agnes 
had  danced  quadrille  after  quadrille,  had  lis- 
tened to  the  same  speeches,  the  same  remarks 
about  novels,  music,  and  the  weather,  flavoured 
by  insipid  and  commonplace  compliment,  and 
bad  discovered  that  the  ball  was  not  quite 
90  charming  a  thing  as  she  had  expected  it 
to  be. 

Just  as  the  carriages  were  announced,  Mrs. 
O'Grady  Galloway  addressed  Lady  Rycroft. 

"Lady  Rycroft,  I  was  thinking  it  was  a 
great  pity,  now  that  I  have  my  nephew,  Mount- 
joy's  brother,  with  me,  and  our  new  member 
returns  to-morrow" — Agnes's  heart  beat  when 
9he  heard  of  Vavasour's  return  —  "  and  that 
there  are  so  many  nice  young  people  collected 
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together,  not  to  do  a  something ;  and  so  I  was 
thinking  of  a  quiet  dance  at  ray  house  to- 
morrow evening ;  and,  first  and  foremost,  I 
beg  to  request  the  favour  of  your  ladyship's 
and  Sir  Frederick's  company,  and  last,  not 
least.  Miss  Calendar's." 

Lady  Rycroft  expressed  her  acknowledg- 
ments by  a  gracious  though  somewhat  formal 
reply. 

"  Every  body  seems  delighted  at  my  plan," 
continued  Mrs.  O'Grady  Galloway.  "  The 
Beauclerks  postpone  their  visit  to  London,  so 
I  really  hope  we  shall  have  a  pleasant  evening, 
and  I  shall  be  too  happy  to  see  any  of  your 
ladyship's  friends."  And  Mrs.  O'Grady  put 
into  Lady  Rycroft's  hands  a  whole  pack  of 
"  Mrs.  O'Grady  Galloway  at  home— the  Grange 
— a  small  early  party."  "  I  forgot,"  continued 
the  loquacious  widow,  "  Mr.  Vavasour  bespeaks 
the  play,  or  rather  opera,  next  Tuesday ;  we 
must  all  make  a  point  of  attending.  Pray  tell 
Sir  Walter,"  she  said,  addressing  Agnes,  "  I 
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shall  count  upon  his  occupying  seats  in  my 
box." 

At  this  moment,  the  carriages  were  an- 
nounced, and  the  colloquy  was  broken  up. 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

"  He  climbs  the  crackling  stair — he  bursts  tbe  door, 
Nor  feels  his  feet  glow,  scorching  with  the  floor ; 
His  breath  choked,  gasping  with  the  volumed  smoke, 
But  still,  from  room  to  room,  his  way  he  broke." 

Byron. 

Few  country  towns  of  any  eminence  are 
unblessed  by  occasional  visits,  "  however  few 
and  far  between,"  of  certain  foreign  stars  in 
the  musical  world,  who,  at  the  close  of  the 
London  season,  betake  themselves  into  the 
provinces,  to  gather  golden  opinions  from  the 
rural  population  in  the  exchange  for  their 
notes.  Ravensbrook,  however,  had  hitherto 
been  unblessed  by  such  a  visitation;  choral 
meetings  and  "  chamber  concerts,"  as  they 
were  fashionably  called,  had  occasionally  taken 
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place,  in  which  the  performers  had  but  too 
often  "  wasted  their  sweetness  on  the  desert 

air." 

The  election,  and,  above  all,  a  passionate 
love  of  mnsic,  induced  the  new  mayor  to  take 
advantage  of  the  opportunity,  and  to  propose 
to  the  corporation,  resident  and  neighbouring 
gentry,  the  scheme  of  a  grand  musical  treat, 
in  the  shape  of  certain  Italian  operas*  Ar- 
rangements had  been  made  with  the  manager 
to  give  up  his  theatre  for  the  purpose;  the 
Italians  had  arrived,  and  had  been  duly  an- 
nounced, as  having  sung  with  unbounded 
applause  at  every  town  in  Italy,  France,  and 
Germany.  The  first  performance  was  to  take 
place  "  by  desire  of,  and  under  the  immediate 
patronage  of  Frank  Vavasour,  Esq.,  M.  P.  for 
the  borough." 

Every  place  was  secured,  and  the  house  was 
"  crowded  to  suffocation."  The  stage-box, 
appropriately  ornamented  with  election  co- 
lours, flags,  and  banners,  was  occupied  by  the 
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mayor  and  Vavasour,  the  patron  of  the  night. 
The  opera  selected  for  the  evening's  enter- 
tainment was  the  production  of  the  spirited 
entre  preneur,  who,  to  keep  well  with  the 
prima  donna,  had  furnished  a  libretto,  to  which 
he  had  arranged  for  her  part  every  popular 
piece  of  music  of  Rossini  and  Bellini.  The 
subject  was  taken  from  the  Fairie  Queen. 
And  nothing  could  exceed  the  enthusiasm 
which  the  two  first  acts  produced.  The  last 
scene  was  a  representation  of  the  castle  in 
flames,  in  which  the  heroine, 

"  Resolv'd  to  prove  her  utmost  might, 
Her  ample  shield  she  threw  before  her  face, 
And  her  sword's  point  directing  forward  right, 
Assay  I'd  the  flame ;  the  which  eftesoones  gave  place, 
And  did  itselfe  divide  with  equall  space, 
That  through  she  passed ;  as  a  thonder  bolt 
Perceth  the  yielding  ayre." 

The  curtain  had  hardly  dropped,  which  it 
did  in  some  confusion,  when  an  extraordinary 
bustle  was  heard  behind  the  scenes.  In  a  few 
minutes,  the  theatre  filled  with  smoke,  and 
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cries  of  "  Fire ! "  were  distinctly  heard  from 
behind.  Persons  from  the  pit  and  boxes 
jumped  upon  the  stage,  while  the  green  cur- 
tab  was  rent  down  by  those  before  and  behind 
it ;  and  the  scene  of  horror  that  was  discovered 
to  those  who  were  not  so  entirely  absorbed  by 
their  fears  bat  they  could  look  around  them, 
exceeds  all  description.  The  fire  was  seen 
bursting  in  every  direction;  men  were  mounted 
aloft  on  the  burning  rafters,  breaking  down 
the  combustible  apparatus  in  the  way.  Water 
was  dashing  and  streaming  every  where.  The 
terrible  light  which  filled  the  stage  too  well 
portrayed  the  "  sheets  of  flame !"  —  "  streams 
of  liquid  fire !"  —  "  awful  conflagration  !H  de- 
scribed in  the  playbills.  Shrieks,  and  groans, 
and  dismal  cries,  the  noise  of  the  engines, 
the  fall  of  timber,  and  the  rush  of  fire  and  of 
people,  assailed  the  ear  on  all  sides. 
At  the  first  alarm,  the  party  in  Sir  Walter's 

4 

box  had  been  hurried  out  by  him,  and  some 
other  gentlemen  who  had  joined  them  in  the 
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early  part  of  the  evening.  Just  as  they  reached 
the  door  that  led  to  the  public  lobby,  a  fear- 
ful crash  was  heard ;  an  entrance  to  the  gallery 
had  been  forced,  and  a  rush  of  people  followed, 
bearing  Agnes  and  her  party  like  a  flood  back 
into  the  house.  Vavasour,  in  the  mean  time, 
was  struggling  through  the  crowd  towards  the 
part  of  the  theatre  in  which  he  had  last  seen 
Miss  Callendar ;  and,  as  he  neared  the  spot, 
shrieks  of  peculiar  distress  and  despair  struck 
his  ears.  A  dense  and  suffocating  column  of 
smoke  opposed  his  progress.  He  paused  to 
breathe. 

"  Back,  back !"  shouted  several  voices,  "  the 
stairs  have  fallen  in !" 

But  Vavasour,  still  fancying  he  heard  the 
voice  of  a  suppliant  female,  pressed  more  de- 
terminately  forward,  and  soon  found  himself 
at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs  that  led  to  the  pri- 
vate box.  No  sounds  were  distinct,  but  the 
raging  of  the  flames,  which  roared  in  their 
work  of  devastation.    The  heat  was  now  so 
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intense,  that  he  hesitated  to  advance,  when 
the  shriek  burst  forth  again.  Vavasour  flew 
to  the  sound,  and  rushed  through  the  black 
smoke  up  a  few  steps,  which  gave  way  soon 
after  he  had  reached  the  summit  of  them. 

At  the  extremity  of  the  passage,  which  was 
short,  he  was  interrupted  by  a  closed  door,  on 
the  other  side  of  which  was  the  terrified  sup- 
pliant, whose  cries  had  pierced  his  heart. 
"  Stand  from  the  door,"  cried  Vavasour.  He 
was  obeyed ;  and,  dashing  his  foot  against  it, 
it  flew  from  its  hinges,  and  he  beheld  Agnes 
CaUendar  fainting  in  the  arms  of  her  awe- 
stricken  guardian.  Seizing  and  clasping  his 
insensible  burthen  in  his  arms,  and  bidding 
Sir  Walter  to  keep  by  his  side,  he  plunged  at 
once  into  the  dreadful  smoke,  now  red  with 
advancing  flames,  and,  with  desperate  exer- 
tion, soon  reached  the  steps  of  the  portico. 
To  descend  them,  and  be  in  the  midst  of  the 
square,  was  the  action  of  an  instant. 
A  dreadful  crash  now  shook  the  building  to 
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its  centre.  It  was  the  falling  of  the  roof,  and 
the  flames  threw  their  light  abroad,  so  as  to 
make  every  object  visible. 

Dangers  of  a  different  kind  now  menaced 
them  —  the  flying  rafters  from  the  consuming 
building,  the  pressure  of  the  crowd,  and  every 
confusion  attendant  on  so  awful  a  scene.  In 
an  agitated  voice,  Sir  Walter  asked  him  whe- 
ther he  had  strength  to  bear  his  motionless 
burthen  to  the  nearest  hotel.  Vavasour  re- 
plied in  the  affirmative,  and,  with  renewed 
exertion,  they  soon  reached  that  spot. 

Every  attention  was  now  paid  to  the  young 
sufferer,  who  in  a  few  minutes  slowly  raised 
her  eyelids.  A  moment  after,  she  looked 
apprehensively  round  on  the  apartment,  then 
on  her  preserver,  and  then  on  Sir  Walter, 
when,  with  a  shriek  of  joy,  she  exclaimed, 
"  Thank  Heaven  !  thank  Heaven  !  we  are 
saved !"  Tears  followed  this  burst  of  feeling. 
Sir  Walter  bent  over  his  still  terrified  niece, 
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then,  turning  to  his  preserver,  attempted  to 
thank  him. 

Vavasour's  reply  was  in  unison  with  his 
feelings.  That  he  had  been  instrumental  in 
saving  two  fellow-creatures  from  so  direful  a 
death  filled  his  bosom  with  awful  gratitude, 
and  he  sympathised,  with  unaffected  piety,  in 
Sir  Walter's  thanksgivings  to  Heaven  for  the 
escape  of  his  niece  and  himself. 

"  Let  me  urge  you,  Miss  Callendar,  to  take 
a  restorative,"  said  Vavasour,  respectfully; 
"your  frame  will  sink  else." 

"  Thanks,  thanks,"  she  said,  raising  her 
beaming  eyes  for  a  moment  to  his ;  "  I  feel 
too  much  for  words :  I  am  grateful,  Captain 
Vavasour,  for  this  miraculous  escape;  and, 
next  to  Heaven,  I  am  grateful  to  you" 

We  have  before  observed  that  Agnes's  eyes 
were  beautiful — very  beautiful;  and  they 
were  so  expressive,  that  language  was  not 
needed  to  explain  the  predominant  feeling  of 
her  heart. 

VOL.  I.  G 
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"  I  congratulate  you,  Sir  Walter,  from  the 
bottom  of  my  soul  I  congratulate  you.  Oh, 
it  would  have  been  too  horrid  to  have  recol- 
lected for  a  moment !" 

Vavasour  paused  a  moment,  as  if  suddenly 
recollecting  that  he  was  about  to  overstep 
the  prescribed  limits,  and  concluded  with  a 
good  deal  of  embarrassment — "  no  words  can 
express  what  I  feel  at  the  danger  Miss  Callen- 
dar  has  been  exposed  to." 

"  I  thank  you,  I  thank  you,"  replied  the 
worthy  baronet,  with  extreme  earnestness. 

Miss  Callendar  then  explained  to  Vavasour 
the  dreadful  state  of  despair  in  which  he  had 
found  her.  When  pressed  by  the  crowd,  as 
we  have  before  described,  she  and  Sir  Walter 
hastened  back  to  the  box,  from  which  there 
was  an  entrance,  down  a  flight  of  stairs,  to 
the  stage.  These  had  fallen  in,  and,  as  they 
tried  to  retrace  their  steps,  they  found  the 
door  had  closed  with  a  spring.  Left,  then, 
with  the  devouring  flames  on  one  side,  and  a 
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closed  door,  which  no  effort  of  theirs  could  have 
moved,  on  the  other,  nothing  bnt  the  intrepid 
conduct  of  Vavasour  could  have  saved  them 
from  a  horrible  death.  The  blackened  and 
even  half  burnt  condition  of  different  parts  of 
all  their  dresses  showed  how  narrow  had  been 
the  escape  of  the  preserved  as  well  as  of  the 
preserver. 

The  reader  need  not  be  told  the  nature  of 
the  emotions  which  a  young  and  ingenuous 
girl  would  experience  at  her  escape  from  a 
death  so  horrid  as  the  one  which  had  impended 
over  her;  nor  how  deep  were  her  mental 
thanks  to  that  Power  which  had  not  deserted 
her  in  the  hour  of  danger. 

Sir  Walter  having  ordered  the  carriage, 
and  insisting  upon  his  young  preserver  accom- 
panying him  to  Harefield,  they  soon  reached 
their  destination,  and  the  party  separated  for 
the  night. 

Agnes  retired  to  her  apartment,  where  for 
hoars  she  sat  musing  on  scenes  that  were  ra- 

o  2 
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pidly  recurring  to  her  memory,  and  dwelling, 
possibly,  at  times  in  the  secret  sanctuary  of 
her  thoughts,  on  the  strange  occurrences 
which  had  led  to  the  introduction  to  her 
uncle's  family  of  one  who  had  previously  been 
denounced  as  the  foe  to  her  house.  How 
greatly  did  his  conduct  contradict  the  reports 
that  had  been  spread  to  his  disadvantage ! 

The  subject  on  which  the  mind  has  last 
been  engaged  at  night  is  apt  to  occupy  our 
thoughts  even  during  slumber,  when  Imagina- 
tion, uncorrected  by  the  organs  of  sense, 
weaves  her  own  fantastic  web,  out  of  what- 
ever ideas  rise  at  random  in  the  sleeper.  It  is 
not  surprising,  therefore,  that  Vavasour's  rest 
was  disturbed  by  a  thousand  baseless  and  con- 
fused visions.  He  was,  or  imagined  himself, 
standing  in  the  midst  of  the  burning  theatre, 
gazing  upon  the  bright  flames  that  raged  with 
such  intense  fervour  on  all  sides  of  him.  The 
shrieks  of  females  seemed  to  pierce  and  wound 
him  like  sharp  instruments.      Now  horrible 
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flakes  mounted  up  to  the  sky  like  fiery  mes- 
sengers of  evil,  or  fell  back  to  the  earth  in  a 
rain  of  fire. 

These  wild  imaginations  were  varied  by  all 
tke  usual  grotesque  and  horrible  vagaries  of  a 
feverish  dream.  The  water  seemed  rather  to 
increase  than  quench  the  flames;  the  air 
seemed  to  suffocate  him ;  whatever  he  under- 
took failed  in  some  unexpected  manner — 
whatever  attracted  his  attention  underwent 
some  wonderful  metamorphosis. 

Awakened  at  length  by  these  images,  he 
started  up,  and  in  a  few  seconds  the  realities 
of  the  preceding  night  came  vividly  before 
him.  After  breathing  a  prayer  of  gratitude 
for  his  deliverance,  he  lost  no  time  in  descend- 
ing to  the  breakfast-room,  where  he  found  the 
worthy  baronet  and  his  niece  equipped  for  a 
ride. 

We  spare  our  readers  a  repetition  of  the 
thankg  Sir  Walter  heaped  upon  the  hero  of 
the  previous  night,  and  will  accompany  them 
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in  their  morning,  or  rather,  mid-day  excur- 
sion. 

After  visiting  the  farms,  Agnes  proposed  a 
gallop  across  the  downs  to  a  small  fishing  vil- 
lage, where  resided  some  old  pensioners  upon 
her  bounty.  The  direct  road  to  it  passed 
Haselwood  Court,  but  there  was  a  bridle-way 
to  it,  which  the  party  availed  themselves  of, 
and,  lingering  in  their  ride,  it  was  evening 
before  they  returned. 

Sir  Walter,  perceiving  Vavasour's  anxiety 
to  get  a  look  at  "  the  ancestral  home,"  begged 
that,  as  it  was  getting  late,  he  would  take  the 
direct  road  by  the  Court,  to  give  orders  to 
the  gamekeeper  for  the  following  day.  Vava- 
sour, though  loath  to  part  with  Miss  Callen* 
dar,  readily  assented,  as  he  was  most  desirous 
of  seeing  that  which  one  day  he  fondly  hoped 
would  be  restored  to  its  legitimate  owner. 

The  last  rays  of  the  declining  sun  were  im- 
parting a  wild  magnificence  to  the  variegated 
sky,  when,  arriving  at  the  termination  of  a 
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narrow  and  neglected  road,  over  which  the 
branches  of  hedge-rows  met,  he  suddenly 
fronted  the  deserted  dwelling.  Not  a  human 
being  was  to  be  seen  about  the  courts,  gar- 
dens, and  neighbouring  paths.  Even  animal 
life  appeared  to  be  extinct.  Vavasour  lis- 
tened in  vain  to  catch  the  pleasing  lowing  of 
kine,  the  watch-dog's  bark,  or  the  more  hum- 
ble tumult  of  the  poultry-yard.  No  sound 
bat  the  screeching  of  the  owl  reached  his  ear. 
The  bright  glories  of  the  evening  contrasted 
disagreeably  with  the  melancholy  aspect  of 
the  building  and  gardens,  and  for  some  time 
he  lingered  long  and  silently  in  the  contem- 
plation of  the  scene.  As  Vavasour  gazed 
upon  the  handsome  architecture  of  the  build- 
ing, his  busy  fancy  wandered  to  the  associa- 
tion of  former  splendour  and  gaiety.  Time 
was — and  that  not  long  distant — when  rank 
and  power,  youth  and  beauty,  prospered  within 
the  walls  of  this  princely  domain.  Time  was, 
when  the  full  and  bustling  tide  of  existence 
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had  enlivened  these  spacious  courts,  when  the 
music  of  the  huntsman's  horn  had  awakened 
"  lords  and  ladies  gay"  to  the  excitement  of 
the  heart-stirring  chase.  What  now  remained 
of  all  the  splendour  of  the  family  who  once 
tenanted  these  halls?  Where  were  they? 
What  were  the  feelings  of  the  sole  daughter 
of  the  house  ?  Silence,  desolation,  decay,  here 
reigned  absolutely ;  wanting  even  the  pictu- 
resque advantage  of  extreme  antiquity  to  con- 
ceal the  deformity  they  had  effected. 

That  evening  passed  off  flatly ;  and  though 
all  exerted  themselves,  dulness  prevailed. 
Vavasour  was  to  take  his  departure  in  the 
morning ;  and  Agnes  felt  what  a  blank  there 
would  be  in  her  existence  when  left  alone  to 
think  of  the  bright  dream  that  had  lately 
illumined  her  path.  The  respect  created  by 
the  conviction  of  Vavasour's  valuable  qualities 
had  been  heightened  into  somewhat  of  a  friend- 
lier nature  by  the  strong  testimonies  she  had 
lately  heard  in  his  favour.     But,  above  all, 
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above  respect  and  esteem,  there  was  a  motive 
within  her  which  could  not  be  overlooked— 
gratitude— gratitude  not  only  for  his  unwearied 
kindness  towards  her  in  the  most  minute  de- 
tail, but  for  the  preservation  of  her  life.  If 
gratitude  and  esteem,  then,  are  good  founda- 
tions of  affection,  the  new  sentiments  of 
Agnes  towards  Vavasour  will  be  deemed  nei- 
ther improbable  nor  faulty. 


Q  5 
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CHAPTER  VIH. 


"  Through  groves  so  call'd  as  being  void  of  trees, 
(Like  lucus  from  no  light) ;  through  prospects  named 
Mount  Pleasant,  as  containing  nought  to  please, 
Nor  much  to  climb ;  through  little  boxes  framed 
Of  bricks,  to  let  the  dust  in  at  your  ease, 
Through  "  Rows  "  most  modestly  called  "  Paradise," 
Which  Eve  might  quit  without  much  sacrifice ; 

Through  coaches,  drays,  choked  turnpikes,  and  a  whirl 

Of  wheels,  and  roar  of  voices,  and  confusion ; 

Here  taverns  wooing  to  a  pint  of  "  purl," 

There  mails  fast  flying  off  like  a  delusion ; 

•  •  •  ♦  • 

Through  this,  and  much,  and  more,  is  the  approach 

Of  travellers  to  mighty  Babylon. 

Byron. 

Vavasour  had  taken  his  departure  for  Lon- 
don, and  the  party  at  Harefield  was  reduced 
to  its  owners,  when  an  event  occurred  that 
created  some  little  sensation  in  that  small 
coterie. 
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"  Here  is  an  invitation,  my  love,  from  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans,  to  pay  her  a  visit  in  Lon- 
don," said  Sir  Walter,  one  morning,  as  he 
entered  the  breakfast-room,  and  found  his 
niece  presiding  over  the  tea-table. 

"How  tiresome !"  replied  Agnes;  "just  at 
the  time  of  the  year  when  the  country  is  so 
beautiful.  But  I  won't  go  and  leave  you, 
uncle." 

"  I  am  invited,  too,  if  that  be  any  consola- 
tion," replied  the  kind-hearted  guardian; 
"not  that  I  see  what  good  I  should  do  in 
London;  independently  of  that  implacable 
enemy  to  all  locomotion,  the  gout." 

"  Oh  do  pray  go,  my  dear  uncle,  for  I  am 
terribly  afraid  of  this  lady—" 

"But,  my  dear  Agnes,  there  is  really  no 
reason  why  you  should  be  afraid  of  her ;  there 
is  nothing  in  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  to  be 
alarmed  at." 

"  Oh !  do  tell  me,  uncle, what  she  is  like." 

"Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  my  dearest  child, 
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is  unexceptionable  alike  in  manners,  character, 
and  station.  Here  is  her  letter ;  read  it,  and 
judge  for  yourself." 

Agnes  took  the  letter,  and  proceeded  to 
read  as  follows  :  x 

"  Dear  Sir  Walter, 
"  Fearing  until  now  Miss  Callendar  had  been 
too  young  to  be  taken,  even  for  a  temporary 
period,  from  such  a  guardian  as  yourself,  I 
have  delayed  writing  to  request  you  would 
allow  me  to  have  the  happiness  of  introducing 

■ 

her ;  and  even  now  I  should  not  venture  to 
propose  this,  were  I  not  aware  that  your 
habits  of  life  open  little  opportunity  to  Miss 
Callendar  of  seeing  the  world,  which  I  have 
no  doubt  you  will  agree  with  me  in  deeming 
advisable  she  should  do.  Some  friends  of 
mine,  who  have  recently  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  your  grand  niece,  speak  highly  of  her 
beauty,  elegance,  and  accomplishments.  If 
this  projected  scheme  meet  your  approval, 
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which  I  am  most  anxious  it  should  do,  I  will 
finally  arrange  it  next  week,  and  will  have 
the  pleasure  of  sending  my  carriage  for  her. 
With  a  thousand  kind  wishes  to  your  young 
protegee,  and  every  respect  for  yourself, 

"  I  remain,  dear  Sir  Walter, 

"  Your  faithful  and  obliged, 

"  Idalise  Harcourt  Evans. 

"  Grasvenor  Street." 

"  Mrs.  Evans  is  most  kind,  and  most  flat* 
tering,"  said  Agnes,  as  she  returned  her  com- 
munication to  her  guardian,  "  and  yet  I  would 
iather  not  go— <at  least,  at  present.0 

Sir  Walter  looked  vexed,  and  in  a  some- 
what peevish  tone  exclaimed,  "Not  go! — surely 
that  is  an  ungracious  reply  to  so  kind  an  in- 
vitation." 

"  Oh !  my  dear  guardian  !  my  more  than 
parent !"  exclaimed  Agnes,  "  how  ungrateful 
I  must  appear,  when  I  repay  your  kindness 
by  complaint  or  lamentation  !    But  I  implore 
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your  forgiveness.  At  your  hands  have  I  re- 
ceived every  comfort  which  this  world  can 
bestow ;  and,  as  the  child  of  your  adoption, 
I  can  neither  desire  nor  seek  any  farther 
protection." 

Sir  Walter  took  his  niece's  hand  in  his,  and, 
after  assuring  her  that  the  first  wish  of  his 
life  was  her  welfare,  she  continued — 

"  To  your  kindness  I  now  appeal,  to  tell 
me  every  circum8tance  connected  with  my 
birth  which  has  come  to  your  knowledge." 

"  My  dear  Agnes,"  said  Sir  Walter,  "  I  am 
as  ignorant  as  yourself  of  the  particulars  of 
your  early  life.  The  mystery  in  which  your 
birth  is  involved,  and  which  has  since  baffled 
every  inquiry  on  my  part,  is  one  that  I  trust 
time  will  reveal.  I  had  always  intended  to 
divulge  all  that  had  come  to  my  knowledge, 
when  I  judged  you  to  be  of  an  age  capable  of 
comprehending  those  disadvantages  to  which 
a  doubtful  birth  must  expose  you.  I  intended 
to  do  this  in  order  that  you  might  be  prepa- 
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red  to  meet  the  impertinent  and  prying  curio- 
sity of  that  world  which  finds  its  favourite 
occupation  in  discovering  and  commenting  on 
the  affairs  of  others,  and  inflicts  the  deepest 
wounds  under  the  semblance  of  the  kindest 
pity  and  most  heartfelt  commisseration.  I 
am  sanguine  enough  to  hope,  however,  that, 
shielded  by  my  protection,  introduced  under 
my  auspices,  and  supported  by  the  kind  care 
of  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  you  will  never  be 
exposed  to  annoyance,  either  on  this  point  or 
on  any  other." 

Sir  Walter  then  briefly  entered  into  those 
circumstances  connected  with  Agnes  Calen- 
dar's history,  of  which  our  readers  are  already 
aware.  The  recital  of  her  mother's  grief,  and  of 
her  father's  lamentable  and  untimely  end,  pro- 
duced the  deepest  impression  upon  our  heroine's 
mind,  and  it  was  long  ere  it  recovered  its 
usual  tone.  The  shock  she  had  sustained 
was  severely  felt,  though  it  was,  in  a  great 
degree,  tempered  by  the  affectionate  consi- 
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deration  and  the  increased  tenderness  with 
which  she  seemed,  if  possible,  to  have  inspired 
her  kind  protector. 

Sir  Walter  again  lamented  that  he  had, 
from  the  best  motives,  delayed  to  make  the 
communication  to  his  beloved  niece  at  an  ear- 
lier period,  when  the  impression  would  not 
have  been  so  severely  felt.  She  was  now  of 
an  age  more  fully  to  understand  the  disad- 
vantages under  which  she  laboured,  and  was, 
therefore,  more  liable  to  feel  humbled  and 
depressed  by  them.  It  became,  therefore,  Sir 
Walter's  constant  study  to  efface  the  deep 
sense  of  her  misfortunes,  by  adding  to  the 
consciousness  of  those  blessings  which  had 
fallen  to  her  lot. 

Until  the  present  time,  Agnes  had  not 
been  brought  forward  in  society.  Bred  up 
in  seclusion  from  the  world,  she  had,  of  course, 
none  of  those  artificial  advantages  of  style  and 
manner  which  belong  to  young  ladies  of 
fashion ;  but,  in  lieu  of  these,  she  was  en- 
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dowed  with  that  genuine  grace  which  arises 
from  native  purity  —  gentleness  and  natural 
refinement.  With  very  lively  spirits,  she 
possessed  a  fund  of  good  sense  and  discretion, 
together  with  a  rectitude  of  principle  that  ad- 
mitted of  no  compromise.  Her  education, 
which  had  been  one  of  religious  and  moral 
simplicity,  had  omitted  to  teach  her,  that  in 
good  and  evil,  there  is  one  law  for  the  rich 
and  another  for  the  poor.  She  was  ignorant 
of  the  fashionable  interpretations  of  spirit, 
gallantry,  and  some  other  terms  in  the  voca- 
bulary, of  ton;  she  admired  virtue  and  re- 
volted from  vice,  wherever  they  were  found. 

Agnes  was  now  nearly  eighteen,  but  her 
understanding  was  beyond  her  years;  and 
she  was  fitted  to  appear  and  to  shine  in  any 
society.  The  untimely  fate  of  her  unfortu- 
nate mother,  the  cruel  sufferings  of  her  father, 
seemed  to  affect  her  more  deeply  than  the 
uncertainty  of  her  own  birth,  however  painful 
to  her  pure  and  delicate  mind  must  be  the 
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idea,  almost  amounting  to  conviction,  of  her 
having  been  the  offspring  of  crime  and  shame. 
Still,  it  was  constantly  and  kindly  represented 
to  her  that,  as  there  was  no  actual  proof  of 
this  fact,  it  could  not  by  any  means  be  esta- 
blished as  such ;  she  could,  therefore,  only 
be  considered  the  child  of  mystery,  but  not  of 
disgrace. 

Agnes  Callendar  felt,  if  it  were  possible, 
more  than  a  daughter's  love  for  Sir  Walter. 
A  child  has  just  claims  to  the  affection  of  its 
parent ;  but  she  had  none  on  him,  who  had 
been  to  her  more  than  a  father.  His  love 
was  the  free-will  offering  to  the  homeless  or- 
phan ;  and  her  gratitude  sprang  from  feelings 
stronger  than  the  sense  of  duty,  warmer  than 
those  of  a  daughter's,  who  is  bound  to  repay 
that  which  she  has  a  right  to  demand. 

But,  as  she  had  now  attained  the  age  when 
the  etiquette  of  society  authorizes  a  young 
lady  to  enter  the  world,  as  it  is  called,  it 
was  of  course  desirable  to  secure  her  initia- 


THE  TUFT-HUNTER.  139 

tion  into  the  amusements  and  pursuits  of  a 
London  life,  under  the  auspices  of  a  chaperon 
unexceptionable  in  character  and  station. 
Now,  as  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  possessed  this 
double  qualification,  her  proposal  to  take 
charge  of  Miss  Callendar  was  duly  appre- 
ciated and  accepted  by  Sir  Walter.  Nor  was 
it  certainly  a  trifling  evidence  of  a  total  ab- 
sence of  coquettish  feeling  that  induced  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans  at  her  age,  and  with  some- 
what diminished  but  still  pretty  generally  ac- 
knowledged claims  to  distinction  as  a  beauty 
of  no  inferior  order,  to  volunteer  the  part  of 
chaperon  to  one  whose  loveliness  was  as  in- 
disputable as  her  youth,  and  who  inspired  an 
admiration  unqualified  by  disadvantageous  re- 
trospective comparisons. 

And  yet  we  know  not  whether  in  ascribing 
an  extraordinary  degree  of  merit  to  Mrs.  Har- 
court Evans,  we  may  not  be  unjustly  compli- 
menting her  at  the  expense  of  her  sex,  in  thus 
sanctioning  by  implication  that  charge  of  jea- 
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lousy  and  unamiable  rivalry  amongst  them- 
selves, which  is  so  frequently,  and  on  such 
slight  grounds,  alleged  against  the  fair  por- 
tion of  the  creation.  The  truth  is,  that  in 
society,  notions  founded  upon  prejudice,  and 
unsupported  by  arguments— assertions  which 
.individual  experience  would  generally  tend  to 
disprove  —  are  too  often  accepted  as  self-evi- 
dent propositions,  and  reasoned  upon  with 
confidence  by  those  who,  in  the  abstract, 
would  hesitate  to  grant  them  even  a  qualified 
assent.  That  sweeping  censure,  which  im- 
putes to  a  whole  class  the  foibles  of  a  few,  is 
equally  unjust  in  morals  and  in  philosophy, 
and  how  would  the  self-styled  lords  of  the 
creation  suffer  by  such  a  test  ?  In  no  instance 
does  illiberality  appear  more  conspicuous,  or 
more  directly  opposed  to  good  feeling,  than 
when  the  character  of  the  fair  sex  forms  the 
object  of  its  attack.  None  but  those  whose 
conduct  has  excluded  them  from  all  inter- 
course with  the  best  specimens  of  womankind, 
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or  who  derive  their  knowledge  of  female  cha- 
racter from  the  coulisses  of  the  opera,  can  be 
excused  for  indulging  in  stale  and  common- 
place disparagements  of  that  sex  whose  claims 
to  our  gratitude  and  esteem  are  as  strong  as 
those  (which  few  dispute)  on  our  admiration 
and  love. 

Agnes  was  in  that  happy  season  of  life 
when  the  mind,  like  the  smooth  surface  of  an 
unruffled  lake,  reflects  each  passing  image, 
and  changes  its  aspect  with  every  succeeding 
moment.  If  imperturbability  is  not  the  cha- 
racteristic of  either,  yet  each  can  boast  that, 
whilst  the  darkest  cloud  is  soonest  broken,  the 
last  ray  of  sunshine  rests  on  the  placid  mirror 
in  lengthened  light.  So  it  was  with  Agnes's 
spirits.  The  pang  in  leaving  her  uncle  was 
lost  in  the  anticipated  pleasure  of  seeing  the 
world,  and  shortly  returning  to  her  home; 
and  the  transient  anxiety  she  had  felt  on  the 
subject  of  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  was  (let  us 
confess  it)  nearly  dispelled,  when  she  thought 
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that  she  might  again  fall  into  the  society  of 
Frank  Vavasour. 

Spring,  with  all  its  bright  train,  (for  no- 
body paints  it  with  easterly  winds  and  scathed 
flowers)  was  beckoning  Agnes  to  depart.  The 
trunks  and  chaperon,  Mrs.  Hardwick,  were 
packed ;  and  on  a  bright  May  morning  Miss 
Callendar  quitted  Harefield  for  London. 

Let  us  now  follow  the  ladies  on  their  jour- 
ney, the  one  silent,  with  glistening  eyes,  and 
heart  throbbing  with  expectation ;  the  other 
drowsy  and  dusty ;  chatting  out  all  her  fears, 
fatigues,  and  fancies. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  first  day  they  found 
themselves  upon  that  spirit-stirring  threshold 
of  London,  the  road  fronting  the  George  Inn 
at  Hounslow,  a  spot  memorable  for  the  neat- 
ness of  the  turns  out,  before  steam  had  super- 
seded horseflesh,  and  for  the  first  glance  of 
the  distant  murky  haze  arising  from  the  sooty 
metropolis.  The  landlord's  raised  hat  and 
"all  paid  boys"  again  sped  them  on  their 
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way,  and  Mrs.  Hardwick,  wrapping  her  cloak 
round  her,  reinsconced  herself  in  her  snng 
corner. 

They  had  now  arrived  at  the  extremity  of 
those  straggling  crablike  claws,  with  which 
London  fixes  its  brick  and  mortar  grasp  upon 
the  country,  and,  passing  through  Prospect 
Places,  Pleasant  Rows,  Belle  Vue  Terraces, 
and  the  unlike,  thus  at  length  entered  the  me- 
tropolis. 

It  was  late  in  the  evening  when  our  travel* 
lere  arrived  in  Grosvenor  Street.  Agnes  was 
gentle,  but  not  timid.  The  habit  of  thinking 
and  deciding  for  herself,  of  receiving  strangers, 
and  such  people  as  her  guardian  was  too  ill 
to  converse  with,  of  acting  on  all  occasions 
as  the  mistress  of  his  house,  had  given  her 
manner  a  self-possession,  unusual  at  her  age. 
It  was  with  a  feeling  of  gratitude,  therefore, 
unmixed  with  shyness  or  fear,  that  she  prepared 
to  enter  the  presence  of  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans. 

That  lady  was  seated  in  the  most  com* 
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fortable  of  arm  chairs,  with  a  splendidly 
bound  book  open  in  her  hand,  and  a  small 
greyhound  asleep  on  a  red  velvet  cushion  at 
her  feet.  She  rose,  and  stretched  out  her 
hand  as  Agnes  entered,  and  welcomed  her 
most  cordially.  The  year  which  had  elapsed 
since  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  had  caught  but  an 
imperfect  view  of  her  had  added  infinite  em* 
bellishments  to  Agnes's  person,  and  Mrs.  Har- 
court Evans  contemplated  her  young  friend 
with  a  silent  approbation  and  delight,  exceed- 
ing that  she  had  ever  before  experienced. 

When  Agnes  rose  in  the  morning,  the  broad 
sun  beamed  into  the  windows  of  her  apart- 
ment, which  afforded  a  view  of  the  trees  in 
Hyde  Park  just  bursting  into  leaf,  and  wear- 
ing that  ephemeral  look  of  freshness,  so  rare 
amid  the  smoke  and  dust  of  London.  Her 
room  was  large,  and  decorated  with  all  that 
ingenuity  has  contrived  of  luxury  and  com- 
fort. "  Surely  I  have  much  cause  to  be 
thankful,"  thought  she,  as  she  raised  her  eyes 
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to  the  cloudless  sky,  and  she  remained  musing 
on  the  past  and  the  present,  until  summoned 
to  the  breakfast-table. 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  was  there,  as  kind  as 
on  the  previous  evening,  and  expressed  her- 
self highly  pleased  and  proud  of  the  new  ac- 
quisition she  had  formed ;  whilst  Agnes,  on 
her  part,  was  charmed  by  the  kind  and  en- 
dearing manner  of  her  new  friend.  Blessed 
spring-time  of  life,  when  all  that  is  novel 
strikes  upon  the  imagination  like  beauty,  and 
all  that  is  good  seeming  tenfold  more  so  by 
the  light  that  youth  sheds  upon  it ! 


VOL.  I. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

"  You  would  be  diverted  with  a  Mrs.  Hoknan,  whose  pas- 
sion is  keeping  an  assembly,  and  inviting,  literally,  every  one 
to  it.  She  goes  to  the  Drawing-room  to  watch  for  sneezes, 
whips  out  a  courtesy,  and  then  sends  next  morning  to  know 
how  your  cold  does,  and  desire  your  company  on  Thursday." 
— Walpole. 

Having  introduced  our  heroine  to  London, 
we  must  here  beg  to  pause  awhile  in  the  pro- 
gress of  our  story.  Our  last  chapter  has  pre- 
sented to  the  notice  of  our  readers  a  lady  who 
claims  at  our  hands  some  few  moments  of  a 
brief  retrospection,  inasmuch  as  it  may  save 
our  being  taxed  with  the  most  heinous  of 
faults,  a  want  of  due  perspicuity. 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  had  arrived  at  what 
Gay  (not  we)  calls  that  happy  climax  of  fe- 
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male  felicity — rich  widowhood.  Her  father 
was  a  writer  to  the  signet  in  Edinburgh,  and, 
dying  early,  the  young  Idalise  (so  she  was 
named,  after  her  mother,  a  Frenchwoman)  was 
brought  up  at  a  Parisian  pension.  At  thirty 
years  of  age  she  married  Mr.  Harcourt  Evans, 
a  man  of  wealth  and  station ;  and,  entering  at 
once  into  the  giddy  vortex  of  London  society, 
soon  acquired  the  ease  of  fashionable  life. 
After  fifteen  years  of  "  connubial  bliss,"  her 
husband  died,  leaving  her  the  bulk  of  his  for- 
tune. 

Determined  never  again  to  taste  the  joys  of 
matrimony,  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  with  a  most 
laudable  zeal  for  the  welfare  of  others,  was 
ever  desirous  of  promoting  it  amongst  her 
friends.  She  was  a  most  inveterate  match- 
maker. In  other  respects,  she  was  one  of 
those  very  ordinary  persons,  extremely  good- 
natured,  perfectly  lady-like,  had  a  small  de- 
gree of  taste  in  the  fine  arts,  was  fond  of 
music,  spoke  French  perfectly,  and  was  de- 
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voted  to  all  young  marriageable  ladies,  who 
*<he  thought  would  do  credit  to  her  taste. 

Something  new  in  London,  and,  indeed,  in 
all  other  societies,  ever  brings  charms  with  it. 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  was  vain,  very  vain. 
Food  for  her  vanity  was  not  always  to  be  ob- 
tained :  she  loved,  even  through  another,  to 
be  an  object  in  whatever  circle  she  mingled ; 
and  she  now  contemplated,  by  Miss  Calen- 
dar's introduction,  to  create  a  sensation  in  the 
beau  monde. 

Such  was  the  lady  in  whose  house  Miss  Cal- 
lendar  was  now  domiciliated  for  the  London 
season. 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  though  she  did  not 
mingle  in  the  elite  of  London  society,  opened 
her  house  more  frequently,  perhaps,  than  any 
other  person  for  converzatiwies,  to  which  she 
invited  any  and  every  body  who  was  extraor- 
dinary or  remarkable  in  any  way  whatever. 
The  result  was,  that  her  parties  were  of  a  very 
heterogenous  character,  which  procured  for 
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her  house  the  sobriquet  of  "  the  menagerie." 
Saints  and  sinners,  statesmen  and  preachers, 
rich  and  poor  authors,  artists,  musicians,  phi- 
losophers, editors,  dilletanti,  literati,  politi- 
cians of  all  sorts  and  sizes,  and  "  talented  " 
people  of  every  description,  found  admittance 
there.  Foreigners  of  distinction  were  sought 
after  by  the  hostess  with  the  greatest  avidity. 
Here  you  might  see  a  celebrated  church  divine 
in  close  union  with  a  Catholic  bishop;  a  Polish 
refugee  jostled  by  a  general  of  the  Russian 
autocrat ;  an  author  and  a  critic — awful  col- 
lision ! — jammed  together  in  the  doorway ;  an 
editor  of  a  liberal  newspaper  wedged  in  with 
an  ultra  tory ;  an  Italian  singer  staring  a  ve- 
ritable "  H  Turco  "  out  of  countenance. 

A  solemn,  dogmatical  argufier  of  metaphy- 
sics, in  contact  with  a  pert  pretty  miss ;  an  au- 
thor who  had  just  published  a  new  poem  might 
hear  it  denounced  as  being  of  the  poorest 
"  Minerva  press  "  order,  his  wit  likened  to  the 
conventional  jocosities  of  the  ring  at  Astley's, 
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and  his  rhyme  just  such  as  Byron's  "  bread 
and  batter  misses  "  furnish  for  albums ;  a  se- 
date country  gentleman,  who  had  written  a 
pamphlet  on  the  monetary  system,  and  who 
was  now  deeply  engaged  with  a  brother  mem- 
ber of  Boodle's  in  discussing  the  solemn  mys- 
teries of  the  game  and  poor  laws,  and  the  ope- 
rations of  the  treadmill,  found  his  conversation 
interrupted  by  the  eternal  prattle  of  some 
young  fashionable  miss,  who  "  raved  "  about 
the  opera,  Rubini,  Almacks,  the  Blues'  band, 
the  Academy  ball,  and  Lady  Addison's  last 
dejeune;  the  tender  scion  of  cockney  poesy 
found  himself  in  contact  with  the  purveyor  of 
intense  tales  to  the  passions. 

A  young  Frenchman,  who  had  a  perfect  pas- 
sion pour  la  belle  France,  found  himself  obliged 
to  listen  to  the  grumbling  of  a  regular  John 
Bull  traveller,  who  described  the  road  to  Paris, 
"  ninety  miles  of  pave,  diversified  by  deep  holes 
in  the  centre,  and  deep  ruts  at  the  side ;  no  other 
prospect  but  two  straight  rows  of  trees,  with 
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a  gentle  undulation  of  ploughed  field,  and  the 
only  living  creatures  that  embellished  it,  a 
clod  with  a  cocked  hat,  or  a  stray  magpie. 
Whenever  there  is  a  hill  which  obliges  you  to 
go  snail's  pace,  there  is  a  beggar  stationed  at 
the  foot  of  it,  for  the  purpose  of  persecuting 
you  to  the  top.  Then  the  inns,  first  course 
bcuiUij  a  roasted  chanticleer,  whose  drum- 
sticks stick  out  long  and  strong  as  the  shafts 
of  a  tilbury,  and  who  cuts  up  as  tough  as  if 
he  had  roused  the  neighbourhood  for  the  last 
dozen  years.  If  the  weather  is  raw  and  dis- 
mal, your  chimney  smokes.  As  a  matter  of 
course,  agreeable  to  the  cold  water  cure  code 
of  the  present  day,  you  sleep  in  damp  sheets, 
and  are  called  before  daylight  to  jump  out  of 
bed  upon  cold  bricks.  When  you  depart  in 
the  morning,  there  is  a  chorus  of  exclamations 
about  the  odd  sous  of  the  bill.  The  diligence 
is  at  the  door — a  huge,  uncouth  machine,  of 
a  colour  perfectly  indescribable ;  five  wretched 
animals  in  rope  harness  are  attached  to  it; 
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fifteen  passengers  inside,  more  in  the  cabrio- 
let, towers  of  luggage  on  the  roof.  The  pos- 
tillion, in  his  dark  blue  jacket,  turned  up  with 
scarlet,  boots  like  two  huge  chimney-pots,  a 
glazed  hat,  pigtail,  and  pipe,  now  indulges  in 
a  volley  of  *  morbleus,  nom  de  tonnerre,  sabre 
de  bois,  pistolet  de  paittej  while  hordes  of  beg- 
gars surround  your  carriage,  piteously  exclaim- 
ing, i  Pour  V amour  du  bon  Dieu,  un  petit  Hard, 
monsieur.'  Protect  me  from  France,"  con- 
tinued the  speaker,  Lord  Snarlbrook,  who  in 
the  course  of  our  narrative  we  shall  again  have 
occasion  to  introduce  to  our  readers. 

As  a  set  off  to  the  above,  Signora  Bencini, 
an  Italian  singer,  commenced  a  tirade  against 
our  foggy  climate,  which  she  described  as 
damp,  dismal,  dark,  wretched,  consumptive, 
agueish,  dull,  cold,  and  cheerless,  while  she 
raved  about  Italy,  the  land  of  song  and  of 
bright  blue  skies. 

We  will  not  carry  our  examples  farther: 
suffice  it  to  say  there  was  a  Babel-like  confu- 
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sion  of  tongues  in  this  menagerie,  where  poli- 
tics, plots,  parties,  society,  scandal,  statistics, 
arts,  sciences,  religion,  and  literature,  were 
each  and  individually  discussed. 

With  the  advantages  of  wealth  and  widow- 
hood, Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  knew  full  well 
that  she  could  command  society,  at  home,  in 
the  more  limited  sense  of  the  word,  without 
entering  into  the  more  active  gaieties  of  the 
world,  and  she  wisely  resigned  her  pretensions 
as  a  stirring  member  of  the  capricious  legisla- 
ture of  fashion,  in  the  hope  of  becoming  the 
centre  of  a  more  restricted,  but  more  intellec- 
tual circle.  In  this  she  succeeded  to  a  certain 
extent ;  and,  fancying  her  success  to  be  more 
decided  than  it  was  in  reality,  she  saw  no  rea- 
son to  repent  the  new  direction  which  she  had 
given  to  her  ambition.  Nothing  could  more 
perfectly  suit  the  turn  of  her  mind  than  the 
quasi-literary,  quasi-scientific,  quasi-political 
atmosphere  in  which  she  now  lived,  impreg- 
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nated  88  it  was  with  just  sufficient  of  the 
leaven  of  fashionable  society  to  rescue  it  from 
the  mustiness   of  mere  inteUectualism  and 

blueism. 
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CHAPTER  X. 
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Miss  Tittup.  He  has  wit. 

Lady  Minikin.  He  is  a  lord,  and  a  little  goes  a  great 
way. 

Garrick's  Bon  Ton. 

We  must  now  transport  our  readers  to  a 
very  handsome  suite  of  apartments  in  that 
earthly  paradise  of  single  men,  the  Albany. 
The  library  was  a  large  and  well  furnished 
room,  all  the  sides  of  which  were  occupied  by 
very  curious  antique  carved  oak  bookcases, 
filled  with  the  most  costly  and  elegant  bound 
books.  The  works  themselves,  we  must  acjmit, 
were  of  a  somewhat  miscellaneous  character, 
the  gifted  proprietor  being  perfectly  satisfied 
with  the  exterior.  On  the  mantelpiece  stood 
some  bronze  figures,  and  a  very  splendid  and 
elaborately  ornamented  French  clock.  The 
room  was  lighted  by  two  large  French  win* 
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dows,  which,  being  partially  open,  admitted 
the  pleasant  breeze  which  was  stirring  without, 
and  the  odour  of  some  choice  flowers,  while 
the  strong  light  was  mitigated  by  the  half 
drawn  blinds,  and  the  ample  silk  window  dra- 
peries. Snuff-boxes  of  every  size,  shape,  and 
material,  were  dispersed  over  tables  loaded 
with  French  novels  and  caricatures,  with  ob- 
jects of  art  and  bijouterie.  Richly  decorated 
tables  of  the  most  beautiful  marqueterie, 
marble  slabs,  candelabras,  vases  in  a  happy 
disorder,  were  dispersed  about  the  room. 

The  multitudinous  knicknacketrie  bespoke 
unbounded  wealth,  refined  taste,  and  a  habit 
of  determined  self-indulgence  in  the  owner. 
Many  and  various  were  the  forms  of  easy 
chairs  and  sofas  distributed  through  the 
room. 

Extended  upon  one  lay  the  presiding  genius 
of  the  place,  Lord  Montressor,  with  his  tuft- 
hunting  friend  Lionel  Crouch,  seated  by  his 
side.     His  Lordship  was  attired  in  a  morning 
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robe  of  rich  rose-coloured  satin;  a  Genoa 
velvet  cap,  embroidered  with  gold,  adorned 
bis  head ;  and  his  feet  were  shod  with  slip- 
pers of  the  same  costly  materials.  His  occu- 
pation was  smoking  a  magnificent  hookar. 

As  to  the  wearer,  it  must  be  acknowledged 
that  he  did  not  reflect  any  particular  grace 
upon  this  splendid  apparel.  He  was  of  mean 
stature,  fat,  and  round-shouldered.  His  coun- 
tenance was  not  merely  heavy,  but  absolutely 
void  of  all  expression. 

On  a  large  table  lay  a  great  number  of 
dinner  and  evening  cards,  a  guitar,  notes,  let- 
ters, &c.  &c.  Beside  him,  on  the  well  stuffed 
morocco  leather  sofa,  lay  a  small  king  Charles's 
spaniel,  not  inappropriately  named  after  the 
merry  monarch  "  Rout"  while  a  Newfound- 
land dog  reposed  at  his  feet  on  the  bright 
flowers  of  the  Brussels  carpet.  Throughout 
the  room,  in  disordered  confusion,  might  be 
seen  foils,  fishing-tackle,  cricket-bats,  scienti- 
fic apparatus,  guns,  pistols,  flutes,  and  whips, 
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the  tout  ensemble  fit  image  of  the  mind  of 
many  of  the  owner's  fashionable  friends,  fine 
materials,  ill-arranged  and  sadly  misplaced. 

Lord  Montressor,  to  use  his  own  words,  had 
traversed  Europe  to  study  the  arts  at  the 
fountain  head  —  had  wept  tears  of  joy  and 
enthusiasm  over  the  works  of  the  sublime 
Michael  Angelo,  and  the  divine  Raffael — im- 
bibed the  Carracci  at  Bologna — worshipped 
Corregio  at  Parma,  and  insulated  himself  at 
Venice,  to  imbue  his  taste  with  the  fascina- 
tions of  Tintoretto,  Titian,  and  Paul  Veronese, 
and  had  now  only  just  returned  from  Italy, 
to  take  possession  of  his  title  and  estate.  He 
was  an  admirer  of  les  beau*  arts,  a  perfect 
connoisseur,  an  ardent  virtuoso;  he  could 
talk  of  nothing  but  the  genial  clime  of  the 
south,  described  his  horror  at  being  obliged 
to  vegetate  in  the  foggy  atmosphere  of  Eng- 
land, and  was  full  of  the  land  of  song  and 
fine  arts ;  dropping  occasional  hints  concern- 
ing scores  of  Italian  duchesses  and  countesses 
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who  had  compromised  their  slender  remains 
of  reputation,  jpottr  P  amour  de  ses  beaux  yeux, 
and  afterwards  attempted  to  poison  him  for 
his  inconstancy. 

His  lordship  aimed  at  being  a  wit  and  a 
poet ;  though,  as  Sheridan  said,  a  joke  in  his 
mouth  was  no  laughing  ihatter.  His  witti- 
cisms were  borrowed  from  the  most  approved 
authorities ;  but  his  poetry  was  unquestion- 
ably original. 

Lord  Montressor  was  devoted  to  jewelry, 
and  wore  rings  and  chains  enough  to  have 
furnished  the  lord  mayor  and  court  of  alder- 
men with  their  civic  baubles.  As  his  protege 
Crouch  (of  whom  more  anon)  remarked,  he  was 
literally  hung  in  chains. 

We  have  now  only  to  sum  up  this  brief  ac- 
count of  his  lordship  by  saying,  that  if  the 
Marquis  de  Sevigne  merited,  from  his  love  of 
bijouterie^  the  title  of  Le  roi  des  bagatelles, 
Lord  Montressor  might  with  equal  justice  have 
disputed  the  sovereignty. 
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During  his  residence  in  Italy,  Lord  Mon- 
tressor  fell  in  with  the  brightest  musical  genius 
of  our  times,  Rossini,  who  was  indulging  in 
the  most  delightful  dolce  far  niente,  amidst 
the  flowers  of  his  lovely  villa.  Among  the 
noble  bores  by  whom  the  great  maestro  was 
daily  assailed,  Lord  Montressor  was  the  great- 
est. His  lordship  looked  upon  himself  as  a 
distinguished  amateur  of  Moupon's  romances, 
and  was  continually  inflicting  them  upon  the 
immortal  composer  of  Mose. 

One  evening,  at  the  palace  of  Rossini,  when 
the  great  maestro  was  gratifying  the  elite  of  tra- 
vellers with  his  air  from  the  Barbiere,  Montres- 
sor made  his  way  to  the  pianoforte,  and  produ- 
cing a  romance  by  Mo  upon,  whose  vocal  part 
only  he  had  copied  into  his  music  book,  re- 
quested M.  Rossini's  genius  would  condescend 
to  make  up  for  the  absent  accompaniment.  The 
iUustrissimo  Signor  graciously  bowed  acquies- 
cence. Lord  Montressor  put  his  handkerchief 
to  his  nose,  coughed  ceremoniously,  touched 
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his  throat  with  his  hand,  and  complained  that 
he  was  not  in  good  voice,  and  when  about  to 
commence,  requested  the  maestro  to  favour 
him  with  a  substantial  ritorneUo,  in  order  that 
he  might  take  breath  between  the  stanzas, 
and  prepare  himself  for  a  passage  at  the  end 
of  the  romance,  written  somewhat  too  high 
for  his  vocal  powers.  Rossini  forthwith  exe- 
cuted a  ritorneUo,  which  enraptured  the  whole 
audience,  and  greatly  encouraged  the  noble 
amateur,  but  the  unfortunate  lord  was  not 
musician  enough  to  judge  of  the  portee  of  the 
scientific  modulation  which  had  treacherously 
transferred  the  melody  to  a  higher  tone.  The 
poor  singer,  who  ascribed  the  uneasiness  of  his 
voice  to  emotion,  made  extraordinary  efforts 
to  catch  the  high  notes  of  the  passages  he 
dreaded ;  and  such  is  the  power  of  confidence, 
that  he  attacked  in  a  very  respectable  style  notes 
which  he  would  have  deemed  beyond  his  reach 
if  he  had  known  of  the  trick  played  upon  him. 
"Bravo!"  exclaimed  the  maestro;  "bra 
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vissimo ! " — "  The  ritornetto,  if  you  please," 
sighed  the  amateur,  nearly  overcome  with  his 
efforts.  Rossini  resumed  another  series  of 
modulations,  and  again  transposed  the  ill- 
fated  romance  a  semi-tone  higher.  The  noble 
singer  was  deluged  with  perspiration,  but  he 
had  the  honour  of  singing  in  presence  of  Rossini, 
the  genius  of  music.  He  therefore  struggled 
on  with  his  fate,  and,  throwing  his  head  back, 
roared  out  his  arduous  passages.  "  Bravis- 
simo"  reiterated  the  great  composer;  "  Rubini 
would  not  acquit  himself  of  it  in  better  style, 
I  can  assure  you." — "  The  ritornello"  said  his 
panting  lordship,  anxious  to  extricate  himself 
at  any  cost  from  his  fatal  enterprise.  He  was 
then  treated  with  a  fresh  series  of  modulations, 
which  once  more  raised  the  air  in  such  a  man- 
ner as  to  render  it  inaccessible  to  Rubini  him- 
self. Lord  Montressor,  exasperated  against 
difficulties  which  he  could  not  account  for, 
rushed  headlong  into  the  peril ;  but,  alas  !  the 
powers  of  man  are  not  boundless.     When  the 
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singer  reached  for  the  third  time  the  formid- 
able passage  which  rose  every  moment  higher 
and  higher,  he  uttered  a  tremendous  squeak, 
which  kindled  one  of  the  loudest  and  most 
universal  fits  of  laughter  upon  record.  "Bravo, 
mais  maJheureux  guerrier"  said  Rossini  in 
Italian  French,  "  Mi  lord,  voila  ouna  romance 
qui  vow  honore  dans  mon  esprit ;  il  y  a  long 
temps  que  le  Signer  Moupon  ne  m' avail  fait 
tant  de  plaisir" 

There  are  certain  persons  to  be  met  with  in 
the  highest  class  of  London  society,  whose 
presence  there  might  reasonably  excite  as 
much  astonishment  as  did  the  cargo  of  shoes 
and  blankets  which  some  philanthropic  per* 
sons  forwarded  to  the  black  population  of  the 
West  Indies;  persons  neither  distinguished 
by  birth,  fortune,  talent,  figure,  nor  address. 
When  any  novice  in  the  science  of  worldly 
wisdom  is  tempted  to  inquire  how  one  of 
these  worthies  get  the  entree  into  society,  the 
answer  is  generally  vague  and  unsatisfactory. 
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Should  the  inquisitive  pursue  their  inquiry, 
they  will  find  the  latent  merit  which  gives 
vogue  to  a  man  of  low  extraction  and  vulgar 
habits  is  that  he  is  a  useful  man ;  endowed 
with  small  abilities  and  great  subserviency; 
who  toadies  the  leaders  of  fashion;  whose 
easy  temper  can  endure  and  forget  a  passing 
slight ;  who  will  lend  his  unceasing  exertions 
to  any  cause  wherein  he  may  be  profitably 
retained ;  and  who  brings  to  the  table  of  his 
patron  the  scandal  of  the  day,  and  a  few  wit- 
ticisms of  moderate  merit,  in  return  for  a 
cutlet  and  sillery. 

A  being  of  this  M'Sycophant  order,  once 
favoured  by  an  auspicious  opening  into  so- 
ciety, is  sure  of  rising  to  its  highest  point. 
"  It  is  an  eagle  only,  or  a  reptile"  says  the 
philosopher,  "  which  attains  the  summit  of 
the  pyramid."  And  Lionel  Crouch,  our  hero, 
may  be  fairly  included  among  the  <'  creeping 
things  innumerable,"  who  owe  their  elevation 
to  the  patience  and  perseverance  of  their 
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crawling.  Independently  of  his  fawning  pro- 
pensities, he  was  a  perfect  listener  and  flat- 
terer. A  perfect  listener  should  he  composed 
of  the  same  materials  the  Due  de  Sully  gives 
for  making  a  great  statesman,  "  little  feeling 
and  no  passions;"  and  these  qualifications 
our  Tuft-hunter  possessed  in  a  great  degree. 

To  those  who  may  wonder  how  such  a 
creature  should  have  won  followers  hy  his 
flattery,  we  will  only  repeat  what  the  wisest 
We  admitted  before  us  —  that  flattery  is 
pleasing,  even  from  the  mouth  of  a  madman ; 
and  that  censure,  as  well  as  praise,  often  af- 
fects us,  while  we  despise  the  opinions  of 
those  who  express  it. 

Lionel  Crouch,  or,  as  he  was  usually  called, 
u  snuflf-box  Crouch,"  was  a  regular  Tuft- 
hunter,  a  hanger-on  to  the  nobility.  His 
taste  was  to  boast  of  an  intimacy  with  people 
of  rank,  and  to  call  noblemen  by  their  una- 
dorned titles*  At  Eton  and  Cambridge  his 
ambition  had  ever  been  to  live  on  intimate 
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terms  with  the  aristocracy.  On  leaving  col* 
lege,  he  had  made  a  tour  in  Italy,  and  had 
trod  himself  into  society. 

To  remedy  any  obscurity  that  may  attach 
to  this  expression,  we  will  explain. — Lionel 
Crouch  had  a  way  peculiar  to  himself  of  form- 
ing acquaintances,  namely,  by  treading  lightly 
upon  their  feet-fingers  (as  an  Italian  Countess 
denominated  her  doigts  de  pieds).  This  gave 
him  the  opportunity  of  making  V amende  ho- 
norable, and  he  took  advantage  of  it  by  ex- 
pressing his  deep  regrets  at  his  awkwardness, 
adding  a  salve  to  the  sufferer,  in  the  shape  of 
a  highly  complimentary  speech,  and  offering 
an  English  newspaper  of  the  latest  date,  which 
he  always  carried  about  with  him,  and  his  own 
services  as  cicerone  during  their  sijowr  in  the 
same  town.  But  a  worm  will  turn,  if  tram- 
pled upon;  and,  one  day,  unfortunately  for 
Crouch,  he  tried  his  footing  with  a  testy, 
elderly  nobleman  from  the  Emerald  Isle,  who 
was  suffering  under  a  slight  fit  of  the  gout. 
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The  peer  stormed;   in  vain  the  Tuft-hunter 
stammered  out  an  apology.     Finding  that 
failed,  he  tried  the  soothing  system,  and  in- 
quired after  his  lordship's  son.     This  added 
fuel  to  the  fire,  for  the  hopeful  son  and  heir 
had  been  expelled  Oxford,  and  was  now  suf- 
fering under  his  parent's  serious  displeasure. 
As  a  last  resource,  Crouch  offered  the  latest 
newspaper;  but,  unfortunately,  it  happened 
to  be  the  Courier,  in  which  newspaper  the 
noble  lord  had  been  severely  lashed  for  a  gross 
job  connected  with  public  improvement*  in 
which  his  lordship's  private  ends  had  been  too 
openly  consulted.    This  caused  the  volcano  to 
burst  forth  upon  the  devoted  head  of  poor 
Crouch,  who  sounded  a  retreat,  and  quickly 
turned  his  inventive  brain  to  a  way  of  accom- 
plishing his  views,  without  subjecting  himself 
to  the  anger  of  irate  tender- feeted  gentlemen. 
His  newspaper-system  succeeded  best;  as 
he  now  took  the  precaution  of  ascertaining 
the  politics  of  the  parties  he  presented  them 
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to ;  and  to  this  he  added  the  bright  thought 
which  gave  him  the  sobriquet  of  "  Snuff-box." 
By  always  carrying  some  three  or  four  snuff- 
boxes, he  was  enabled  to  "  lead"  many  an 
acquaintance  "  by  the  nose" —  a  pinch  of  the 
Harrington  mixture  to  an  amateur,  of  Lundy 
Foote  to  an  Emeralder,  or  a  prise  of  highly- 
scented  rappee  to  an  elderly  lady,  always 
procured  a  bowing  acquaintance,  and  it  gene- 
rally ended  by  a  more  intimate  one. 

Lord  Montressor  had  met  Crouch  at  Flo- 
rence, and,  hearing  of  his  propensity,  made 
the  first  advance,  preferring,  as  his  lordship 
said,  a  bowing  acquaintance  to  having  his 
feet  trodden  upon.  The  manner  in  which 
Lionel  Crouch  improved  that  acquaintance 
was  a  perfect  coup  de  maitre,  and  deserves  to 
be  recorded. — Understanding  that  Lord  Mon- 
tressor was  particularly  desirous  of  becoming 
the  possessor  of  a  unique  bust  of  Canova's, 
the  indefatigable  Tuft-hunter  immediately 
went  to  the  sculptor  who  had  the  disposal  of 
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it,  and  got  the  promise  of  the  refusal  of  this 
splendid  work  of  art.  When  the  noble  con- 
noisseur applied  for  it,  he  was  informed  that 
Signor  Lionel  Crouch  had  been  before  him, 
and,  in  the  event  of  the  government  declining 
it,  would  become  the  fortunate  purchaser. 
This  rendered  his  lordship  doubly  anxious; 
and,  after  sundry  little  attentions,  in  the 
shape  of  dinners,  opera-boxes,  and  introduc- 
tions to  his  aristocratic  friends,  Crouch  re- 
signed his  claim  in  the  bust  to  his  patron, 
and  they  became  inseparables  ever  after. 

To  be  Lord  Montressor's  friend  (he  would 
have  shuddered  to  be  called  hanger-on)  con- 
tented Crouch's  warmest  ambition,  because 
through  it  he  enjoyed  the  gratifying  privilege 
of  moving  in  the  first  circles  abroad. 

We  ought  not  to  omit  to  mention  that 
Lionel  Crouch  knew  the  "  human  studbook" 
by  heart.  He  observed  with  great  care  the 
different  grades  and  degrees  of  the  peerage, 
in  the  selection  of  his  invitations,  and  of  those 

VOL.  I.  I 
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with  whom  he  (was)  honoured  with  an  arm 
down  St.  James's  Street  or  Pall  Mall ;  and  it 
is  reported  that  he,  upon  one  occasion,  went 
through  every  gradation  of  the  "  knightage/' 
"  baronetage,"  and  "  peerage,"  between 
Crockford's  and  the  House  of  Lords. 

"  Ah !  Sir  Hector,  are  you  going  to  take  a 
turn?"  said  he,  seizing  the  arm  of  one  of 
Wellington's  most  distinguished  K.  C.  B.s. 

"  I  have  an  appointment  at  the  United 
Service  Club,"  responded  the  veteran,  drily. 

"  I  am  going  your  way,"  rejoined  the  Tuft- 
hunter  ;  but,  ere  they  had  reached  the  cross- 
ing of  Jermyn  Street,  Sir  Henry  Moreland, 
Bart.,  met  them,  and  gave  a  cold  recognition 
in  passing — 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir  Hector,  but  I 
must  say  a  few  words  to  Sir  Henry— excuse 
me — good  morning." 

The  Tuft-hunter  caught  his  baronet,  before 
he  reached  Piccadilly,  and  as,  of  course,  he 
happened  "  to  be  going  the  same  way,"  took 
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his  aim.  At  Devonshire  House,  Lord  Rivers- 
dale's  cab  drew  up,  and,  while  his  lordship 
was  giving  his  card  to  the  porter,  Crouch 
remembered  that  he  had  something  very  par- 
ticular to  say  to  the  lordling. 

"  I  am  off  to  the  House,  Crouch,"  said 
Riversdale. 

"  That  will  just  suit  me,"  replied  the  toady; 
but,  on  passing  Brook's,  Crouch  spied  the 
young  Viscount  Millbanke's  visage  at  the 
window,  and,  having  left  his  friend  Rivers- 
dale,  was,  in  a  short  time,  loitering  down 
St.  James's  Street,  by  the  side  of  one  of  the 
emptiest  lords  in  London.  At  Same's  door, 
the  Earl  of  Fochaber's  curricle  was  in  wait- 
ing, and  the  Tuft-hunter  remembered  that  he 
had  business  of  some  importance  anent  the 
Tweed  fisheries  with  his  lordship.  Despite, 
however,  of  numerous  hints,  the  shrewd  man 
of  the  north  would  not  invite  Crouch  to  take 
a  seat  in  his  carriage,  and  he  was  beginning 
to  be  au  desespoir,  when  the  Marquis  of  Selby 
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arul  the  Duke  of  Strettrington  chanced  to 
pa*w.  Leaving  the  Earl,  the  Tuft-hunter 
joined  the  two  noblest  ornaments  of  the  aris- 
tocratic pillars ! 

Upon  more  than  one  occasion.  Crouch  had 
fallen  when  trying  to  mount  the  aristocratic 
ladder,  for,  like  his  inimitable  prototype,  Sir 
Luke  Limp,  in  Foote's  comedy,  he  sacrificed 
all  ranks  for  a  duke.  On  the  Epsom  day, 
when  "  men  about  town"  are  somewhat  scarce, 
Crouch  had  accepted  an  invitation  to  dine  with 
the  Earl  of  Avondale.  His  lordship  was  a  wit, 
and  found  in  the  Tuft-hunter  a  most  admirable 
butt  to  practise  at.  Crouch,  too,  was  a  capi- 
tal echo  at  the  further  end  of  his  dinner- table, 
and  got  all  his  lordship's  stray  opinions  by 
heart,  which  he  sported  as  bis  own.  On  the 
evening  before  the  day  of  the  dinner,  a  note 
reached  Crouch  from  the  Duke  of  Strettring- 
ton, containing  an  invitation  to  dinner  for  the 
following  day,  and  apologizing  for  the  mistake 
and  delay  in  the  delivery  of  the  note,  caused 
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by  the  carelessness  of  a  servant.  Lionel  lost 
no  time  in  accepting  his  grace's  invitation, 
and  writing  a  few  lines  to  his  friend  the  earl, 
to  the  effect  that  "  circumstances  inevitable 
compelled  him  to  leave  town  for  Brighton, 
and  that  he  trusted  his  lordship  would  excuse 
him  in  not  fulfilling  his  engagement."  So  far, 
so  good ;  and,  although  Crouch  felt,  like  the 
ting  in  Bombastes  Furioso, 


;  To  stay  from  either  he  was  very  loth, 
And  sighed  to  think  he  could  not  dine  at  both,' 


be  consoled  himself  by  the  thoughts  of  the 
eclat  that  would  accrue  to  him,  by  dining  with 
the  duke.  But  the  course  of  dining  out,  like 
true  love,  did  not  run  smooth,  for  on  the  very 
day  of  the  dinner,  just  as  Crouch  was  waiting 
near  Tattereall's,  to  get  a  smile,  nod,  look,  or 
recognition  from  the  titled  sportsmen  return- 
ingfrom  the  Derby,  the  Duke  of  Strett  ring  ton's 
carriage  drew  up,  and,  as  the  Tuft-hunter 
made  his   way  towards   it,  to  his  extreme 


1 74  THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 

dismay,  he  found  the  Earl  of  Avondale  by  his 
grace's  side.  "  Why,  Crouch,  I  thought  you 
were  at  Brighton  !"  exclaimed  the  former. 
"  We  dine  at  half  past  eight,"  said  the  duke, 
at  which  Crouch  remarked  a  conversation 
being  carried  on  sotto  voce  between  the  two 
noble  lords.  Crouch  retired  somewhat  abashed, 
but  still  remembered  the  glory  of  being  noticed 
in  the  following  morning  papers,  as  one  of  the 
distinguished  guests  at  Strettrington  House. 

Lionel  rode  home,  made  a  most  elaborate 
toilet,  smiled  complacently  at  himself,  as  he 
entered  one  of  Bryant's  best  "glass  cha- 
riots," and  heard  his  valet  ostentatiously  di- 
rect the  coachman  to  Strettrington  House. 
Off  the  chariot  whirled,  and  reaching  Park 
Lane,  great  was  our  hero's  consternation  at 
finding  a  servant  waiting  at  the  door  with  a 
rueful  countenance;  and  which  look  was 
shortly  explained  by  a  note,  that  was  put  into 
Crouch's  hand,  stating,  that  an  express  had 
just  arrived  from  Vienna,  with  the  account  of 
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the  death  of  his  grace's  second  son.  Crouch 
retained  to  his  lodgings,  where  he  made  a 
solitary  meal,  and  was  not  a  little  vexed  upon 
the  following  morning,  when  he  saw  the 
account  of  the  Earl  of  Avondale's  grand 
banquet  duly  announced  in  the  Post. 

This  and  another  contretemps  had  driven 
Crouch  abroad,  for  he  could  not  brave  the 
ridicule  attached  to  the  latter,  and  which  was 
caused  by  his  having  sacrificed  a  baronet  for 
a  viscount :  but,  unfortunately,  in  his  hurry, 
he  had  put  the  refusal  to  Sir  John  into  the 
envelope  directed  to  the  noble  lord,  who, 
failing  in  getting  a  party  at  home,  had  ac- 
cepted  an  invitation  into  the  country,  so  that, 
*hen  Crouch  attended  at  the  appointed  time, 
he  found  the  house  shut  up ;  and  on  entering 
the  supper-room  at  Crockford's,  to  console 
himself  for  the  loss  of  his  dinner,  he  was  not 
a  little  surprised  to  find  the  worthy  baronet's 
reception  the  north  side  of  friendly.  An 
wlairmsement  took  place,  and  Sir  John  put 
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into  his  hand  the  note  the  Tuft-hunter  had 
addressed  to  the  noble  lord,  in  which  he  con- 
gratulated himself  that  his  lordship's  note  had 
just  arrived  when  he  was  deliberating  whether 
he  should  accept  that  horrid  old  bore,  Sir 
John  Hatherton's,  invitation. 

Crouch  had    now   established  himself  in 
London,  and  had  obtained  the  notoriety  he 
coveted,  by  coming  forward    on   the  ultra- 
liberal  interest,  for  the  borough  of  Hawkstone. 
Like  a  genuine  tuft-hunter,  he  had  on  the 
hustings  affected  a  great  contempt  for  rank 
and  title ;  and  inveighed  against  the  aristo- 
cracy as  a  rotten  and  despicable  institution — 
as  "  the  fungus,  the  wen,  the  excrescence  of 
society.'*     Yet  off  the  hustings,  he  found  his 
contempt  of  the  order  perfectly  consistent 
with  the  most  abject  deference  to*  any  indi- 
vidual belonging  thereto.     High  and  conspi- 
cuous upon  the  bright  surface  of  the  mirror 
which  adorned  his  mantelpiece  were  placed 
the   visiting    or    invitation    cards    of   such 
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titled  persons  as  he  had  contrived  to  scrape 
acquaintance  with.  Their  names  were  ever 
upon  his  lips,  as  "  delightful  women,  excellent 
fellows," 

Lionel  Crouch  had  paid  dearly  for  the 
honour  of  the  countenance  of  the  nobility,  for 
it  is  scarcely  an  exaggeration  to  say,  a  drive 
in  Lord  Stakeland's  phaeton  in  the  park  had 
cost  him  five  hundred  pounds,  and  a  dinner  at 
Greenwich  with  the  Earl  of  Cumberlege  and 
his  friends  had  stood  him  in  a  thousand,  which 
the  noble  party  won  from  him  at  hazard. 

Crouch  always  made  a  point  of  going  out 
of  town  and  returning  once  a  week,  that  his 
name  might  appear  among  the  arrivals  and 
departures  in  the  Morning  Post,  and  took  the 
trouble  of  communicating  every  dinner  and 
evening  engagement  he  accepted  to  that 
fashionable  organ,  for  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
his  name  blazoned  forth  in  its  foremost  ranks. 

In  addition  to  the  above  mentioned  qualities, 
Lionel  Crouch  had  one  peculiarity  worth  re- 
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cording,  namely,  that  he  was  always  "  going 
your  way ;"  that  is,  be  it  understood,  the  way 
of  every  nobleman  of  fashion.  If  by  chance 
some  spendthrift  lord  was  wending  his  way 
towards  some  rich  man  of  the  East,  a  city 
money-lender,  and  chanced  to  fall  in  with  the 
Tuft-hunter,  he  was  sure  to  be  "going  his 
way,"  and  offered  his  arm  to  the  half  ruined 
scion  of  nobility — if  some  Corinthian  pillar  of 
the  state  was  bending  his  steps  towards  the 
Queen's  Bench,  to  see  some  quondam  friend, 
whose  extravagancies  had  caused  him  to  be  im- 
mured within  its  walls,  and  happened  to  meet 
Crouch,  he  was  equally  sure  to  be  "  going  his 
way" — if  some  kind-hearted  nobleman  was 
chaperoning  some  country  cousin  to  the  Zoo- 
logical Gardens  in  the  Regent's  Park,  and  was 
unfortunate  enough  to  cross  Lionel's  path,  he 
was  also  sure  to  be  "  going  his  way  " — if  some 
hereditary  legislator  was  on  his  way  to  the 
House  of  Lords,  to  deliver  himself  of  an  im- 
promptu speech,  fait  a  loisir,  and  fell  in  with 
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the  Tuft-hunter,  the  latter  was  sure  to  be 
"  going  his  way  " — if  some  young  aristocratic 
M.P.  was  walking  towards  St.  Stephen's,  re- 
hearsing- his  maiden  speech  by  the  way  (which 
oration,  if  even  "  inaudible  in  the  gallery," 
would  probably  appear  in  print,  interlarded 
with  hears  and  cheers,  corrected  and  revised 
bj  the  author),  and  met  Crouch,  nothing  short 
of  a  miracle  could  prevent  our  hero  joining 
the  sucking  senator,  as  he  happened  to  be 
"  going  his  way  " — if  a  sporting  peer  was  on 
his  road  to  TattersalTs,  and  encountered  the 
aristocratic  hanger-on,  he  was  sure  to  be 
"going  his  way!"  East,  west,  north,  and 
south,  were  all  the  same  to  Crouch,  so  long 
as  the  loadstar  of  nobility  pointed  that  way. 

To  try  how  far  Lionel  would  "  go  your 
way,"  an  eccentric  peer,  after  giving  him  a 
supper  at  the  piazza  coffee-house,  took  him 
by  the  hand,  wishing  him  "good  night." 
"  Stay,"  says  Lionel,  "  I  am  going  your  way." 
His  friend  stepped  onward,  out  of  his  own 
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way,  with  Crouch,  to  Lambeth,  when  con- 
triving to  amuse  Lionel  with  an  account  of  a 
very  recherche  aristocratic  dinner,  he  brought 
him  back  to  the  Bedford  in  Covent  Garden 
at  three  in  -  the  morning,  where,  after  drink- 
ing some  soda  and  brandy,  a  new  departure 
was  taken,  with  "  Good  morning,  Lionel,  I 
am  going  home  to  the  Regent's  Park." 
"  Well,"  says  the  Tuft-hunter,  "  that's  in  my 
way ;"  and,  upon  leaving  his  friend  in  Sussex 
Terrace,  he  took  his  leave  a  second  time,  and 
afterwards  walked  leisurely  home  to  his 
lodgings  in  Clifford  Street. 

A  few  mornings  after  Miss  Callendar's 
arrival  in  town,  and  the  one  we  have  described 
at  the  commencement  of  this  chapter,  Lionel 
Crouch  found  himself,  as  was  his  daily  cus- 
tom, at  the  breakfast-table  of  Lord  Montres- 
sor  in  the  Albany. 

"  Oh,  Montressor,  such  an  importation ! 
a  perfect  divinity !  the  image  of  the  Spinoza, 
who  you  remember  at  Florence ;  rich  as  Crce- 
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sus,  face  angelic,  figure  superb:  she'll  turn 
every  man's  head  in  London." 

"  She  seems  to  have  turned  yours/'  replied 
the  virtuoso.  "  How  can  I  say  whether  I  have 
seen  her,  when,  in  your  rhapsody,  you  hare 
quite  forgotten  to  '  name/  as  we  say  in  the 
house?" 

"  Name !  what's  in  a  name  ?"  replied  Lionel. 
"  A  rose " 

<c  Pshaw !"  interrupted  Montressor,  "  have 
done  with  your  poetical  effusion,  and  in  sim- 
ple prose  say  who  your  modern  Venus  is." 

"Agnes  Callendar,  of  Hazelwood  Court, 
in  the  county  of  Sussex,  only  daughter  of  the 
late  Sir  Charles  Callendar,  Bart.,  a  distant 
cousin  to  the  present,  and  now  on  a  visit  to 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  in  Grosvenor  Street." 

"  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,"  replied  Lord  Mon- 
tressor, "let  us  see;  I  fancy  I  know  the 
name ;  oh,  here  it  is." 

Taking  up  the  Morning  Post,  he  read, 
"  fashionable  arrangements :  June  2nd.,  Mrs. 
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Harcourt  Evans,  a  concert  in  Grosvenor 
Street.  July  29,  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's 
grand  ball  to  the  elite  of  society." 

"  Lionel/9  said  his  lordship,  "  we  must  get 
invited ;  arrange  it  to-day ;  nothing  so  easy : 
get  introduced  yourself,  and  then  present  me. 
Say,  I  wish  to  see  her  Louis  Quatorze  clock ; 
she's  sure  to  have  one." 

"  I  will  do  my  best,"  replied  Crouch. 

"  You  can  have  my  hacks  to-day,"  con- 
tinued his  lordship,  "  you  are  sure  to  see  her 
in  the  park :  dine  with  me  at  eight,  at  the 
Clarendon ;  perhaps  you'll  order  dinner  as  you 

go  by." 

This  conversation  was  put  an  end  to  by  the 
entrance  of  the  breakfast,  during  the  discus- 
sion of  which  Lionel  Crouch  continued  his 
rhapsodies:  "perfect!"  "beautiful!"  "ex- 
.  quisite!"  "tender!"  "splendidly  dressed!" 
but  whether  these  panegyrics  applied  to  the 
rognons  an  vin  de  Champagne,  the  pate  de 
foie  gras,  the  cdtelletes  <TAgneauy  or  the  divine 
Agnes,  we  are  at  a  loss  to  determine. 
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Crouch  now  took  his  leave,  and  after  or- 
dering a  sumptuous  dinner  at  the  Clarendon, 
mounted  his  friend's  horses,  and,  after  paying 
sundry  visits,  wended  his  way  towards  the 
park.  After  a  few  turns  between  the  line 
of  carriages,  during  which  time  his  head 
nodded  like  a  Chinese  joss  to  almost  every 
passer-by,  he  espied  the  gorgeous  crimson 
liveries  of  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans.  Crouch 
having  "  marked'9  his  game,  now  galloped  off 
to  the  statue,  where  a  crowd  of  idle  eques- 
trians were  basking  in  the  sun. 

"  Here's  Snuffbox !  here's  Crouch !  the 
nuisance!  the  bore!"  exclaimed  some  half- 
dozen,  moving  off  as  the  intruder  approached. 

"Ah,  Mordaunt,  how  are  you?  do  we 
meet  at  Montressor's  to-day?"  inquired  the 
Tuft-hunter.  "  Calthorpe,  a  pinch  of  snuff? 
Elgin,  I  expected  you  at  Lady  Burroughs's 
last  night ;  I  waited  near  the  door  for  half  an 
hour  to  present  you.  I  beg  your  pardon,  my 
lord,"  addressing  a  young  fashionable  ex- 
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quisite,  just  emancipated  from  Oxford,  "  bat 
I  rather  think  your  horse  has  picked  up  a 
stone ;  allow  me  to  see." 

"  You  are  vewy  kind,"  lisped  his  lordship- 
Crouch  alighted,  took  up  the  horse's  foot, 
scraped  it  lightly  with  his  stick,  and  pro* 
nounced  it  all  right.  His  lordship  again  ex- 
pressed his  "  gwatitude"  which  led  to  further 
remarks,  and  Lionel  had  the  satisfaction  of 
adding  another  titled  acquaintance  to  his 
numerous  list — Lord  St.  Regis,  of  Christ 
Church,  Oxford ;  heir  to  a  large  fortune ;  very 
young,  very  good-looking,  and  who  certainly 
had  as  beautiful  light  auburn  hair  as  ever 
curled  and  clustered  over  an  empty  head. 

At  this  moment,  the  gaudy  carriage  with 
crimson  liveries  approached. 

"  Who's  this  ?  it  looks  like  royalty ;"  in- 
quired one  of  the  loungers. 

"  Mrs,  Harcourt  Evans,"  replied  Lionel : 
"  she  gives  a  concert  on  the  2nd  of  June :  are 
you  going  to  it,  Ray  ?" 
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"  No,"  rejoined  the  latter. 

"  Are  yon,  Calthorpe?" 

"  I  have  not  the  honour  of  her  acquaint- 
ance," responded  Lord  Calthorpe. 

"  I  wather  think  I  shall,"  observed  the 
lordling  we  have  before  alluded  to,  "  though 
I  am  told  they  are  insuffewably  cioowded." 

Crouch  now  saw  where  his  chance  lay, 
and  after  complimenting  his  lordship  upon 
the  degree  he  had  just  taken,  (en  passant ,  be 
it  said  that  the  young  nobleman  had  nearly 
been  plucked,)  and  praising  his  lordship's 
horse,  and  eulogizing  his  lordship's  exploits 
at  a  steeple-chase,  so  far  succeeded  in  ingra- 
tiating himself  with  the  young  peer  as  to  be 
asked  to  take  a  turn  towards  the  "  gawdens" 
"Introduce  me  to  Lord  St.  Regis,"  said 
Crouch  to  a  young  guardsman,  who  had  just 
joined  the  coterie. 

"  St.  Regis,  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to 
Mr.  Lionel  Crouch.  Mr.  Lionel  Crouch,  Lord 
St.  Regis." 
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There  was  an  exchange  of  bows,  and  the 
two  new  acquaintances  proceeded  towards 
Kensington  Gardens.  Crouch,  anxious  to 
overtake  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  proposed  a 
canter. 

"  What  a  perfect  lady's  horse  that  would 
make,"  said  he ;  "  how  well  his  shoulders  are 
put  on — a  splendid  goer !" 

Amidst  this  shower  of  compliments,  they 
neared  the  scarlet  liveries.  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans  gave  the  young  lord  a  most  gracious 
smile. 

"Is  not  that  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans?9'  in- 
quired Crouch. 

The  identical,"  responded  St.  Regis. 
By  the  way,"  resumed  the  former,  "  I 
wish  to  be  presented  to  her ;  I  have  a  message 
from  Montressor ;  you  know  Montressor  ?" 

"  Only  by  weputation"  answered  the  young 
nobleman. 

"  He  is  a  most  excellent  fellow,"  said 
Lionel,  "  and  you  will  like  him  amazingly." 


it 
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After  suffering  a  short  pause  to  elapse,  he 
added,  "  oh,  here's  the  carriage ;  just  mention 
my  name  and  Montressor's." 

The  crowd  of  carriages  near  Kensington 
Gardens  had  compelled  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans 
to  return ;  and  as  she  passed  Lord  St.  Regis, 
she  again  bestowed  upon  him  one  of  her  most 
fascinating  smiles.  His  lordship  approached 
the  carriage  window. 

"  May  I  have  the  honour  of  pwesenting  a 
friend  of  mine  ? — he  has  a  message  from  Lord 
Montwessor" 

Before  the  lady  had  time  to  give  a  response, 
Crouch  was  by  his  patron's  side. 

"  Mrs.  Hawcourt  Evans,  allow  me  to pwesent 
Mr.  Lionel  Ctvouch" 

Crouch  took  off  his  hat,  made  a  most 
reverential  bow,  which  was  met  by  rather  a 
formal  return,  but  Lionel  Crouch  was  not  the 
man  to  be  daunted. 

"  I  feel  greatly  obliged  to  St.  Regis,"  he 
said,  approaching  the  carriage,  "  for  this  in- 
troduction ;  I  have  long  been  desirous  of  such 
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an  honour."     Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  made  a 

slight  obeisance.  Lionel  resumed:  "My 
friend  Montressor  is  dying  to  be  presented 
to  you;  he  raves  about  your  house,  and  a 
Lewis  Quatorze  clock,  which,  Emanuel  says,  is 
unique" 

"  Lord  Montressor  is  very  kind,"  responded 

« 

the  lady. 

"  Would  it  be  too  great  a  liberty,"  con- 
tinued the  persevering  Crouch,  "  if  some 
afternoon,  during  your  absence  from  home, 
you  would  permit  him  to  see  it." 

"  At  all  times  I  shall  be  happy  to  shew  so 
great  a  connoisseur  as  Lord  Montressor  any 
object  in  my  house  worthy  of  his  attention," 
rejoined  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  with  a  look 
of  espieglerie,  that  would  have  told  a  duller 
man  than  Crouch  that  his  object  was  seen 
through,  and  so  in  truth  it  was,  for  the  widow 
had  quickness  to  observe  the  increased  anx- 
iety of  many  of  what  the  newspapers  call  the 
leading  fashionables  to  form  her  acquaintance 
since  the  arrival  of  the  reigning  beauty. 
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A  pause  of  a  few  seconds  succeeded,  during 
which  the  lady  turned  rapidly  over  in  her 
mind  the  possibility  of  inviting  the  toadeed 
without  the  toady  to  her  concert ;  but,  con- 
sistent with  good  breeding,  it  seemed  impos- 
sible ;  so  she  continued : 

"Mr.  Crouch,  perhaps  Lord  Montressor 
and  yourself  would  come  to  me  upon  the  2nd 
of  June." 

"  I  will  answer  both  for  Montressor  and 
myself,"  rejoined  Crouch;  who,  after  a  few 
complimentary  speeches,  and  some  remarks 
about  his  friend  St.  Regis,  took  his  leave, 
and  joined  the  young  lord,  who  had  cantered 
off  towards  the  gardens. 

At  a  little  before  eight  o'clock  Crouch  en- 
tered the  Clarendon  hotel ;  in  a  few  moments 
his  patron  appeared. 

"  Well,  Lionel,  what  success  ?" 

"  Triumphant !  an  invitation  for  the  concert 
on  the  2nd  June.  The  widow  was  somewhat 
coy  at  first,  but  I  administered  a  dose  of 
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'soft  sawdor,'  and  she  yielded  to  my  re- 
quest. I  hear  the  Callendar  girl  has  at  least 
ten  thousand  a  year,  and  five  thousand  acres 
within  a  ring  fence :  there's  a  spec." 

Dinner  was  now  announced,  where  we 
leave  the  convives  to  enjoy  one  of  Mrs.  Chap- 
lin's most  recherche  repasts,  (during  which 
the  health  of  the  young  heiress  was  drank 
with  the  honours),  and  begin  a  fresh  chapter 
for  fresh  occurrences. 


i 
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CHAFFER  XI. 

"  To-morrow  there  is  a  party  of  purple  at  the  "blue"  Mrs. 
Shall  I  go  ? — Urn  ?  I  don't  much  affect  your  blue- 
bottles.    It  will  be  composed  of  a  strange  sprink- 
ling—orators, dandies,  and  all  kinds  of  Blue,  from  the  regular 
Grab-street  uniform  down  to  the  asure  jacket  of  the  Littera- 
teur.   To  see and sitting  together  at  dinner,  always 

reminds  me  of  the  grave,  where  all  distinctions  of  friend  and 
fee  are  levelled ;  and  they — the  reviewer  and  reviewee— the 
rhinoceros  and  elephant,  the  mammoth  and  megalonyx — all 
will  lie  quiet  together.  They  now  sit  together,  as  silent,  but 
not  to  quiet  as  if  they  were  already  immured." 

Byron's  Journal. 

"And  yet  we  shall  have  the  whole  crew  on  our  kibes- 
Blues,  dandies,  and  dowagers,  and  second-hand  scribes, 
All  flocking  to  moisten  their  exquisite  throttles 
With  a  glass  of  madeira  at  Lady  Bluebottles." 

Byron. 

No  sooner  had  the  Morning  Post  announced 
the  arrival  of  Miss  Callendar,  upon  a  visit  to 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  in  Grosvenor  Street, 
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than  Vavasour  hastened  to  call  upon  the  widow. 
He  was  ushered  into  the  drawing-room,  which 
he  found  tenantless,  and  remained  for  a  few 
moments  on  the  tiptoe  of  expectation.  At 
length  the  door  opened,  and  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans  appeared,  unattended,  however,  by  her 
young  protegee. 

A  variety  of  commonplace  subjects  were 
discussed,  in  which  Vavasour  tried  to  lead  up 
to  the  mention  of  Miss  Callendar;  but  so 
silent  was  the  usually  loquacious  matchmaker 
upon  the  subject,  that  he  began  to  doubt  the 
accuracy  of  the  information  conveyed  through 
the  fashionable  organ  of  the  day. 

Just  as  Vavasour  was  about  to  take  his  de- 
parture and  was  on  the  very  tenter-hook,  of 
disappointment,  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  removed 
his  doubts  and  fears  by  saying : 

"  I  have  a  young  friend  staying  with  me 
with  whom  I  believe  you  are  acquainted — 
Miss  Callendar,  a  niece  of  Sir  Walter's." 

Vavasour  stammered  out  that  he  had  had 
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the  pleasure  of  meeting  Miss  Callendar  at 
Harefield  and  Ravensbrook. 

"  True,"  replied  Mrs.  Haroonrt  Evans,  "  I 
remember  hearing  of  your  visit  there :  nay, 
if  I  recollect  rightly,  you  were  of  signal  ser- 
vice to  poor  Agnes  on  the  night  of  the  fire." 

Vavasour  coloured  slightly.  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans  continued. 

"  If  that  dreadful  House  of  Commons  does 
not  keep  you  on  Friday  next,  will  you  excuse 
a  short  invitation,  and  dine  with  me.  I  have 
a  few  friends  in  the  evening." 

Vavasour  expressed  his  happiness  at  ac- 
cepting the  invitation,  and  shortly  retired, 
delighted  with  the  prospect  of  again  meeting 
her  who  had  made  so  deep  an  impression  upon 
his  feelings. 

Friday  came.  Vavasour  was  detained  late 
in  the  House ;  and,  upon  his  arrival  at  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans's,  found  several  guests,  male 
and  female,  already  in  the  drawing-room.  Din- 
ner being  announced,  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans 

VOL.  I.  K 
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took  the  proffered  arm  of  Lord  Melincourt,  a 
political  lion  of  the  day.  The  rest  of  the  party 
followed ;  and  Vavasour  found  himself  placed 
between  Lady  Aspell  and  Miss  Callendar. 

The  conversation  turned  upon  various  sub- 
jects. Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  who  addressed 
herself  principally  to  the  Lord  of  the  Treasury, 
showed  by  her  conversation  that  she  took 
almost  as  much  interest  in  the  state  questions 
of  the  day,  as  if  she  had  been  one  of  the  ca- 
binet. 

The  dinner  passed  as  most  large  dinners 
do ;  that  is,  little  was  heard  during  the  first 
course  beyond  the  ring  and  clatter  incident 
upon  the  rapid  change  of  plate  and  dishes,  and 
the  jingle  of  glasses.  Common  observations 
and  trite  remarks  upon  passing  occurrences 
were  added  to  this  running  accompaniment 
during  the  second ;  and  by  the  time  the  dessert 
was  fairly  on  the  table  and  the  servants  with- 
drawn, the  large  party  seemed  broken  into 
separate  t€te-a-t€te$,  in  each  of  which  the  con- 
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versation  was  carried  on  with  as  perfect  indif- 
ference to  the  collective  body  as  if  a  party  wall 
had  substantially  intervened  between  them. 

After  dinner,  Frank  Vavasour  found  himself 
seated  in  the  far  part  of  the  room,  with  a  sofa- 
table,  and  innumerable  books  of  prints  upon 
it  before  him,  and  by  the  side  of  Agnes  Cal- 
endar. It  is  wonderful  how  much  prints  and 
drawings  aid  conversation.  One  topic  led  to 
another,  and  finally  drew  them  into  criticizing 
the  malevolence  of  the  world. 

"  Hi-nature,"  said  Vavasour,  "  is  a  quality 
(may  it  not  be  a  passion  ?)  so  inherent  in  the 
human  mind,  that  few  persons,  if  any,  are 
exempt  from  its  influence." 

"  True,"  replied  Agnes. 

"  Our  wonderment,  therefore,"  continued 
Frank,  "  at  an  arrogant  assumption  in  those 
of  mediocre,  if  not  of  absolutely  imbecile  ca- 
pacity, should  be  lessened,  if  it  cannot  alto- 
gether be  extinguished.  In  truth,  all  persons 
of  a  low  level  understanding  are  naturally  of 

k  2 
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a  temperament  eager  to  be  raffled  above  its 
lowness ;  and  the  desire  in  such  minds  is  to 
depress  merit,  or  the  rise  of  superiority,  be- 
neath, or  at  least  to  their  own  level." 

"Witness,"  interrupted  his  fair  listener, 
"  Lady  Aspill  at  dinner  to-day." 

"  But  this  class,"  proceeded  Vavasour,  "  of 
which  you  have  just  given  a  tolerable  sample, 
possesses  power  merely  through  the  influence 
of  its  numbers— if  it  can  be  numbered— and 
from  the  general  disposition  of  mankind  to 
believe  the  worst  of  everybody.  It  is  this 
class  of  persons  that  generally  give  birth  to 
all  the  idle  scandals  propagated  by  the  un- 
thinking, and  who  make  a  crusade  against  all 
that  is  eminent  in  talent,  in  spirit,  and  in 
worth." 

"  I  meant  not  to  charge  Lady  Aspill  with 
slander,"  said  the  kind-hearted  Agnes. 

"  None  will  accuse  you,  Miss  Callendar,  of 
uncharitableness,"  rejoined  Frank,  in  the  most 
tender  yet  respectful  manner. 
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Agnes  slightly  blushed  —  Vavasour  re- 
sumed:— 

"  To  the  weak  and  wicked  influence  thus 
described  must  be  added  the  talent  and  acti- 
vity of  those  whose  inclinations  are  so  opposed 
to  goodness,  that  their  chief  occupation  in  the 
world  seems  to  be  to  encourage  in  people  '  the 
alacrity  of  sinking.'  " 

"  You  draw  a  sad  picture  of  human  life," 
said  Agnes,  mournfully. 

"  It  is  a  true  one,  nevertheless,"  continued 
Vavasour.  "  Envy  is  part  and  parcel  of  poor 
human  nature;  it  constitutes,  in  particular, 
the  characteristic  of  those  thousands  who,  to 
die  conceit  of  fools,  unite  the  venom  of  ser- 
pents." 

As  he  paused,  Agnes  said,  "  You  have  in- 
terested me  upon  this  subject,  and  must  not 
quit  it  so  abruptly." 

"  Walter  Scott,"  resumed  Vavasour,  "  was 
master  of  this  key  to  human  character  and 
conduct.     His  truths,  or  '  novels,9  owe  their 
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chief  strength  to  the  vitality  of  character  origi- 
nating in  his  personal  penetration  and  sagacity. 
The  author  of  Waverley  drew  his  likenesses  of 
human  nature  from  no  lay-figures  of  previous 
novelists ;  he  made  the  world's  man  and  the 
world's  woman  sit  to  him;  and  he  painted 
them  to  the  life." 

The  conversation  was  put  an  end  to  by  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans  calling  to  Miss  Callendar  to 
come  and  assist  her  in  receiving  her  guests, 
who,  by  the  noise  in  the  hall,  were  beginning 
to  assemble. 

By  degrees  the  company  came  dropping  in. 
An  antiquated  town  dowager,  with  three  wall- 
flower daughters,  entered  the  room,  and  looked 
cold  and  sulky,  as  they  perceived  they  were 
amongst  the  first  arrivals  :  for  it  is  an  awful 
thing  to  be  the  first  at  a  soiree.  Then  it 
always  happens  in  these  cases,  that  the  very 
people  arrive  together  whom  you  least  wish 
should  eome  in  contact  with  each  other.  If 
you  have  a  particularly  unpresentable  old 
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maid,  a  vulgar  talkative  widow,  or  an  enor- 
mously rich  and  fat  east-end  heiress  on  your 
list,  you  may  always  calculate  on  their  sitting 
on  the  same  couch,  or  standing  directly  vis-a- 
vis  to  the  most  fastidious  acquaintance  you 
can  boast  of. 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  always  boasted  of 
having  refined  her  visiting  list  with  the 
greatest  care ;  but  still,  after  all  her  trouble 
and  filtering,  some  dregs  remained.  Perhaps 
there  is  not  an  exclusive  in  London  who  has 
not  similar  grievances  to  complain  of ;  either 
in  the  shape  of  a  country  cousin,  a  rich  old 
aunt,  a  county  elector,  a  vulgar  connexion,  or, 
worse  than  all,  a  relentless  creditor. 

On  this  occasion,  Mrs.  Tregony,  one  of 
those  active  members  of  society  who  take 
upon  them  /aire  le  frais  de  conversation, 
acted  the  part  of  tormentor,  as  she  sailed 
into  the  room,  smiling  and  curtseying,  and 
looking  most  rustically  good-humoured. 

"Had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  the  Godal- 
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cans  last  week — Miss  Adeliza  grown  quite 
handsome — the  Tryvyvyan  archery  fete  quite 
a  failure — none  of  the  officers  present — highly 
flattered  at  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's  kind  invi- 
tation— hoped  she  was  not  late — should  be 
happy  to  cut  in  at  a  rubber — never  played 
more  than  shilling  points  —  heard  all  the 
foreigneering  singers  were  to  be  present — quite 
a  treat." 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Tregony,  did  you  see  Lady 

Melgund  before  you  left  Cornwall  ?"  inquired 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  in  a  voice  sufficiently 
audible  to  redeem,  as  she  hoped,  the  unfa- 
vourable impression  made  by  her  country 
friend's  appearance. 

"Yes,  indeed;  we  met  at  the  book-club, 
and  such  a  pleasant  day  we  passed!  Only 
think,  Mrs.  Evans,  your  old  beau,  Jem  Wel- 
don,  is  about  to  marry  Jane  Higginson." 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  turned  away  in  de- 
spair. 
*    "  Who  is  that  person  in  the  blue  turban, 
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and  ostrich  feather?"  inquired  Lord  Melin- 
court. 

"A  very  near  neighbour  of  mine  in  the 
country,  Mrs.  Tregony  by  name :  her  husband 
is  immensely  rich,  gave  three  thousand  pounds 
towards  the  last  county  election.  She  is  a 
character— quite  a  blue." 

"  And  upon  the  right  side  of  the  question, 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans?"  inquired  his  lord- 
ship. 

"  Upon  your  side,"  archly  replied  the  lady ; 
"  but  whether  that  is  the  right  or  the  wrong, 
I  am  not  politician  enough  to  decide." 

"  Introduce  me  then — " 

"Certainly.  Mrs.  Tregony,  Lord  Melin- 
court — Lord  Melincourt,  Mrs.  Tregony." 

And  forthwith  his  right-side-of-the-ques- 
tion-lordship  inundated  Mrs.  Tregony  with 
flattery,  which  the  lady  received  most  gra- 
ciously ;  although  she  could  not  for  the  life 
of  her  understand  the  nature  of  the  great 
obligations  the  government   were  under  to 
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her  husband  for  his  liberal  and  disinterested 
support ;  but  which  we  are  enabled  to  attri- 
bute to  the  circumstance  of  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans  having  magnified  a  subscription  of  one 
hundred  pounds  into  one  of  three  thousand ! 

But  pass  we  to  the  star  of  the  evening,  the 
young  and  blooming  Agnes  Callendar. 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  had  been  assailed  in 
all  quarters  by  questions  from  young  and  old. 
"  Do  tell  me?  I  hope  I  am  not  asking  an  im- 
proper question,  but  I  really  am  dying  to 
know-— can  this  beautiful  creature  be  the  child 
Sir  Walter  Callendar  adopted  some  years  ago? 
If  I  remember  right,  her  mother  was  Spanish, 
and  some  dreadful  mystery  attached  to  her 
death.  It  was  very  much  talked  of  at  the 
time.  How  kind  you  have  been !  Have  you 
made  any  discoveries  about  her?  Is  there 
any  hope  of  her  succeeding  to  the  Callendar 
property  ?  I  declare  I  feel  quite  anxious  to 
know  how  the  affair  will  end.  She  appears 
to  be  a  particularly  nice  girl— -what  do  you 
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call  her?  It  must  be  so  very  awkward!  I 
really  do  pity  her,  poor  thing,  most  sin- 
cerely ! " 

Such  was  the  volley  which  Mrs.  Harconrt 
Evans  had  to  encounter  from  divers  old  dow- 
agers, disappointed  and  antiquated  maidens, 
and  grumbling  old  bachelors.  She  was,  how- 
ever, saved  the  trouble  of  replying,  for  every 
body  spoke  at  once,  and  without  waiting  to 
have  their  curiosity  gratified. 

In  the  midst  of  these  inquiries,  a  middle- 
aged  gentleman  advanced,  and  was  greeted 
most  kindly  by  the  hostess. 

"  How  good  of  you,  Lord  Snarlbrook,  to 
come !  You  that  go  no  where.  You'll  find 
your  friends  the  Beaumonts  in  the  next 
room." 

"Next  room,"  muttered  his  lordship  to 
himself.  "  Doorway  blocked  up—how  is  it 
possible  to  get  through  such  a  mob?" 

Lord  Snarlbrook  was  a  sharp,  sour,  sati- 
rical, peevish-looking  little  man,  who  never 
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spoke  a  good  word  of  any  creature.  It  was 
fatiguing  to  follow  the  movements  of  his  rest- 
less eye,  and  painful  to  any  one  with  a  good 
heart  to  listen  to  his  always  ill-natured  and 
often  coarse  remarks. 

"  Miss  Callendar  is  a  pretty  girl,"  said  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans. 

"  No  one  can  be  pretty  who  is  so  affected," 
replied  his  lordship.  "  Then  she  smiles  too 
often,  la gaiete  des jolies  dents" 

Are  you  acquainted  with  Mr.  Crouch  ?" 
He  is  my  aversion,"  rejoined  Snarlbrook ; 

title-hunting  is  his  profession  ;  his  industry 
is  indefatigable ;  there  is  nothing  he  will  not 
do,  no  distance  he  will  not  go,  on  the  remote 
chance  of  getting  a  bow  from  some  noble  per- 
sonage." 

There  was  a  pause,  and  Mrs.  Hareourt  Evans, 
heartily  tired  of  Snaribrook's  ill-nature,  was 
beginning  to  plan  a  move,  when  Sir  Phelim 
O'Moylan,  having  just  finished  his  rubber, 
made  some  commonplace  remark,  and  passed 
on. 
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"A  fine,  open  countenance,"  observed  the 
hostess. 

"  Very,  for  he  never  shuts  his  mouth,  from 
a  laudable  desire  to  catch  the  English  accent," 
said  the  grumbler  par  excellence. 

And  here,  before  we  go  further,  we  must 
protest  against  these  nuisances  of  society,  these 
modern  backbites,  growlers,  and  grumblers,  of 
whom,  like  Lord  Snarlbrook,  there  are  many. 
If  they  would  only  take  half  the  trouble  to  be 
agreeable  that  they  take  to  be  the  contrary, 
society  would  gain  much.  A  disposition  to  be 
pleased  with  others  is  the  first  step  towards 
being  pleased  oneself.  Nine  times  out  of  ten, 
a  man  recommends  himself  less  in  society  by 
what  he  says  or  does,  than  by  what  he  does 
not  say  or  do.  A  constant  effort  to  display 
your  smartness  in  satire,  your  wit  in  repartee, 
or  your  ingenuity  in  argument,  at  the  expense 
of  your  neighbours,  should  it  even  extort  from 
them  an  acknowledgment  of  your  cleverness, 
will  end  by  making  you  the  object  of  their 
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dislike.  Give  up  the  argument  with  good 
grace,  when  such  a  concession  involves  no  sa- 
crifice of  principle,  no  violation  of  taste.  In 
fact,  much  of  your  success  in  society  must 
depend  on  the  judicious  management  of  the 
self-love  of  your  acquaintance,  and  in  this 
forbearance  is  even  more  requisite  than 
flattery. 

But  to  return  to  Lord  Snarlbrook.  He 
was  most  thoroughly  and  entirely  a  London 
man,  never  leaving  the  metropolis,  except 
perhaps  for  a  week's  visit  to  Paris  during  the 
Easter  recess.  He  loved  London  with  an 
unlimited  attachment.  He  loved  the  sound 
of  its  bells,  and  the  noise  of  its  carts  and 
coaches ;  he  loved  the  colour  of  its  mud,  and 
the  canopy  of  its  smoke ;  he  loved  its  No- 
vember fogs,  and  enjoyed  the  music  of  its 
street-musicians  and  its  itinerant  merchants ; 
and  he  loved  St.  James's  Street,  "  the  sweet 
shady  side  of  Pall  Mall,"  White's,  and  Crock- 
ford's. 
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Supper  was  now  announced. 

"  Ay,  Snarlbrook,"  cried  a  young  guards- 
man, "  you'll  stay  supper,  and  then  I'll  drive 
to  Crocky's." 

"  Supper !  —  Heaven  forbid  !  Supper !  — 
Nothing  but  a  set  of  hungry  old  ladies,  many 
of  whom  have  dined  off  a  solitary  mutton-chop 
in  the  single  sitting-room  of  their  lodging, 
gathered,  like  so  many  human  vultures,  round 
the  tables,  eating  up  the  poor  chickens  and 
tongues,  asking  themselves  to  drink  wine, 
smashing  the  spun  sugar  ornaments  of  the 
brandy  peaches,  and  diving  beneath  the  snowy 
surface  of  the  trifles  for  the  tipsy  cakes." 

"  Nonsense,  Snarlbrook,  you  are  too  se- 
vere; Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  piques  herself 
upon  her  suppers ;  and  if  you  escape,  depend 
upon  it  you'll  not  get  an  invite  to  Tredinnick 
Court  during  the  recess." 

"  Don't  mention  that  horror  of  all  horrors, 
a  country-house  two  hundred  miles  from  Lon- 
don.   The  laborious  fussiness  of  a  white-soup 
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English  cook  and  housekeeper,  much  addicted 
to  the  crudities  of  the  national  cuisine;  a 
long,  hot,  noisy  entertainment,  as  stately  as 
the  old-fashioned  silver  epergne,  and  as  dull 
as  a  November  morning  in  London  !  Then  the 
temporary  instalments  in  a  cold,  provincial 
state  drawing-room,  of  which  the  salmon- 
coloured  sofas  and  elaborate  steel  stoves  are 
only  permitted  to  visit  the  glimpses  of  the 
sun  on  occasion  of  the  six  o'clock  arrival  of 
certain  worshipful  coaches  and  four,  bearing 
down  a  horde  of  squires  and  squiresses  !  Then 
the  prosing  over  the  claret !  Every  extinct 
parliamentary  question  is  revived,  the  poor 
laws  discussed,  turnpike  trusts  canvassed,  the 
last  run  with  the  hounds  specifically  recounted, 
Lord  Norbury's  departed  witticisms  carefully 
resuscitated  I  Then  the  dreary,  doleful,  even- 
ing ;  the  *  few  friends9  and  '  kind  neighbours ;' 
the  never-ending,  still-beginning  procession  of 
powdered  domestics  and  green  tea ;  the  long 
whist  and  longer  stories,  of  which,  ever  and 
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anon,  the  state  of  the  weather  fills  up  the 
pauses !" 

"  A  somewhat  exaggerated  account  of  the 
ogrimens  of  a  country-house,"  responded  the 
astonished  guardsman. 

"  Compare  that  to  a  London  dinner,  a  French 
cook,  an  Italian  confectioner,  and  a  German 
maitre  cT hotel ;  where  the  whole  affair  of  the 
table  seems  to  be  conducted  with  almost  invi- 
sible machinery  ;  the  most  exquisite  plats 
dispensed  with  noiseless  assiduity.  The  easy 
flow  of  conversation,  each  passing  topic  illus- 
trated by  some  original  remark,  the  latest 
foreign  intelligence,  the  last  on-dit  from 
Crockford's,  the  newest  bon-mot  from  White's, 
some  fashionable  marriage,  some  illustrious 
death,  severally  discussed  by  the  gay,  the 
witty,  the  distinguished,  who  form  the  elite 
of  London  society." 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  now  approached  the 
grumbler,  who,  to  use  a  sporting  phrase, 
"threw  off"  as  usual. 
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"  It  gives  me  a  shudder  to  think  you  are 
going  to  be  entombed  in  the  country  during 
the  next  month.  Easterly  winds,  no  opera, 
rural  neighbours,  nothing  but  an  indifferent 
dinner  or  two,  or  an  occasional  carpet-dance 
at  some  old  dowager's,  overburthened  with 
antiquated  daughters !  Paris  is  the  only  place 
during  Easter ;  for  what  is  London,  with  its 
meagre  opera,  fitted  up  with  superannuated 
prima  donnas  and  second-rate  tenors  ?" 

"You  are  too  severe,"  interrupted  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans. 

"  Then  the  carnival  detains  your  orchestras 
until  after  Easter ;  and  you  are  compelled  to 
listen  to  the  squeaking  of  indigenous  violins, 
whose  music,  fortunately  for  your  ears,  is 
drowned  in  that  universal  cough,  which  dis- 
tracts the  lungs  of  Great  Britain  between  the 
fog  and  the  smoke  of  the  metropolis." 

"  Oh,  you  horrid  man !"  replied  the  widow ; 
"  why  you  are  enough  to  make  one  half  despise 
one's  native  land !" 
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"  Then  the  ballet !  How  is  it  possible  that 
any  body,  pretending  to  civilization,  should 
tolerate  such  an  execrable  corps  de  ballet,  and 
such  inappropriate  and  unclassical  costume ! 
Why  there  is  not  in  Paris  a  grisette  of  the 
Rue  St.  Honore,  scarcely  a  poissarde,  who 
would  not  execute  an  entrechat  or  a  battement 
with  fifty  times  the  grace  and  precision  of 
those  clumsy,  red-elbowed,  splay-footed  frights, 
whose  sprawling  attitudes  and  scraggy  nudity 
are  inflicted  upon  us  so  frequently  in  the 
course  of  the  ballet,  and  in  the  absence  of  the 
real  artistes." 

At  this  moment,  Lord  Melin court  approached 
the  hostess,  and,  graciously  offering  his  arm, 
took  her  to  the  supper-room,  his  lordship 
counting  upon  the  united  interests  of  the 
Tregonys  and  Harcourt  Evanses  at  the  next 
Cornish  election. 

Snarlbrook  followed,  notwithstanding  what 
he  had  just  grumbled  out  about  suppers  and 
supper-eaters. 
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Miss  Calendar's  beauty  and  accomplish- 
ments had  become  the  topic  of  discussion. 

"  She  is  certainly  handsome/'  said  Crouch, 
"  but  cold ;  not  to  be  compared  with  the 
brilliancy  of  Lady  Constance  de  la  Haye, 
Miss  Brandon's  girlish  loveliness,  or  Lady 
Rosa  Merrivale's  varying  powers  of  conver- 
sation." 

"  Absurd  !  to  compare  her  manner  or  tone 
with  those  of  women  of  real  fashion,"  ex- 
claimed Snarlbrook  —  "a person  of  no  birth 
whatever." 

"  Were  I  to  grant  your  proposition,"  ob- 
served Montressor,  "  she  would  not  be  the 
less  elegant,  the  less  refined,  the  less  beauti- 
ful. *  Si  elle  n'est  point  noble,  elle  merite  Men 
de  V€tre?  And  that  any  man  could  be  found 
bold  enough  to  set  up  that  ogling,  simpering, 
lisping  piece  of  affectation,  Lady  Rosa  Merri- 
vale,  in  opposition  to  the  artless,  natural  Agnes 
Callendar,  surprises  me." 
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"I  quite  agree  with  yon,  Montressor," 
drawled  Lionel  Crouch,  across  the  table,  ar- 
ftying  himself,  as  usual,  in  Lord  Montressor's 
ttst-off  opinions. 
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CHAPTER  XH. 

"  The  stately  homes  of  England, 

How  beautiful  they  stand, 
Amidst  their  tall  ancestral  trees, 

O'er  all  the  pleasant  land ! 
The  deer  across  the  greenwood  bound, 

Through  shade  and  sunny  gleam ; 
And  the  swan  glides  past  them  with  the  sound 

Of  some  rejoicing  stream. 

"  The  merry  homes  of  England, 

Around  their  hearths  by  night, 
What  gladsome  looks  of  household  love 

Meet  in  the  ruddy  light ! 
There  woman's  voice  flows  forth  in  song, 

Or  childhood's  tale  is  told, 
Or  lips  move  tunefully  along 

Some  glorious  page  of  old." 

Mrs.  Hkmans. 

It  is  a  truth  universally  received  that,  to 
witness  English  society  in  perfection,  it  should 
be  seen  in  the  country,  and  a  foreigner  is 
invariably  told  that  he  has  seen  nothing  of 
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England  if  he  has  not  visited  a  nobleman  at 
his  country  seat.  A  country  house  is  the 
world's  epitome ;  and,  among  the  "  merry 
homes  of  England/'  few  had  a  greater  claim 
to  the  title  than  Tredinnick  Court,  the  seat 
of  our  matchmaking  widow,  and  who,  at  least 
twice  a  year,  kept  open  house. 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  had  the  good  fortune, 
or  rather  the  talent,  to  unite  under  her  roof 
men  of  the  most  opposite  opinions,  who,  in 
the  political  arena,  encountered  each  other 
with  almost  gladiatorial  ferocity,  but  who,  in 
the  quiet  seclusion  of  Tredinnick  Court, "  bab- 
bled of  green  fields,"  and  seemed  by  common 
consent  to  eschew  the  trammels  of  party. 
Under  the  auspices  of  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans, 
they  were  able  to  indulge  in  their  refined 
saturnalia,  sacrificing  for  a  while  party  hos- 
tility to  private  enjoyment. 

The  Easter  of  that  memorable  year  which 
we  have  been  recording  was  a  season  of  the 
most  auspicious  sweetness.    Nature  was  alive 
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again,  and  the  country  presented  a  breath  all 
violets,  and  an  aspect  all  sunshine.  There 
are  few  moments  of  the  year  when  our  Eng- 
lish climate  is  more  balmy  and  soft  than 
during  the  last  days  of  April,  when  the  wild 
flowers  are  bursting  in  profusion  beneath  the 
budding  hedges,  when  the  birds  rival  each 
other  in  welcoming  back  the  spring,  so  loudly, 
so  merrily  do  they  sing,  and  when  even  the 
mosses  upon  the  venerable  trunks  of  the 
towering  elms  are  freshened  and  revived  by 
the  penetrating  glances  of  a  genial  sun. 

Such  an  Easter  came ;  and  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans  had  invited  as  many  of  her  numerous 
friends  as  could  be  persuaded  to  leave  London 
to  pass  the  recess  at  Tredinnick  Court. 

That  ancient  manor-house  was  erected  in 
the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  and  was  beauti- 
fully situated  on  an  eminence  commanding 
some  fine  views  of  Penzance  bay  and  the  ad- 
jacent scenery.  Its  architecture  was  imposing 
rather  than  magnificent.     The  grey  granite  of 
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which  the  wings  were  constructed,  the  sloping 
roof,  the  stone  shafted  windows,  the  half 
rained  wall  which  enclosed  the  courtyard,  and 
the  long  avenue  of  trees  leading  to  the  prin- 
cipal entrance,  imparted  to  the  whole  an  air 
of  peculiar  gloom  and  solemnity. 

Such  was  the  exterior  view ;  internally  all 
was  life  and  gaiety,  for  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's 
liberality  had  rendered  the  season  one  of  joy 
and  gratitude  to  her  dependants,  and  she  was 
desirous  that  it  should  be  attended  with  equal 
gratification  to  the  numerous  guests  whom  she 
had  collected  beneath  her  roof.  Thus  every 
day  was  distinguished  by  some  plan  to  vary 
the  amusements,  and  the  kind-hearted  hostess 
found  ready  coadjutors  in  her  schemes  for  the 
entertainment  of  her  guests. 

The  party  assembled  at  Tredinnick  Court 
consisted  of  the  hostess,  Miss  Callendar,  Lord 
Marsland,  a  perpetual  president  of  county 
meetings,  and  a  colonel  of  yeomanry,  who 
dined  with  his  corps  once  a  year ;  Sir  Trevel- 
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loe,  Lady  and  the  three  Misses  Godalcans, 
usually  styled  the  "  Graces,"  though  the  only 
resemblance  was  in  the  number  of  three ;  Mr. 
Oswald,  M.P.,  a  quiet,  easy,  dozy,  good  sort 
of  man,  with  a  good  stomach,  and  its  usual 
accompaniment  —  an  even  temper;  the  two 
Misses  Oswalds,  the  eldest  of  whom  wrote 
poetry,  and  could  only  talk  in  rhapsody  and 
quotation.  She  could  not  say  "  good  morn- 
ing," or  "  good  night,"  without  tacking  to  it 
a  stanza  from  Childe  Harold  ;  her  sister  Julia 
was  fresh  from  the  boarding-school  and  draw- 
ing-master, and  could  talk  of  nothing  but 
tints,  and  middle  distance,  and  foreground  — 
Poussin,  Wouvermans,  Prout,  and  Copley 
Fielding. 

There  was  also  an  Irish  bishop,  and  a  Scot- 
tish lord  of  session;  a  couple  of  exquisite 
M.P.s,  whose  recent  elevation  to  the  rank  of 
legislators  was  very  evident  from  their  affec- 
tation of  parliamentary  phraseology,  and  their 
constant  talk  of  debates  (in  which  their  "  still 
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small  voices"  were  never  heard,)  divisions,  and 
committees. 

Lord  Sidney  Marchmont,  one  of  the  above- 
mentioned  senators,  was  a  tall,  straight  young 
man,  inclining  to  that  line  of  contour  which 
can  only  be  described  by  the  expressive  word, 
lanky.  Whether  his  hair  was  handsome  seems 
questionable ;  for,  while  it  was  designated  as 
"  anjmrn  "  by  his  particular  friends  and  ad- 
mirers, it  was  called  "  carroty  "  by  the  rest 
of  the  world.     Bat  the  young  nobleman  had 
a  finely  formed  mouth,  with  a  very  regular 
set  of  white  teeth,  and  a  clear,  large,  light 
blue  eye,  which  many  persons  declared  to  be 
beautiful . 

His  honourable  colleague,  the  Honourable 
Arthur  Sittingbourne,  went  by  the  name  of 
"  the  beauty,"  on  account,  probably,  of  his 
possessing  that  degree  of  ugliness  which  is 
so  indisputable  and  positive  as  to  defy  all 
attempts  at  denial  or  palliation.  The  most 
subtle  casuistry  of  self-love,  nay,  even  the 
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utmost  extent  of  maternal  partiality,  could 
not  romanize  his  snub,  or  impart  a  jetty  gloss 
to  his  prematurely  grizzly  locks. 

Next  in  our  list  we  must  mention  Lord 
Montressor  and  his  crouching  shadow;  and 
Lord  Snarlbrook,  who  (tnirabtle  dictu!)  had 
been  prevailed  upon  to  leave  London  for  one 
fortnight.  Many  motives  were  assigned  for 
this  outbreak;  among  others,  an  inclination 
towards  fortune-hunting. 

Then  there  was  a  Welsh  squire,  Mr.  Llan- 
dillo  of  Pemptwphwlly,  a  regular  periodical 
visiter ;  Mr:  Tredear  Vyvyan,  a  mad  schemer, 
and  speculator  in  mines,  who  had  disfigured 
and  injured  his  beautiful  estate  by  literally 
undermining  it ;  yet  the  enthusiast  was  in  no 
wise  disheartened  by  the  ill  success  which  had 
hitherto  attended  his  speculations,  for,  like  a 
true  gamester,  he  always  hoped  to  cover  the 
loss  incurred  to-day  by  a  fortunate  throw  of 
the  dice  to-morrow :  and  on  and  on  he 
pressed,  becoming  daily  richer  in  imagina- 
tion, but  poorer  in  reality. 
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The  two  Misses  Hicks  most  not  be  over- 
looked. They  were  great  fortunes,  and  small 
beauties — one  hundred  thousand  pounds  each, 
bad  no  brothers,  had  lost  their  father,  and 
owned  immense  cotton  works  at  Manchester. 
Snarlbrook  described  them  as  small  foil-lengths, 
set  in  gold,  the  setting  worth  more  than  the 
miniature.  One  thing  must  be  acknowledged 
—if  the  Misses  Hicks  never  thought  it  neces- 
sary to  please  in  manner  or  conversation, 
there  was  at  least  so  much  of  equity  in  their 
dealing,  that  they  never  thought  it  necessary 
to  be  pleased  themselves.  Nothing  you  could 
shew  them  met  their  expectations ;  nothing  you 
could  do  for  them  was  what  they  wanted  ; 
wherever  you  went  with  them,  they  wished 
themselves  at  home.  If  you  talked  to  them, 
they  yawned;  if  you  played  to  them,  they 
chattered ;  if  you  proposed  a  walk,  they  were, 
to  use  their  own  phrase,  excruciatingly  tired ; 
if  to  sit  down,  they  feared  to  take  cold  from 
the  horrible  dampness  of   the  grass.    The 
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roads  were  cruelly  dirty,  the  hilb  immeasur- 
ably steep,  the  stiles  dreadfully  high.  They 
were  agonised  at  the  vile  easterly  winds.  In 
short,  these  young  ladies  succeeded  admirably 
in  impeding  every  body's  purpose,  and  inter- 
rupting every  body's  pleasure — not  excepting 
their  own. 

The  eldest  of  the  Miss  Hicks  had  bright 
eellow  hair,  which  not  even  her  very  best 
friend  could  call  "  sweet  auburn."  The  young- 
est, Jane,  was  all  bustle  and  activity  — a  hu- 
man teetotum.  She  was  passionately  fond  of 
dancing,  and  would  waltz  until  she  nearly 
dropped:  hence  her  sobriquet,  "  spinning 
Jenny."  The  Miss  Hicks  —  or,  as  they  more 
correctly  phrased  it,  the  MisseB  Hicks  —  had 
been  gradually  drilled  into  refinement  by  all 
the  "  pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance"  of  a  Bath 
boarding-school,  on  the  fashionable  heights 
of  Landsdowne.  Furthered  by  the  aspiring 
views  of  their  money-making  sire,  they  had 
been  endowed  with  all  the  wit,  learning,  ami 
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accomplishments  there  to  be  purchased,  at 
the  rate  of  two  hundred  guineas  per  annum. 
The  list  of  the  young  ladies'  mental  qualifica- 
tions might  have  Tied  with  the  most  elabo- 
rately  worded  governess  advertisement  that 
e?er  graced  the  Times  newspaper ;  from  "  geo- 
graphy and  the  use  of  the  globes/9  up  to  "  the 
harp  with  its  finishing  graces/'  and  "  Italian 
with  the  Roman  accent ;"  and,  when  they  re- 
turned at  seventeen  with  their  certificate  of 
perfection  to  the  paternal  residence,  even  old 
Hicks  himself  was  satisfied  that  such  quaver- 
ing, such  entrechats,  and  such  a  confusion  of 
tongues  had  never  before  enlightened  the  town 
of  Manchester. 

Such  was  the  party  that  graced  Tredinnick 
Court. 

"  Agnes  and  the  Misses  Hicks  have  not  yet 
seen  St.  Michael's  Mount,  the  Land's  End 
and  the  Loggin  Rock — why  should  we  not  go 
there  to-morrow  ?"  said  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans, 
jost  as  the  company  were  assembled  upon  the 
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day  of  their  arrival,  and  passing,  as  best  they 
could,  that  tedious  half  hoar  before  dinner 
was  announced. 

'■'  Oh  !  it  will  be  quite  delightful,"  replied 
a  dozen  voices. 

"To  the  Land's  End,  to  the  World's  End, 
with  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,"  said  his  lordship 
of  Montressor,  with  all  the  gallantry  imagi- 
nable. 

The  dinner  passed  off  as  usual,  the  ladies 
retired,  leaving  the  gentlemen  to  enjoy  them- 
selves in  the  truly  English  fashion.  Soon 
after,  tea  was  announced,  and  the  ladies  ad- 
journed to  the  saloon  ;  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans 
and  Lady  Godalcan  discussing  as  they  went 
in  together,  the  abstruse  question,  whether  it 
was  or  was  not  an  improvement  in  modern  ar- 
rangements to  have  tea  en  buffet.  One  of  its 
advantages  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  was  perfectly 
aware  of,  namely,  that  it  afforded  a  point  de 
reunion,  which  is  always  so  much  wanted  be- 
fore music  begins. 
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A  cloudless  sky  favouring  the  design  which 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  had  suggested  the  even- 
ing before,  the  whole  party  met  round  the 
breakfast-table  in  readiness  for  the  excursion. 

"How  fortunate  I  am,  Miss  Callendar," 
exclaimed  Vavasour,  as  in  consequence  of  the 
change  of  arrangements,  caused  by  the  acces- 
sion of  two  country  neighbours  to  their  party, 
be  had  the  satisfaction  of  handing  Agnes  into 
his  phaeton,  while  Mr.  Tredear  Vyvyan,  who 
wag  a  relation  of  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  acted 
as  chaperon,  quietly  took  his  place  in  the  back 
seat.  "  I  must  be  your  cicerone,  and  point 
out  all  the  wonders  recommended  by  the 
guide  books." 

The  day  was  as  serene  and  beautiful  as  if 
no  pleasure-party  had  been  intended  ;  and  that 
is  a  rare  event,  whether  in  novel-writing  or 
real  life.  There  was  abundant  loveliness  in 
the  scene  they  were  passing,  to  deserve  the 
survey  which  Agnes  was  bestowing  on  it. 
The  earth  was  covered  with  the  freshest  green 

l  5 


226  THE  TVFF-H INTER. 

of  the  grass  and  young  corn,  and  adorned 
with  numerous  flowers  opening  on  every  side; 
the  thick  groves  of  oak  and  beech  had  put  on 
all  their  verdure ;  the  ash  dipped  its  branches 
into  the  cool  stream,  there  in  deep  shade,  but, 
farther  on  in  its  serpentine  coarse,  expanding 
into  more  than  one  miniature  lake,  where  the 
proud  swan  reposed  in  quietness  and  languor, 
as  unbroken  as  the  reflected  shadows  that 
were  pillowed  on  its  glassy  surface  ;  and  the 
king-fisher  flitted  along  the  reedy  shore.  The 
hedges  were  rich  in  fragrance  from  the  snowy 
blossoms  of  the  hawthorn,  the  orchards  dis- 
played their  highest  beauty,  and  a  profusion 
of  the  gayest  flowers  were  every  where 
sprinkled  about. 

Beyond  the  scattered  cottages  with  their 
verandahs,  gay  with  creepers  and  flowering 
plants,  the  morning  sun  was  shedding  floods 
of  light  upon  the  waters-,  encircling  St.  Mi- 
chael's Mount,  without  having  as  yet  dispelled 
thence  the  veil  of  mist  which  hung  around  it, 
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and  which  gave  token  of  a  sultry  day.  Iu 
the  more  remote  distance,  lay  the  Lizard 
Rocks ;  and  on  the  other  hand  gleamed  the 
white  sails  of  many  a  passing  vessel,  vividly 
reflected  in  the  waves. 

MI  do  not  believe,"  said  Agnes,  turning 
from  the  enchanting  prospect,  "  you  ever 
saw  any  thing  more  beautiful  than  this  in  the 
Mediterranean." 

"  The  bay  is  not  at  all  unlike  that  of  Na- 
ples," replied  Vavasour.  "  But  picture  to 
yourself  what  it  would  be  in  Italy,  '  the  land 
of  the  sun.'" 

"Surely,"  resumed  Miss  Callendar,  "no- 
thing can  exceed  the  beauty  of  this  day,  and 
I  am  told  that  this  part  of  the  county  is 
called  the  Madeira  of  England,  from  its  salu- 
brity." 

"  Granted,  granted,"  exclaimed  Vavasour. 
"  But  Italy,  *  oh !  the  sweet  coasts  of  the  Me- 
diterranean sea !'  where  at  every  league  there 
is  some  actual  beauty,  and  some  memory  of 
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beauty  that  is  gone — some  pleasant  dream  of 
the  past.  Then  the  imperial  city,  and  its 
wolf-suckled  founder;  the  Coliseum;  Pan- 
theon; St.  Peters;  the  Vatican;  Palatine. 
They  are  quite  inconceivable,  and  must  be 
seen.  Then  the  valley  of  Egeria — Frescati — 
the  unrivalled  beauty  of  the  Alban  Hill,  from 
whose  highest  point  may  be  seen  the  Mediter- 
ranean, the  whole  scene  of  the  latter  half  of  the 
iEneid,  and  the  coast  from  beyond  the  mouth 
of  the  Tiber,  to  the  headland  of  Circaeum,  and 
the  Cape  of  Terracina,  the  Sabine  Hills,  in 
which  are  embosomed  the  long  valley  of  Rus- 
tica." 

"  You  are  an  enthusiast,  I  see,"  said  Agnes, 
with  a  smile. 

"  When  I  am  in  company  with  one,"  an- 
swered Vavasour,  laughing.  "  In  every  other 
corner  of  the  world,  save  and  except  this 
favoured  county,  which  yoo  compare  to  Ma- 
deira," (his  companion  coloured  slightly  but 
good-hum»uredly  at  this  allusion)  "  I  feel 
earth  filled  with  stern  realities ;  but  in  Italy 
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I  can  fully  enter  into  the  feeling  of  Metastasio, 
and  exclaim, '  Sogno  detta  mia  vita  e  il  corso 
interd: " 

"  Have  you  ever  been  in  Spain,  Captain 
Vavasour  ?"  asked  Miss  Callendar. 

"  I  have  done  little  more  than  cruise  along 
the  coast,  and  once  paid  a  flying  visit  to  An- 
dalusia," replied  Frank. 

A  grave  and  rather  melancholy  expression 
came  over  the  countenance  of  his  companion, 
as  she  said,  "  Spain  is  the  country  I  am  most 
desirous  of  seeing;  that  renowned  romantic 
land,  '  fertile  in  beauties  of  nature  and  asso- 
ciation.' " 

"  I  fully  enter  into  your  enthusiasm,  with 
regard  to  Spain,"  rejoined  Vavasour ;  "  its 
beauty  is  enhanced  by  the  charms  of  its  asso- 
ciations." 

"'Associations,'  so  your  favourite  author 
James  says, '  are,  in  fact,  the  bees  of  the  ima- 
gination, and,  wandering  through  all  nature, 
may  be  said  to  distil  honey  from  every  fair 


1*1 


230 


THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 


object  on  which  they  light ;'  and  Spain,  ro- 
mantic Spain,  is  full  of  them." 

Leaving  the  banks  of  the  river,  and  the 
cool  shade  of  the  woods,  the  road  our  party 
were  destined  to  pursue  lay  for  some  miles 
across  a  wild  and  bleak  common.  Agnes  sank 
back  in  despair  at  the  transition  of  scene, 
and  Vavasour's  genius  seemed  to  desert  him ; 
when  an  enthusiastic  burst  of  admiration  from 
their  hitherto  silent  chaperon,  Mr.  Vyvyan, 
attracted  their  attention. 

"  Now  this  is  something  like  a  country !  A 
friend  of  mine  has  lately  discovered  a  fine  vein 
of  ore  running  right  through  his  lawn ;  you 
may  see  it  there ;  and  the  value  of  his  pro- 
perty is  now  more  than  doubled  by  the  work- 
ing of  one  of  the  most  profitable  tin-mines  in 

Cornwall.'9 

He  then  continued  by  giving  a  treatise  on 
mining,  entered  into  the  best  method  of  sink- 
ing shafts,  driving  levels,  working  the  flop- 
jack,  and  expatiated  upon  his  infallible  "  dow- 
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sing  rod,"  which  possessed  the  marvellous 
property  of  bending  in  the  hand,  when  held 
oyer  a  metallic  lode  beneath. 

They  now  entered  the  narrow  streets  of  the 
straggling  and  ill-built  town  of  Marazion,  or 
Market  Jew,  and  slowly  crossed  the  rough 
causeway,  between  the  shore  and  St.  Michael's 
Mount.  Vavasour  assisted  Miss  Callendar  to 
alight :  as  they  gained  the  stone  balcony  encir- 
cling the  isolated  rocky  promontory,  Agnes 
reminded  her  companion  of  his  promised  de- 
scription. 

"  Marazion,"  said  Vavasour,  "  formerly  de- 
rived its  chief  support  from  the  numerous  pil- 
grims and  religious  devotees,  who,  during  the 
dark  ages  of  superstitious  ignorance,  resorted 
to  the  celebrated  scene  of  popish  priestcraft, 
St.  Michael's  Mount." 

They  now  found  themselves  engaged  in  as- 
cending, in  total  darkness,  a  staircase  of  at 
least  sixty  broken  and  mouldering  steps,  and 
after  some  little  difficulty  attained  the  summit. 
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For  a  few  moments,  Agnes  was  wholly  en- 
grossed by  the  magnificent  view  from  the 
tower.  It  was  one  calculated  to  strike  the 
mind  of  the  beholder  with  reverential  awe.  It 
included  the  entire  view  of  the  bay,  the  se- 
veral towns  and  villages  that  skirt  the  coast, 
and  the  rolling  waves  of  the  British,  Irish, 
and  Atlantic  seas. 

After  visiting  the  "lions"  of  Marazion, 
they  continued  their  excursion.  Before  long 
the  beautiful  environs  and  bay  of  Penzance 
came  in  sight ;  on  their  arrival,  they  stopped 
at  the  principal  hotel,  commanding  a  view  of 
the  shipping,  among  which  they  quickly  dis- 
covered Loird  Montressor's  graceful  schooner. 

The  party  having  procured  boats,  were 
soon  upon  the  deck  of  the  yacht,  whence  the 
best  view  was  to  be  obtained  of  the  forts  of 
St.  Mawe  and  St.  Anthony.  After  enjoying 
for  some  hours  the  beauty  of  the  scenery, 
and  partaking  of  a  most  sumptuous  lun- 
cheon, the  party  were  again  landed  near  the 
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hotel,  and  resumed  their  places  in  the  car- 
riages. 

It  was  now  decided  that  they  shonld  take 
a  detour  home  by  the  coast,  and  postpone 
their  visit  to  the  Land's  End  to  another  day. 

Vavasour  and  his  fair  companion  again 
seated  themselves  in  the  phaeton.  The  latter 
silently  and  intently  surveyed  the  magnificent 
scenery  around  them.  The  sun  had  been 
some  half-hour  gone,  but  its  beams  still  lin- 
gered on  the  western  waves.  From  the  dis- 
tant rocks  of  Lamorna  Cove,  to  Cuddan  point 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  bay;  from  the 
hills  of  Burian,  with  their  white  church-tower 
beheld  so  far  at  sea,  to  the  ancient  mount 
of  St.  Michael,  which  towered  majestically 
before  them,  a  ruddy  and  soft  glow  mellowed 
every  object. 

Landward,  the  peasant  was  seen  descending 
the  hill  to  his  cottage  at  the  foot.  The  fish- 
erman glided  over  the  shining  bay,  lightening 
his  labour  with  a  song,  which  became  more 
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blithe  and  loud  as  he  drew  nearer  his  cabin 
on  the  shore.  The  chimes  of  a  neighbouring 
church  were  also  heard;  and,  as  the  sweet 
sounds  of  these  "  evening  bells  "  swelled  or 
died  away  on  the  breeze,  a  contemplative 
calmness  stole  upon  the  minds  of  the  listeners. 
Peace  and  repose  were  the  characteristics  of 
the  scene.  Agnes  and  Vavasour  would  long 
have  enjoyed  in  silence  the  soothing  influ- 
ence they  inspired ;  but  they  were  suddenly 
and  effectually  aroused  from  their  reverie  by 
another  remark  from  their  mining  companion 
about  u  native  "  and  "  oxydized"  copper. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

"  Some  fell  to  daunce ;  some  fell  to  hazardry ; 
Some  to  make  love;  some  to  make  merryment." 

Faerie  Queene. 

A  French  author  pronounces  ennui  to  be 
"  a  moral  indigestion  caused  by  a  monotony 
of  situations/'  This  latter  failing  certainly 
did  not  obtrude  itself  into  the  society  of  Tre- 
dinnick  Court,  where  there  was  a  voice  of 
merriment  by  day,  and  a  sound  of  revelry  by 
night.  The  great  charm  of  the  place  was, 
that  every  body  amused  himself  according 
to  his  own  fancies  and  caprices;  and,  ex- 
cept upon  great  occasions,  when  the  hostess 
collected  her  guests  for  pic-nics,  or  formal 
visits,  she  knew  as  little  of  their  movements 
from  breakfast  to  luncheon,  and  from  lun- 
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cheon  to  dinner,  as  if  they  had  been  in  the 
adjoining  county. 

Before  we  enter,  however,  into  a  further 
detail  of  these  gaieties,  it  may  not  be  unin- 
teresting to  our  readers  to  have  a  catalogue 
raisonne  of  those  of  our  heroine's  admirers  as 
were  now  assembled  under  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans's  hospitable  roof. 

First  and  foremost  was  Frank  Vavasour, 
open,  unaffected,  and  devoted.  Like  Ro- 
chester, with  his  "  laughter  loving  king,"  he 
was  "  never  in  the  way,  nor  out  of  it  when 
wanted." 

Then  there  was  Lord  Montressor,  forward, 
artificial,  and  conceited,  full  of  foreign  airs, 
not  graces. 

Last,  not  least  (in  his  own  estimation),  was 
the  Honourable  Jem  Galloway. 

The  pursuits  in  which  the  Honourable  James 
Galloway  indulged  might  be  supposed  to  have 
rather  unfitted  him  for  the   drawing-room; 

but  this  was  by  no  means  the  case.     The  in- 
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tercourse  with  the  vulgar,  to  which  he  was  of 
necessity  exposed,  did  not  take  off  from  his  tone 
of  good  society ;  although,  perhaps,  it  might 
have  added  considerably  to  his  self-consequence, 
by  the  constant  deference  that  was  shown 
to  his  opinion.  And  a  slight  degree  of  this 
appeared  in  his  manner  when  addressing  Miss 
Callendar:  making  pretty  certain  that  his 
manifold  advantages  of  rank  and  connexion 
would  not  fail  to  make  an  impression  on  the 
heart  of  any  young  lady  to  whom  he  had  even 
hinted  a  favourable  inclination.  With  these 
ideas  of  self-satisfaction,  he  first  met  Agnes 
Callendar  at  the  Infirmary  ball  at  Ravens- 
brook.  He  was  instantly  struck  with  her 
personal  beauty;  and  hearing  she  was  an 
heiress,  proceeded  to  address  her  with  that 
sort  of  protecting  air  which  he  had  been  in 
the  habit  of  bestowing  on  other  young  ladies 
whom  he  had  on  former  occasions  favoured 
with  his  notice. 

He  was  somewhat  disappointed  and  piqued 
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to  find  that  he  had  not  in  this  instance  crea- 
ted a  sensation,  and  that  many  of  his  remarks, 
which  he  condescended  to  make  to  her  in  his 
character  of  "  a  man  about  town,"  and  "  leader 
of  fashion,"  totally  failed  of  producing  any 
effect.  Now  he  could  not  "  lay  the  flattering 
unction  to  his  soul,"  that  this  happened  either 
from  fatuity  or  want  of  apprehension.  He  had 
found  his  auditor  quite  au  fait  on  all  the 
topics  he  started,  and  discovered  at  once  that 
she  was  naturally  fitted  for  the  best  society, 
and  was  able  to  parry  any  attack  in  the  way 
of  persiflage,  and  at  the  same  time  to  return 
it  on  the  aggressor ;  all  being  done  in  the  most 
quiet  manner,  and  only  accompanied  with  a 
certain  degree  of  archness  when  her  answers 
were  meant  to  be  peculiarly  expressive. 

A  little  sparring  of  this  kind  took  place 
before  the  conversation  assumed  a  more  regu- 
lar course,  and  then  the  Honourable  James 
Galloway  could  not  but  admire,  though  he 
could  scarcely  understand  how  so  young  a 
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creature  should  be  so  highly  gifted  in  intel- 
lectual power.  Certain  it  is,  that  he  went  to 
bed  that  night  in  less  favour  with  himself 
than  he  had  been  for  some  time ;  not  scrupling 
to  admit,  "  confidentially"  to  himself,  that  he 
had  been  "  done  to  a  tinder,"  "  pulled  up/' 
and  "  regularly  floored." 

This  sort  of  sensation,  to  which  all  people 
who  have  an  overweening  idea  of  their  own 
consequence  are  liable,  did  not,  however,  di- 
minish his  ardour  in  the  pursuit.  He  looked 
upon  it  as  a  fair  trial  of  skill ;  and  to  gain 
by  his  talents  and  assiduity  an  influence  over 
the  mind  of  his  fair  antagonist,  all  he  asked 
"  was  a  clear  stage  and  no  favour ;"  and,  to 
devote  himself  more  fully  to  the  task,  he  gave 
up  for  a  time  all  his  other  pursuits,  and  be- 
stowed his  leisure  hours  entirely  to  the  society 
of  the  ladies.  The  mornings  he  was  their 
faithful  squire ;  attended  them  in  their  excur- 
sions in  the  grounds,  and  in  their  drives  and 
rides ;  and,  in  the  evening,  shut  up  his  bet- 
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ting-book,  renounced  his  wine,  and  abandoned 
the  billiard-table,  to  officiate  near  the  harp  or 
pianoforte,  in  selecting  music,  turning  oyer 
the  pages,  and  all  the  nameless  details  that 
fill  up  the  office  of  attendant  upon  the  music- 
desk. 

All  these  attentions,  he  flattered  himself, 
had  begun  to  produce  some  effect.  The  thanks 
he  received,  and  the  smile  that  was  sometimes 
bestowed,  were  all  in  his  eyes  of  the  most 
satisfactory  nature ;  although,  had  he  looked 
a  little  deeper  into  the  matter,  he  would  have 
seen  there  was  nothing  peculiar  in  the  man- 
ner or  matter  of  these  common  courtesies. 
He  persuaded  himself,  however,  that  he  had 
gained  ground  in  the  favour  of  Agnes ;  and 
after  a  considerable  consultation,  or  rather 
calculation,  with  his  own  thoughts,  first  about 
the  general  advantages  and  disadvantages  of 
marriage,  and  next,  as  they  applied  to  this 
particular  case,  he  determined  to  make  an 
offer  of  his  hand. 
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He  was  accordingly  about  to  proceed  in 
the  manner  he  thought  most  likely  not  to 
overwhelm  Miss  Callendar  with  her  good  for- 
tune, by  communicating  his  views  to  her 
friend  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  when  a  circum- 
stance occurred  that  drove  all  matrimonial 
ideas  out  of  the  head  of  the  sporting  honor- 
able, and  made  the  thermometer  of  his  atten- 
tions go  suddenly  down  to  zero. 

The  circumstance  we  allude  to  was  no  less 
a  one  than  a  communication  from  a  sporting 
lawyer,  the  fidus  Achates  of  Galloway,  in  all 
affairs  of  the  heart  and  ring,  matrimonial  as 
well  as  betting,  conveying  the  intelligence 
that  Miss  Callendar's  property  was  in  chan- 
cery, that  it  was  "long  odds"  against  her 
gaining  her  suit,  and  that  probably  the  law's 
delay  would  be  so  great,  that  a  large  propor- 
tion of  the  profits,  if  any,  would  go  to  the 
profession  of  which  he  described  himself  as 
an  "  unworthy  member,"  realising  the  remark 
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that  "  There's  many  a  true  word  spoken  in 
jest." 

We  now  return  to  the  gaieties  of  Tredin- 
nick  Court,  where,  thanks  to  the  indefatigable 
exertions  of  the  hostess,  every  day  brought 
with  it  some  new  scheme  of  pleasure. 

The  party  had  one  day  re-assembled  in  the 
drawing-room  after  dinner ;  the  day  had  been 
damp,  .cold,  and  cheerless,  and  a  blazing  fire 
was  spreading  its  genial  influence,  when  the 
question  was  raised  whether  there  should  be 
a  round  game,  or  Vavasour  be  asked  to  read 
some  scenes  from  Shakspeare ;  and  the  lady 
of  the  house  good-humouredly  undertook  to 
collect  the  votes  of  the  company  for  cards  or 
the  dramatic  reading. 

It  chanced  that  Agnes  had  the  casting  vote, 
and  gave  it  in  favour  of  the  latter.  Romeo 
and  Juliet  was  selected,  and  Frank  read,  with 
'  taste,  feeling,  and  spirit,  several  scenes  from 
that  play.  All  the  company  applauded  with 
their  hands,   and  many  with    their   tears. 
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Agnes,  to  whom  the  play  was  altogether  new, 
belonged  to  the  latter  class  of  admirers.  The 
conversation  turned  upon  the  incidents  of  the 
play,  the  characters,  and  finally  upon  the 
writings  and  genius  of  the  immortal  bard  of 
Avon. 

The  question  of  a  balpare  had  been  agitated 
by  the  hostess,  and  had  long  occupied  all  the 
conversation  and  thoughts  of  the  party  at 
Tredinnick  Court.    To  give  it  at  the  same 
time  a  degree  of  novelty  and  consequence, 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  had  suggested  that  the 
more   gifted  and  accomplished  part  of  her 
guests  might  contribute  to  furnish  entertain- 
ment for  the  rest,  by  acting  a  few  scenes  of 
some  popular  drama;  an  accomplishment  in 
which  her  vanity  assured  her  that  she  was 
peculiarly  qualified  to  excel.     It  now  only 
remained  to  rummage  the  library  for  some 
piece  of  sufficient  celebrity  to  command  atten- 
tion, and  which  should  be  at  the  same  time 
suited  to  the  execution  of  their  project.   Mrs. 
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Harcourt  Evans  herself  declared  loftily  and 
decidedly  for  Shakespeare ;  and,  after  much 
discussion,  scenes  from  Romeo  and  Juliet 
were  decided  upon. 

But,  upon  attempting  to  cast  the  parts,  the 
plan  was  wrecked  upon  the  usual  shelve,  to 
wit,  the  difficulty  of  finding  performers  who 
would  consent  to  assume  the  lower  characters. 
For  the  principal  parts  there  were  candidates 
more  than  enough ;  but  most  of  these  were 
greatly  too  highminded  to  stoop  lower.  Then, 
amongst  the  few  unambitious  underlings  who 
could  be  coaxed  or  cajoled  to  undertake  sub- 
ordinate characters,  there  were  so  many  bad 
memories,  and  short  memories,  and  trea- 
cherous memories,  and  no  memories  at  all, 
that  at  length  the  play  was  resigned  in  de- 
spair. 

A  substitute  proposed  by  Lord  Montressor 
was  next  considered.  It  was  to  act  what  the 
Italians  call  a  commedia  delTarte ;  that  is,  not 
an  exact  drama,  in  which  the  performers  de- 
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liver  what  is  set  down  for  them  by  the  author; 
bat  one  in  which  the  plot,  having  been  pre* 
vionsly  fixed  upon  and  the  leading  scenes 
adjusted,  the  actors  are  expected  to  supply 
the  dialogue  extempore.  Montressor  sug- 
gested the  adventures  of  Jean  de  Paris ;  but, 
upon  attempting  the  subject,  there  was  such  a 
degree  of  shamefacedness  evinced,  and  such  a 
lack  of  extemporaneous  wit,  or  even  small 
talk  necessary  to  fill  up  the  scene,  that  the 
plan  was  given  up  as  hopeless. 

But  the  ardent  and  active  spirit  of  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans,  though  baffled  in  the  two 
first  projects,  brought  forward  a  third,  in  which 
she  was  more  successful.  This  was  the  pro- 
posal of  tableaux,  and  as  in  this  species  of 
representation  there  was  no  tax  either  on  the 
invention  or  memory,  and  as  there  was  no 
marked  difference  betwixt  the  hero  and  he- 
roine of  the  group,  and  the  less  distinguished 
characters  by  whom  they  were  attended  on 
the  stage,  inasmuch  as  all  could  appear  in 
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becoming  dresses,  this  motion  was  hailed 
and  accepted  by  all  as  a  bright  idea,  which 
assigned  to  every  one  a  share  of  the  impor- 
tance attached  to  its  probable  success.  Scenes 
from  Walter  Scott's  Ivanhoe  and  The  Talisman 
were  accordingly  selected,  and  the  respective 
parts  were  cast  by  the  hostess,  who  reserved 
to  herself  that  of  the  high-born  Berangaria. 

We  must  not  pause  to  dilate  upon  the  va- 
rious labours  of  mind  and  body  which  occu- 
pied the  intervening  space  betwixt  the  settle- 
ment of  this  gay  scheme  and  the  time  appointed 
to  carry  it  into  execution.  We  will  not  at- 
tempt to  describe  how  the  performers,  by 
letter  and  by  commissioners,  urged  their  re- 
searches through  the  emporiums  of  Owen  and 
Evrington  for  specimens  of  Oriental  finery — 
how  they  that  were  scant  of  jewels  and  dia- 
monds supplied  their  places  with  paste,  Bris- 
tol atones,  glass,  and  foil — how  the  magazines 
of  all  the  provincial  Howell  and  James's  were 
ransacked  for  goods  of  which  they  had  never 
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before  heard  the  name-*— and  lastly,  how  the 
busy  fingers  of  all  the  abigails  were  em- 
ployed in  twisting  handkerchiefs  into  tar* 
bans,  converting  petticoats  into  pantaloons, 
adorning  sprigged  muslin  with  sifter  gauze 
and  spangles,  &c. 

It  Was  not,  however,  from  her  own  circle 
that  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  was  content  to  ga- 
ther the  materials  of  the  audience  for  her 
tableaux.  The  Due  de  Vivaldi  and  the  young 
Count  Alexis  de  Rochefort,  who  were  staying 
in  the  neighbourhood,  had  promised  to  dine 
at  Tredinnick  on  two  successive  days ;  Lord 
Castelton  and  his  three  daughters— a  nest  of 
nightingales,  whose  strains  were  at  the  service 
of  the  slightest  invition— -the  inhabitants  of 
an  adjoining  mansion,  had  also  offered  their 
services.  Penzance,  too,  had  already  engaged 
to  contribute  its  quota  towards  both  the  fa* 
bleauw  and  its  spectators. 

Among  those  who  aspired  to  take  parts  in 
the  former,  were  Mr.  and  Mrs.  St.  George. 
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They  were  usually  called  St.  George  and  the 
dragon;  though  the  analogy  did  not  hold 
good,  for  in  this  case  the  dragon  always  came 
off  victorious. 

The  lady's  two  nieces,  Miss  Calthorpes, 
were  musical  geniuses,  fond  of  boring  you 
with  Kalkbrenner's  and  Czerny's  most  difficult 
works. 

The  eventful  evening  had  arrived.  We  will  not 
give  an  elaborate  detail  of  the  performances : 
suffice  it  to  say,  the  tableaux  were  got  up  in 
the  best  possible  style,  each  picture  was  ac- 
companied with  appropriate  music,  the  dressed 
were  magnificent,  and  the  attitudes  well  stu- 
died. The  two  most  admired  were  the  scene 
from  The  Talisman,  in  which  Edith,  the  maid 
of  Anjou,  pleads  with  Richard  Coeur  de  Lion 
for  the  life  of  the  Knight  of  the  Leopard,  the 
Scottish  Kenneth,  and  the  trial  scene  of  the 
maid  of  Judah,  in  Ivanhoe.  In  the  first, 
Agnes  succeeded  admirably  in  giving  the  ex- 
pression of  intense  interest  to  her  features,  as 
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she  stood  drawn  up  to  her  full  height,  and 
gazing  down  at  Vavasour,  who  personated 
Richard,  at  that  scene  so  beautifully  de- 
scribed by  the  magician  of  the  North.  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans  did  not  quite  come  up  to 
Walter  Scott's  description  of  the  high-born 
Berengaria,  daughter  of  Sanchez,  King  of 
Navarre,  and  the  queen  consort  of  the  he- 
roic Richard:  still,  with  the  aid  of  a  little 
art  and  not  a  little  ornament,  the  hostess 
made  a  tolerable  representative  of  the  cha- 
racter. 

Vavasour  fully  realized  the  portraiture  of 
Cceur  de  Lion :  "  the  robust  form,  the  broad, 
noble  brow,  and  majestic  look,  the  naked  arm 
and  shoulder,  the  lion's  skins  among  which 
he  lay ;  and,  with  the  fair,  fragile,  feminine 
creature  that  kneeled  by  his  side,  he  might 
have  served  for  a  model  of  Hercules  recon- 
ciling himself  after  a  quarrel  to  his  wife  De- 
janira." 
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To  wind  up  our  critique,  we  can  only  say, 
in  the  words  of  Ginna :  "  Le  reste  ne  vautpas 
Fhonneur  d'etre  nomme." 
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"  Charlotte.  Betide*,  air,  I  have  other  proofs  of  your  hero's  vanity. 

-  Serjeant  OhradL  Cite  them. 

"  Charlotte,  The  paltry  ambition  cf  levying  and  following  titles. 

*'  Serjemt  Titles  I  I  don't  understand  you. 

"  Ckariotte.  I  mean  the  poverty  of  fastening  in  public  upon  men  of  distinc- 
tion, for  no  other  reason  bat  because  of  their  rank ;  adhering  to  Sir  John,  till 
the  baronet  is  superseded. by  my  lord;  quitting  the  puny  peer  for  an  earl; 

and  sacrificing  all  three  for  a  duke." 

Footi. 
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CHAPTER  XIV, 


"  Yesterday  se'ennight  we  all  dined  together  in  the  Spin- 
nie,  a  most  delightful  retirement  belonging  to  Mr.  Throck- 
morton of  Weston.  Lady  Austen's  lackey  and  a  lad  that 
waits  on  me  in  the  garden  drove  a  wheelbarrowful  of  eatables 
and  drinkables  to  the  scene  of  our  fete  champStre.  A  board, 
laid  over  the  top  of  the  wheelbarrow,  served  us  for  a  table ; 
our  dining-room  was  a  root-house,  lined  with  moss  and  ivy. 

At  six  o'clock,  the  servants,  who  had  dined  under  a  great 
elm  upon  the  ground,  at  a  little  distance,  boiled  the  kettle, 
and  the  said  wheelbarrow  served  us  for  a  tea-table.  We  then 
took  a  walk  in  the  wilderness,  about  half  a  mile  off,  and  were 
at  home  again  a  little  after  eight,  having  spent  the  day  to- 
gether from  noon  till  evening,  without  one  cross  occurrence, 
or  the  least  weariness  of  each  other:  a  happiness  few 
parties  of  pleasure  can  boast  of." — Cowper's  Letter  to  Ut*- 
tcin,  July  29,  1781. 

There  is  something  in  the  succession  of 
visiters  at  a  country-house  which  produces  a 
mingled  sensation  of  pleasure  and  pain.     The 
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gratification  arising  from  what  may  be  called 
a  "fresh  infusion,"  is  too  often  counterba- 
lanced by  the  regret  of  losing  an  agreeable 
companion;  and  it  generally  happens,  when 
the  visit  does  not  exceed  a  week,  that  it  is 
not  until  the  fourth  or  fifth  day  of  it  that  one 
gets  really  to  like  the  individual  who  is  des- 
tined to  go  on  the  seventh.  In  point  of  fact, 
people  who  merely  meet  in  London  society 
know  nothing  of  each  other.  There  do,  of 
course,  exist  friendships  in  London  which  have 
been  grounded  and  established  either  by  family 
connexions  or  early  association ;  but  it  is  only 
by  constant  intercourse — the  unstarched  in- 
tercourse of  a  country-house — that  the  real 
qualities  of  mind,  and  especially  of  temper, 
can  be  tested. 

Among  the  new  arrivals  was  Lord  Delahaye, 
a  young  man  of  noble  birth  and  ignoble  ex- 
terior, small  fortune,  tolerable  wit,  expensive 
habits,  and  great  fashion.  His  resolve  had 
long  been  to  sacrifice  himself  some  day  at  the 
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shrine  of  wealth  by  marriage ;  but,  en  atten- 
dant, he  was  the  cicisbeo  of  any  lady  of  de- 
cided fashion  who  chose  to  take  the  trouble 
of  making  advances  to  him.  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans  having,  therefore,  laid  the  train,  he  fell 
instantly  into  the  most  spirited  flirtation  pos- 
sible. 

One  advantage  which  Lord  Delahaye  pos- 
sessed we  have  omitted  to  mention.  He  had 
a  flexible  tenor,  voice,  and  sang  with  taste — a 
valuable  accomplishment  for  a  young  gentle- 
man who  is  desirous  to  be  on  good  terms  with 
the  ladies. 

The  breakfast-table  was,  as  usual,  set  in  full 
order  at  ten  o'clock ;  some  guests,  it  would 
seem,  being  expected  on  the  present  occasion. 
The  fresh  sunshine  of  April  which  streamed 
in  upon  the  •  exquisitely  white  damask  table- 
cloth, and  glittered  upon  the  silver  urn  and 
tray,  made  the  room  look  most  cheerful  and 
inviting. 

"  Well,  this  is  a  glorious  breakfast !"  ex- 
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claimed  Lionel  Crouch  as  he  entered  the  room, 
his  eye  surveying  the  variety  of  fish,  flesh,  and 
fowl,  which  graced  the  board ;  "  and  here's  a 
feast  of  reason,  in  the  shape  of  newspapers 
and  letters  without  end,"  continued  he,  as  he 
carefully  selected  some  half  dozen  epistles  ad- 
dressed to  himself,  and  bearing  the  name  of 
some  titled  personage  in  the  corner  (for  in  the 
days  we  write  of,  the  franking  system  had  not 
been  discontinued).  "Ah!  here's  a  letter 
from  Riversdale,  and  one  from  Millbanke. 
What  can  he  have  to  say  ?" 

And  thus  he  went  on  commenting  upon  the 
names  of  no  less  than  five  peers,  and  one 
M.P. ;  all  of  whose  communications,  be  it 
known  to  the  reader,  were  nothing  but  replies 
to  the  Tuft-hunter's  applications  for  franks 
"  for  a  young  lady  who  was  collecting  auto- 
graphs." 

In  the  midst  of  this  colloquy,  the  groom  of 
the  chambers  was  seen,  rather  than  heard,  to 
pass  behind  the  chair  of  each  guest,  with  a 
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small  memorandum  book  and  pencil  in  his 
hand,  whispering  to  each  in  their  turn,  "  My 
lord,  do  you  fish  to-day  ? — Will  your  ladyship 
have  the  open  or  close  carriage? — Do  you 
ride,  sir?" 

But  let  us  pause  one  moment  and  expatiate 
upon  an  English  breakfast.  We  speak  not  of 
a  public  breakfast,  for  that  is  a  profanation  of 
the  word.  No  :  we  mean  an  English  break- 
fast, which  unites  the  refinement  of  the  pre- 
sent age  with  the  good  old  customs  of  our  an- 
cestors. There  is  nothing  like  it  in  all  the 
world  besides.  There  is  a  purity  and  fresh- 
ness in  the  first  greetings  of  the  morning,  in 
the  look  of  all  and  everything  about  us.  The 
slumber  of  night  has  subdued  man's  stormy 
passions,  and  woman — gentle  woman — beams 
with  the  light  of  heaven  ;  the  rosy  breath  of 
morn  plays  upon  her  cheek,  and  tells  us  that 
guardian  angels  have  watched  her  in  sleep. 
There  is  a  purity  and  freshness  in  the  order 
of  the  table,  the  snowy  damask,  the  steaming 
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urn,  the  simple  china,  the  polished  glass,  clear 
and  sparkling  as  the  crystal  ice  which  cools 
the  riches  of  the  dairy,  the  perfume  of  the 
Mocha,  and,  last,  not  least,  the  massive  side- 
board ;  the  roast  beef  of  old  England  tower- 
ing in  the  centre,  surrounded  with  homemade 
produce,  game-pies,  potted  meats,  dried  sal- 
mon, and,  supported  by  the  foreign  allies  of 
pates  de  foie  gras  of  Strasburg,  perigord  of 
France,  Westphalian  hams,  and  Than  marine. 
There  is  a  peculiar  charm  in  the  daughters 
of  England,  from  the  contrast  they  present  to 
all  the  rest  of  womankind ;  and  nowhere  does 
that  charm  shine  more  conspicuously  than 
during  the  morning  meal.  See  the  genuine 
English  girl : — her  simplicity,  which  has  no 
feeling  to  conceal  but  the  maiden  love  be- 
trayed in  her  tell-tale  blush;  her  modest 
glance,  which,  instead  of  boldly  seeking  admi- 
ration, drops  timidly  from  the  gaze  of  him  she 
loves  best ;  her  principle,  which  can  imagine 
no  delight  in  what  her  judgment  disapproves ; 
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her  mind,  so  stored  with  all  those  virtues  that 
can  embellish  home,  so  unskilled  in  the  tac- 
tics which  others  think  needful  for  indepen- 
dence abroad,  establishing  her  dominion  at 
once  by  her  superiority  and  her  most  endear- 
ing appeal  for  protection. 

What  a  contrast  is  a  country  breakfast  to 
that  wretched  languid  affair,  of  heavy  eyes 
and  aching  limbs,  nauseated  palates  and  jaded 
spirits,  a  London  breakfast  during  the  season. 
When  the  cups  "  that  cheer  but  not  inebriate9' 
are  swallowed  mechanically,  the  dainties, 
even  from  the  hands  of  a  cordon  bleu,  are 
thrust  away  untasted.  The  statesman,  worn 
out  after  the  excitement  of  his  speech  and  a 
tedious  night  in  the  atmosphere  of  St.  Ste- 
phens ;  the  gamester,  broken  down  in  health, 
spirit,  and  fortune  by  his  nocturnal  orgies; 
the  beauty,  jaded  in  mind  and  body  by  her 
heartless  career  of  never-ceasing  dissipation, 
will  each  or  all  bear  witness  that  a  London 
breakfast  in  the  season  is  a  joyless  repast. 
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But  to  our  breakfast.  Who  could  look  on 
this,  nor  feel  its  charm?  Though  appetite 
were  wanting,  the  mind  might  feast ;  for  it  is 
a  goodly  sight  to  see  the  young,  the  innocent, 
and  beautiful  assemble,  all  arrayed  in  that 
undeviating  neatness  which  is  purely  English; 
the  morning  sun  shining  brightly,  and  a  rich 
English  landscape  looking  in  at  the  windows. 
This  is  worth  a  thousand  dinners.  It  opens 
the  heart  to  all  that  is  good,  and  kindly,  and 
social ;  it  strengthens  and  fortifies  all  against 
.the  cares,  and  labours,  and  ills  of  the  coming 
day.  Nothing  can  exceed  the  charm  of  the 
happy,  artless  hour  of  an  English  breakfast, 
which,  if  there  be  but  a  party  of  the  preceding 
night,  or  one  in  prospect  to  talk  over,  is  then 
complete  indeed. 

Such  was  the  case  on  this  memorable  morn- 
ing, to  the  delightful  meal  of  which  we  have 
invited  our  readers. 

Among  the  subjects  discussed  was  a  ques- 
tion respecting  the  antiquity  of  a  ruined  abbey 
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in  the  neighbourhood  ;  and  when  its  date  had 
been  satisfactorily  settled  between  Mrs.  Har- 
court  Evans  and  Lord  Marsland,  the  pictu- 
resque beauty  of  its  situation  was  eulogised 
by  both.  In  this  they  were  cordially  joined 
by  Miss  Callendar,  who  had  already  visited 
the  spot. 

"  And  why  have  we  never  seen  St.  Olave's 
Abbey  ?"  said  Lady  Godalcan,  addressing  her 
husband.  "  Here  is  Miss  Callendar,  who  has 
not  been  half  as  many  days  in  the  country  as 
I  have  years,  seems  perfectly  familiar  with  it, 
whilst  I  have  always  heard  this  sacred  edifice 
spoken  of  as  one  so  remotely  situated  as  to  be 
quite  beyond  the  reach  of  fashionable  women 
in  these  days.  Pray,  Sir  Trevelloe,  have  you 
ever  visited  it  yourself  V9 

"I  —  my  lady !  Why,  yes,  —  and  it  is 
one  of  the  most  interesting  sights  in  Corn- 
wall:' 

"  Then  why,  Sir  Trevelloe,  have  you  never 
taken  us  to  see  it  ?" 

b5 
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"  The  spot  is  quite  inaccessible  for  a  car- 
riage ;  and  it  is  too  long  a  walk  for  ladies." 

"Then  we  must  forghte  you,  I  suppose, 
though  I  should  wish  much  to  see  it." 

"  Could  we  not  all  contrive  to  go  there  to- 
gether ?"  said  the  hostess.  "  A  carriage 
road  passes  within  two  miles  of  it ;  a  pic-nic 
at  the  old  abbey  would  be  delightful." 

Lady  Godalcan  hardly  permitted  her  to 
finish  the  sentence  before  she  exclaimed: 
"  What  a  charming  plan !  Some  can  ride, 
others  go  in  the  carriages ;  and  a  pilgrimage 
on  foot  to  good  St.  Olave's  shrine  would  be 
perfect." 

All  present  were  unanimous  in  giving  their 
cordial  affirmatives  to  the  proposed  plan,  and 
the  preliminaries  were  speedily  arranged. 

Most  of  our  readers  have  enjoyed  the  desa- 
grtment  of  a  pic-nic  party.  Our  motto  to 
this  chapter  describes  one  given  by  the  poet 
Cowper,  which  seems  to  have  been  an  excep- 
tion to  the  general  rule.  Whether  that  of 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  was  so,  remains  to  be 
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seen.  Certain  it  is  that,  as  the  day  ap- 
proached, she  was  in  anything  bnt  her  best 
disposition.  She  was  plagued  and  worried. 
She  had  planned  the  pic-nic  under  the  im- 
pression that  she  was  making  everybody's 
happiness  by  it ;  but  now  the  day  was  arrived, 
notes  of  excuses  came,  instead  of  half  the  peo- 
ple she  expected.  One  lady  sent  word  that  she 
was  sure  it  would  rain :  she  would  come  if  she 
was  really  wanted,  but  she  would  send  her 
husband  to  do  the  agreeable  for  her — he 
doated  on  a  pic-nic. 

"  Pic-nic  !"  growled  Snarlbrook,  to  whom 
a  fit  of  the  gout  had  by  no  means  restored  his 
easy  flow  of  temper.  "  Pic-nic !  Damp  grass ! 
— damp  plates !— damp  spirits  !" 

Montressor  protested  he  liked  the  rurality 
of  the  plan ;  and  Frank  was  quite  on  the  qui 
vive  about  it.  Both  raised  their  voices  in 
favour  of  so  delightful  a  party. 

Snarlbrook  was  determined  to  have  the  last 
word — "  And  so,  to  achieve  that  most  un* 
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comfortable  of  all  meals,  a  pic-nic,  we  are 
to  leave  our  substantial  home  and  all  its  nu- 
merous luxuries ;  and  for  what  ? — to  sit  on 
wet  grass,  and  thus  ensure  our  deaths  of  cold, 
for  the  gratification  of  eating  a  bad  dinner 
with  our  fingers,  spread  on  a  herby  table- 
cloth, as  it  is  called,  and  listening  to  the  ex- 
clamations between  every  tough  morsel  — 
*  How  charming  !  How  delightfully  rural !'" 
On  the  morning  appointed  for  the  pic-nic, 
the  sun  rose  as  brightly  as  if  it  were  deter- 
mined to  expose  the  fallacy  of  Moore's  alma- 
nac, which  had  predicted  rain  and  wind  for 
some  days.  The  carriages  and  riding-horses 
were  at  the  door  as  the  clock  struck  eleven ; 
and  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  with  that  tact  and 
forethought  for  which  she  was  famous,  stood 
under  the  portico,  "  telling  off'  (as  the  mili- 
tary phrase  it)  her  respective  guests :  and 
here  we  would  digress,  for  the  purpose  of 
offering  our  readers  a  word  of  useful  advice, 
which  is,  that  upon  all  excursions,  whether 
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pic-nics,  visits  to  Vauxhall  or  Zoological 
Gardens,  horticultural  or  archery  fetes,  Bri- 
tish Museum  or  National  Gallery,  Polytech- 
nic or  Adelaide  Institutions,  Epsom,  Ascot, 
or  Beulah  Spa,  Kensington  Gardens,  Diorama, 
Panorama,  Cosmorama,  Madame  Tussaud's, 
Greenwich,  Tower,  Woolwich,  Dulwich,  and 
other  metropolitan  and  suburban  sights,  they 
adopt  our  matchmaker's  plan  of  "  pairing  off" 
at  first  setting  out ;  for,  in  ninety-nine  cases 
out  of  a  hundred,  it  will  happen— either  be- 
cause you  do  not  think  it  civil  to  change,  or 
because  somebody  else  thinks,  or  because 
some  busy-body,  prim  old  maid,  or  precise 
elderly  bachelor  of  the  party,  makes  it  his  or 
her  office  to  keep  every  one  in  their  place — 
that  as  you  begin,  so  you  will  end.  Which 
of  our  readers  has  not  a  vivid  impression  of 
some  party  of  pleasure  being  marred  through 
want  of  arrangement  ?  But,  to  our  pic-nic. 

"  Lord  Glenfiddick,  pray  take  Lady  Godal- 
can,   Miss  Godalcan,  and   Lord  Montressor. 
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Lord  Marsland  and  Mr.  Oswald  will,  perhaps, 
have  no  objection  to  go  behind,"  said  the 
hostess,  as  the  party  joyfully  took  their 
places ;  and  here,  as  a  specimen  of  the  tact 
of  the  master  or  rather  mistress  hand,  we  will 
mention,  that  Lady  Godalcan  had  a  pending 
lawsuit  in  Scotland  about  some  property, 
which  was  not  very  unlikely  to  come  before 
the  Lord  of  Session — Glenfiddick ;  that  Lord 
Marsland  was,  at  the  ensuing  election,  to  sue 
for  the  "  sweet  voices"  of  the  electors,  over 
whom  Mr.  Oswald,  the  present  member,  had 
no  inconsiderable  influence;  and  that  Miss 
Godalcan  had  hinted  at  breakfast,  how  anx- 
ious she  was  to  form  a  more  intimate  ac- 
quaintance with  Lord  Montressor. 

The  whole  party  was  thus  judiciously  ar- 
ranged. There  was  some  little  difficulty  in 
finding  "  a  pair"  for  the  Irish  bishop,  Doctor 
O'Donovan,  when  Crouch  was  called  to  take 
a  place  by  his  side,  and  fancying  he  held 
the  same  rank  as  our  episcopal  bench,  "  my 
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lorded9'    the    worthy    catholic,    to   a    most 
alarming  extent. 

At  length,  the  last  carriage  drew  up,  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans's  barouche,  and  calling  upon 
Vavasour  to  take  Miss  Calendar's  arm,  the 
indefatigable  hostess  followed  them  in,  accom- 
panied by  Lord  Delahaye. 

The  beauty  of  the  morning  necessarily  oc- 
cupied the  first  part  of  the  conversation,  after 
the  party  set  off;  but  when  this  had  been 
folly  discussed,  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  sought 
to  renew  the  same  strain  of  conversation  with 
Lord  Delahaye  that  had  so  much  interested 
her  the  day  before ;  nor  did  she  find  his  lord- 
ship less  entertaining ;  but  from  some  cause 
or  other  it  did  not  become  general.  The 
rattling  of  the  wheels  over  a  rough  cross- 
road might  perhaps  account  for  this ;  and,  in 
truth,  under  such  jolting  circumstances,  a 
low-toned  dialogue  with  the  person  next  you 
is  the  least  fatiguing  mode  of  amusing  your- 
self :  certain  it  is,  that  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans 


1 6  THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 

fairly  turned  round  in  the  corner  she  occu- 
pied to  converse  more  at  her  ease  with  Lord 
Delahaye,  and  Agnes  and  Frank  Vavasour 
were  thus  left  to  entertain  each  other. 

There  are  few  things  in  the  whole  economy 
of  nature  more  mysterious  than  the  instinct 
which  teaches  a  woman  to  know  when  she  is 
beloved.  It  proceeds  not  from  any  acuteness 
of  judgment,  for  in  cases  where  this  instinct 
is  strongest,  the  judgment  may  fail  totally, 
as  to  the  stability  of  the  sentiment  inspired ; 
but  certain  it  is,  that  when  a  man  is  exclu- 
sively occupied  by  a  tender  feeling  for  any 
woman,  she  will  very  rarely  fail  to  discover 
it,  let  him  take  what  pains  he  may  to  dis- 
guise it. 

But  to  return  to  the  party  in  the  barouche, 
whose  resources  did  not  appear  to  fail  them, 
for  when  the  coachman  stopped  to  announce 
that  they  had  reached  the  point  where  the 
path  they  were  to  follow  turned  off  from  the 
carriage-road,  all  seemed  astonished  to  find 
themselves  already  there. 
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"  Is  this  all  our  drive  ?"  exclaimed  Agnes 
Callendar;  "surely  we  might  have  walked 
thus  far  without  fatigue.  I  hope  that  is  the 
path  we  are  going  to  pursue  ?  I  never  saw  a 
more  romantic  walk;  and  what  a  lovely 
stream !" 

The  party  now  alighted  from  the  carriage, 
and  hurried  forward  along  the  wild  track  that 
opened  so  invitingly  before  them.  It  mean- 
dered onward  beside  a  wide  stream,  whose 
noisy  current  had  hollowed  for  itself  a  dark 
deep  bed  at  the  distance  of  thirty  feet  beneath 
the  path.  This  steep  bank  was  covered  with 
jutting  rocks  and  rude  underwood,  with  here 
and  there  a  forest  tree  of  tolerable  height  and 
size.  Nothing  on  a  small  scale  could  be 
wilder  than  the  whole  scene  beneath  them ; 
the  "  river  rushing  o'er  its  pebbled  bed ;"  the 
bank  rising  upward  from  the  path  at  the 
same  steep  angle ;  and  the  hill-side,  as  far  as 

the  eye  could  reach,  was  covered  with  the 

■ 

same  rough  mantle  of  rocks,  stunted  oaks, 
yellow  beeches,  and  ill-grown  forest  trees. 
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Lord  Delahaye  followed  the  two  ladies, 
giving  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  and 
Agnes  walked  behind  them  in  the  ragged 
path  for  a  few  steps  alone.  Vavasour,  how- 
ever, was  close  behind  her ;  a  single  step  in 
advance  brought  him  to  her  side,  when  he 
presented  his  arm,  and  it  was  accepted. 
How  involuntarily,  how  perfectly,  without 
intention  or  design,  do  the  steps  of  those, 
feeling  as  they  felt,  linger  behind  the  rest  of 
the  party !  Yet  no  word  was  spoken  that  the 
world  might  not  have  heard;  the  light  arm 
that  hung  upon  his  received  no  pressure  that 
the  most  jealous  eye  could  discern,  yet  each 
felt  that  they  were  together,  and  alone ;  and 
this  consciousness  was  of  itself  sufficient  hap- 
piness. 

At  the  distance  of  about  a  mile  and 
a  quarter  from  the  point  where  they  had 
quitted  the  carriage,  the  narrow  path  sud- 
denly opened  into  a  grassy  area  of  about 
three  acres,  surrounded  on  all  sides  by  a  close 
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thicket,  and  in  the  midst  of  it  stood  the  ruins 
of  the  venerable  abbey  of  St.  Olave's.  One 
wall  alone  remained,  with  its  lofty  arch,  and 
sober  grey  buttresses;  yet  the  well-carved 
stone  and  the  slender  mullions  shewed  how 
graceful  and  how  delicate  the  architecture  of 
the  building  had  been. 

The  situation  fixed  upon  for  the  pic-nic 
was  exceedingly  beautiful.  It  was  a  small 
plot  of  soft  green  velvet  turf,  formerly  the 
abbot's  garden,  but  now  surrounded  at  some 
little  distance  by  a  profusion  of  evergreens ; 
while  further  in  the  background  a  dense 
foliage  of  numberless  giant  oaks  spread  out 
their  graceful  branches.  From  one  side  of 
this  fairy  spot,  a  small  stream,  bubbling  from 
a  clear  cool  spring,  flowed,  with  a  soft  mur- 
muring sound,  into  an  ancient  stone  vase 
placed  to  receive  it ;  and,  in  the  centre  of  the 
whole  stood  the  remains  of  a  venerable  deni- 
zen of  the  forest,  called  the  abbot's  oak. 

Such  was  the  place;   and  truly  a  more 
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fitting  spot  for  lovers'  vows  could  not  have 
been  selected,  so  sad  and  still,  the  silence 
broken  only  by  the  murmur  of  the  slender 
spring.  Vavasour  felt  its  influence  through 
all  his  frame,  and  it  required  the  utmost  ex- 
ertion of  his  mingled  prudence  and  delicacy 
to  restrain  the  open  expression  of  what  was 
passing  within  him. 

The  pic-nic  was  now  going  on  after  the 
usual  fashion  of  pic-nics :  much  show  of  false 
spirits,  got  up  with  no  little  effort  and  labour, 
and  tempered  every  now  and  then  by  due  fears 
about  the  weather.  "  Look  at  that  cloud  !" 
"  Will  it  rain,  I  wonder  ?"  "  Only  heat,  you 
may  depend."  Mean  time  every  little  bit  of 
blue  sky  was  watched  for  and  welcomed; 
and  when,  at  last,  the  sun  did  burst  forth  in 
all  its  glory,  the  brightened  countenances  of 
the  party  eloquently  testified  how  entirely  the 
party  of  pleasure  and  the  pleasure  of  the  party 
were  at  the  mercy  of  adventitious  circum- 
stances. 
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Our  fog-enyironed  countrymen  know  very 
well  how  to  enjoy  pleasure  when  it  is  pro- 
perly arranged  and  provided  for  them,  or 
when  it  is  to  consist  in  any  actual  object  of 
sight;  but  they  cannot  find  or  make  it  for 
themselves.  A  flatness  pervades  their  spirit  at 
the  moment  its  brightest  powers  are  required : 
weary,  stale,  and  unprofitable  are  all  the 
best  efforts  to  be  gay.  Damped  and  subdued, 
each  is  waiting  to  be  amused  by  the  others ; 
and  all  are  inwardly  venting  their  spleen,  not 
on  their  own  insufficiency,  but  on  the  supine 
dullness  of  their  neighbours.  It  is  strange 
that  Englishmen  never  appear  to  less  advan- 
tage than  at  a  party  of  pleasure.  There  is 
always  an  air  of  g&ne.  The  truth  is,  we  are  a 
dull,  silent  people,  incapable  of  flinging  sun- 
shine on  the  dial  of  life. 

Delahaye,  whose  wit  and  talent  were  suffi- 
cient at  any  time  to  redeem,  if  he  chose,  the 
dullness  of  any  party,  evidently  did  not  think 
it  worth  while  to  exert  himself.     Excepting 
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Lords  Snarlbrook  and  Montressor,  who  were 
his  intimate  associates,  no  one  seemed  to  pos- 
sess sufficient  interest  with  him  to  divert  his 
attention  from  the  table.  With  the  former 
he  occasionally  exchanged  a  word,  took  a  glass 
of  wine  with  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  nodded 
approbation  to  sundry  remarks  on  the  dishes : 
but  little  else  did  Lord  Delahaye  condescend 
during  the  repast. 

This  indifference  of  the  man  of  fashion  gave 
a  flat  tone  to  the  whole  affair.  The  ladies, 
too,  except  those  on  a  visit  to  Tredinnick 
Court,  were  under  some  little  constraint,  as 
they  were  strangers  to  many  of  the  party. 
The  appearance  of  the  dessert  was  therefore 
hailed  by  most  as  a  decided  relief;  and,  dis- 
pensing with  etiquette  on  such  an  occasion, 
the  sides  of  the  tent  were  opened,  and  the 
ladies,  headed  by  the  hostess,  crowded  to  one 
side,  to  seek  amusement  from  the  antics  of 
some  young  gipsy  boys; 

In  the  mean  time,  the  younger  ladies  were 
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spared  the  infliction  of  their  own  society  by 
the  delicate  attentions  of  Captain  Moreton 
and  Cornet  McArthur,  of  the  th  hnssars, 
who  were  obviously  trying  the  battery  of  their 
well  blackened  mustachios  and  umbrageous 
chevelure  upon  the  susceptible  hearts  of  the 
two  Miss  Godalcans.  Their  seductive  powers, 
howeyer,  rested  with  their  capillary  orna- 
ments ;  for  Nature  had  been  much  more  la- 
vish in  the  external  decoration  than  the  inter- 
nal furniture  of  their  heads.  Indeed  their 
conversational  resources  were  so  scanty,  that 
the  eyes  of  the  young  ladies  wandered  listlessly 
over  the  gipsies'  tent  in  a  vain  attempt  to  be- 
guile the  weariness  of  the  "  silent  system/'  of 
which  they,  without  having  committed  any 
adequate  offence,  were  made  the  innocent  vic- 
tims. 

"  See !"  said  Miss  Maria, 


'  The  hell  of  waters,  where  they  howl  and  hiss !' 


t* 


The  cornet  looked,  and  found  the  lady's 
Byronian  quotation  applied,  not  to  the  Cas- 
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cata  del  Marmore  of  Terni,  but  to  the  gipsies' 
kettle. 

During  this  interval  the  dullness  of  the  rest 
of  the  party  had  rather  increased ;  and  the 
gaudy  flag,  that  still  drooped  motionless  on  its 
staff  from  the  tent,  seemed  a  proper  emblem 
of  their  listless  and  inanimate  condition.  They 
stood  -about  in  groups  —  idle,  weary,  and 
dreary,  until  the  carriages  that  were  to  con- 
vey them  home  were  announced. 

Thus  ended  a  fete  especially  devoted  to  en- 
joyment. But  premeditated  pleasures  fre- 
quently terminate  in  disappointment  :  for 
mirth  and  glee  do  not  always  care  to  accept 
a  ceremonious  invitation ;  they  are  friendly, 
familiar  creatures,  that  love  to  "  drop  in ;" 
whereas,  bills  at  long  dates  upon  happiness 
are  very  apt  to  be  dishonoured  when  due. 

The  pic-nic  was  now  over,  and  the  carriages 
were  announced.  Some  alteration  had  been 
made  in  the  plan  of  returning  home.  Miss 
Callendar  and  Frank  Vavasour  had  given  up 
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their  places  with  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  in 
behalf  of  two  timid  ladies,  who  were  fearful 
of  trusting  themselves  to  Mr.  Vyvyan's  coach- 
manship, especially  as  he  had  proposed  a 
short  cut  home  by  the  seaside.  After  some 
discussion,  Agnes,  accompanied  by  Vavasour, 
entered  Mr.  Vyvyan's  phaeton,  and  com- 
menced their  return  home. 

The  twilight  had  closed  in:  the  earliest 
star — the  star  of  memory  and  love,  hymned 
by  every  poet  since  the  world  began — was 
far  in  the  ark  of  heaven. 

"  I  fear,"  said  Vavasour,  folding  his  cloak 
round  his  companion,  "  that  you  will  suffer 
from  the  evening's  dew." 

"  Oh  no,"  rejoined  Agnes,  "  I  have  been 
all  my  life  accustomed  to  be  out  in  the  night 
air ;  I  shall  not  suffer." 

"  Still,"  continued  Vavasour,  "  I  have  high 
authority  for  my  caution ;  do  you  remember 
a  conceit  ascribed  to  the  great  Lord  Chester- 
field ?— 

vol.  n.  c 
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" '  The  dews  of  the  evening  most  carefully  shun. 
They  are  tears  of  the  sky  for  the  loss  of  the  sun.' 


n 


The  distant  bells  of  a  church  now  chimed. 
"  Ah,  those  evening  bells,"  said  Vavasour, 
"that  reminds  me  of  an  old  promise  you 
made  of  singing  me  that  beautiful  ballad. 
What  time  can  be  more  appropriate  than 
now?" 

'    "  Gladly  will  I  redeem  my  word,"  responded 
Agnes. 

Every  sound  was  hushed,  the  world  seemed 
left  to  "  darkness  and  to  them,"  and  the  music, 
the  voice,  the  words,  the  scene  were  all  in 
delicate  harmony  with  each  other. 

"  Those  evening  bells,  those  evening  bells, 
How  many  a  tale  their  music  tells 
Of  youth  and  hope,  and  that  sweet  time 
When  first  I  heard  their  soothing  chime !" 

Agnes  was  still  singing  this  stanza,  when 
on  a  sudden  the  report  of  a  pistol  broke  the 
silence  of  the  night.  Agnes  started,  while 
her  companion  urged  her  to  make  not  the 
slightest  noise.     They  had  not  gone  a  hun- 
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dred  yards  further,  when  the  springs  of  the 
phaeton  gave  way ;  and,  upon  examination,  it 
was  found  totally  impracticable  to  proceed  in 
it.  After  some  little  discussion,  the  carriage 
was  pulled  off  the  road,  and  the  groom 
ordered  to  take  one  of  the  horses  and  make 
the  best  of  his  way  to  Tredinnick  Court,  to 
procure  another  conveyance.  Mr.  Vyvyan 
then  led  the  way,  declaring  his  knowledge  of 
every  road  throughout  the  county. 

The  path  selected  by  him  led  into  a  narrow 
bridle  road,  descending  upon  the  rough, 
shingly  beach.  Every  ray  of  light  had  now 
left  the  dark  and  heaving  expanse  of  the  sea, 
while  the  advancing  tide  rolled  threateningly 
toward  the  shore.  Agnes  shivered,  and  folded 
her  shawl  closer  around  her,  as  the  rain  began 
to  descend  in  torrents. 

At  this  moment,  on  turning  an  intervening 
rock,  the  sound  of  suppressed  voices  attracted 
their  attention,  and  they  involuntarily  paused 
to  listen. 

c  2 
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"  To-night  will  do  for  our  work.  It  will 
soon  be  pitch  dark,  and  the  lieutenant 's  on 
a  wrong  scent.  They  '11  never  be  up  to  our 
game." 

Agnes  listened  breathlessly :  she  fancied 
the  voice  of  the  speaker  was  familiar  to  her. 

"  We  're   in  luck  to-night,  that 's  certain, 

Mark,"  replied  his  comrade.  "  It's  so  hazy 
that  the  cutter  lies  out  there  in  the  mist  snug 
enough." 

At  the  name  of  Mark,  Agnes's  fears  in- 
creased ;  and,  but  for  Vavasour's  support,  she 
would  have  fallen  to  the  ground.  While 
considering  what  she  should  do— whether  to 
tell  Vavasour  that  he  in  whose  hands  her  des- 
tiny might  be,  stood  before  her,  and  by  so 
doing  risk  the  life  of  her  gallant  companion, 
or  trust  to  circumstances  to  bring  about  the 
capture  of  the  smugglers — a  sound  of  hurry- 
ing footsteps  was  heard  along  the  road  down 
the  cliffs,  and  a  number  of  men  belonging  to 
the  preventive  service  rushed  hastily  past 
Vavasour  and  his  terrified  companion.     The 
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boat  at  this  moment  had  just  touched  the 
shore :  in  less  time  than  the  circumstances 
can  be  conveyed  in  narration,  the  two  smug- 
glers had  jumped  into  it,  and  the  crew  were 
sending  her  rapidly  through  the  serf,  beyond 
the  reach  of  their  disappointed  pursuers. 

As  quickly  as  Agnes's  trepidation  would 
allow,  she  told  her  companion  her  suspicions 
as  to  one  of  the  gang  being  Mark  Hindley. 

Upon  their  return  to  Tredinnick  Court, 
Vavasour  lost  no  time  in  despatching  a  mes- 
senger to  another  part  of  the  coast,  where  the 
commanding  officer  of  the  station  had  been 
induced  to  post  a  strong  force  from  a  false 
alarm  of  an  intended  landing,  giving  all  parti- 
culars  of  the  transaction,  and  offering  one 
hundred  pounds  reward  for  the  capture  of 
Mark  Hindley. 

The  next  day  rose  in  storms.  The  sky  was 
covered  with  clouds,  flying  before  the  wind  in 
volumes  of  rolling  blackness.  The  sea  raged 
against  the  cliffs,  as  if  it  menaced  their  ex- 
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istence :  and  the  fishermen,  who  had  prepared 
their  barks  all  along  the  beach  for  embarkation 
at  the  dawn,  were  seen  on  every  side  drawing 
them  higher  on  shore,  to  prevent  the  mischief 
which  threatened  such  small  craft  from  the 
raging  of  the  waters.  Some  who  had  been 
more  adventurous,  and  set  forth  during  the 
night,  notwithstanding  the  warning  elements, 
met  the  fate  their  more  prudent  comrades 
averted ;  and,  at  the  dinner-table  at  Tredinnick 
Court,  the  butler  brought  the  melancholy 
tidings  that  the  wreck  of  several  boats,  among 
them  the  one  supposed  to  belong  to  the  smug* 
glers,  had  been  dashed  on  shore.  Such,  how- 
ever, was  not  the  case,  as  will  be  seen  in  the 
sequel. 

No  sooner  had  Hindley  sprang  from  the 
rocks  into  the  boat,  than  he  gave  the  order  to 
shove  off.  "  A  curse  light  on  these  land- 
sharks  !"  he  muttered.  "  Give  way,  men,  give 
way." 

Notwithstanding  the  heavy  and  dangerous 
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surf  that  was  beginning  to  tumble  in  upon  the 
rocks,  the  smugglers  succeeded  in  urging  their 
light  boat  over  the  waves,  and  in  a  few  seconds 
were  without  the  point  where  danger  was 
most  to  be  apprehended.  Hindley  had  seem- 
ingly disregarded  the  breakers  as  they  passed, 
but  sat  sternly  eyeing  the  foam  that  rolled  by 
them  in  successive  surges,  until  the  boat  rose 
regularly  on  the  long  seas,  when  he  turned  his 
looks  around  the  bay  in  quest  of  the  cutter. 

"  There,  there  she  lies,  more  to  port ;  look 
into  the  streak  of  clear  sky  above  the  wood 
there ;  that  long  black  line  is  her  maintopmast. 
Pull,  my  hearties,  pull !  every  thing  depends 
upon  our  exertions  to-night.  We  must  get 
the  cutter  under  weigh  immediately." 

In  the  mean  time,  the  oarsmen  were  not 
idle,  but  by  strenuous  efforts  they  forced  the 
boat  rapidly  through  the  water,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  she  ran  alongside  the  cutter. 

"  In  oars !" 

The  men  ceased  their  efforts  at  the  com- 
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manding  tones  of  their  captain's  voice,  and  he 
continued,  whilst  ascending  to  the  gangway — 

"  Get  the  cutter  under  weigh  immediately. 
Heave  up  at  once." 

The  order  was  promptly  obeyed,  and  in  a 
very  short  time  the  "  Blue-eyed  Maid "  was, 
falcon-like,  flying  before  the  keel-compelling 
gale. 

It  has  been  already  stated  that  there  were 
threatening  symptoms  in  the  appearance  of 
the  weather  to  create  serious  forebodings  of 
evil  in  the  breast  of  a  seaman,  and  all  on  board 
anxiously  waited  for  its  fury,  for  there  were 
none  so  ignorant  or  inexperienced  as  not  to 
know  that  as  yet  they  only  felt  the  infant 
effects  of  the  wind. 

During  this  time,  the  sea  was  becoming 
more  agitated,  and  the  violence  of  the  wind 
was  gradually  increasing.  An  endless  succes- 
sion of  white  surges  rose  above  the  heavy 
billows,  and  the  vessel  was  driven  along  with 
tremendous  fury  by  the  full  powers  of  the 
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storm.  Still  the  hardy  and  experienced  mari- 
ners who  directed  her  movements  held  her  to 
the  course  that  was  necessary  to  their  preser- 
vation, and  still  Hindley  gave  forth  those 
orders  that  turned  her  in  the  narrow  channel 
where  safety  was  alone  to  be  found. 

"  See  you  yon  light  on  the  headland  V9  said 
the  captain,  addressing  a  veteran  seaman  at 
the  helm.  "  Now  observe  that  shadow  in  the 
horizon;  'tis  a  hill  far  inland.  If  we  keep 
that  light  open  from  the  hill,  we  shall  do  well ; 
but  if  not,  we  shall  surely  go  to  pieces.  Silence 
all !" 

This  warning  effectually  closed  all  discourse, 
and  the  hardy  mariners  stood  in  breathless 
anxiety  awaiting  the  result.  At  a  short  dis- 
tance ahead  of  them  the  whole  ocean  was  a 
sheet  of  snowy  foam ;  and  the  waves,  instead 
of  rolling  on  in  regular  succession,  appeared 
to  be  tossing  about  in  mad  gambols.  It  was 
indeed  a  dreadful  night.  The  howling  of  the 
tempest,  mingled  with  the  shrieks  of  the  sea- 

c5 
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fowl,  sounded  like  the  dirge  of  those  ill-fated 
beings  who,  in  the  midst  of  a  raging  sea,  toiled 
away,  often  being  buried  beneath  the  massive 
weight  of  some  giant  billow  which  broke  over 
their  perilous  bark. 

Still  the  cutter  held  on  her  way,  skimming 
the  ocean  like  a  waterfowl  seeking  its  place 
of  nightly  rest,  and  shooting  in  towards  the 
land  as  fearlessly  as  if  the  danger  of  the  pre- 
ceding hour  was  already  forgotten.  No  shoals 
or  rocks  appeared  to  arrest  her  course,  and  we 
must  leave  her  gliding  into  a  sheltered  bay, 
where  the  mariners  often  found  a  refuge  from 
the  dangers  of  the  ocean. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

"  I  see  a  column  of  slow  rising  smoke 
O'ertop  the  lofty  wood,  that  skirts  the  wild ; 
A  vagabond  and  useless  tribe  there  eat 
Their  miserable  meal. 

The  sportive  wind  blows  wide 
Their  fluttering  rags,  and  shews  a  tawny  skin. 
The  vellum  of  the  pedigree  they  claim. 
Great  skill  have  they  in  palmestry,and  more 
To  conjure  clean  away  the  gold  they  touch, 
Conveying  worthless  dross  into  its  place ; 
Loud  when  they  beg,  dumb  only  when  they  steal." 

Cowper. 

Among  the  personages  who  move  and  act 
in  the  shifting  scenes  of  this  our  drama,  we 
must  not  keep  in  the  background  an  indivi- 
dual whose  destiny  is  closely  interwoven  with 
the  events  which  it  is  oar  task  to  record.  On 
leaving  America,  Mark  Hindley,  having  pre* 
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viously  obtained  his  discharge  from  his  regi- 
ment, had  the  misfortune  to  meet  on  board 
the  ship  that  was  to  convey  him  to  England 
two  of  his  former  dissolute  comrades,  who  had 
been  drummed  out  of  the  corps,  and  were 
working  their  passage  home.  The  intimacy 
was  renewed,  and  the  voyage  was  passed  in 
drunkenness  and  riot. 

On  landing  at  Portsmouth,  Mark  Hindley 
was  easily  prevailed  upon  by  his  comrades  in 
crime  to  dispose  of  the  principal  part  of  the 
property  of  his  late  master,  Sir  Charles  Cal- 
lendar,  with  the  proceeds  of  which,  after  living 
for  some  weeks  a  life  of  reckless  extravagance, 
he  retired  to  some  distance  from  his  own  na- 
tive village,  where  he  became  a  determined 
poacher. 

The  next  years  of  his  life  we  shall  pass  over 
as  briefly  as  possible,  for  they  were  chequered 
by  no  incident  of  any  marked  interest.  It 
was  clear,  however,  that  his  reputation  for 
roguery  had  extended  too  widely  to  give  him 


THE  TUFT-HUNTER.  87 

a  chance  of  remaining  in  his  present  neigh- 
bourhood with  any  advantage.  He  therefore 
determined  to  retire  to  a  distant  part  of  the 
country,  and  pursue  some  active  employment 
where  he  would  be  perfectly  unknown,  until, 
in  the  course  of  time,  his  ill  character  and 
practises  might  be  forgotten,  and  he  might 
again  hold  up  his  head  as  an  honest  man  —  a 
course  which  his  conscience,  as  well  as  his 
natural  disposition  to  good,  prompted  him  to 
pursue.  He  therefore  proceeded  towards  the 
western  coast ;  and,  after  taking  a  survey  of 
different  places,  he  secured  the  lease  of  a 
small  cottage  about  eight  miles  from  Penzance. 
It  was  a  remarkably  secluded  spot,  there  being 
only  a  few  mean  huts  in  the  vicinity,  and  these 
belonged  to  fishermen.  Having  settled  him- 
self in  this  solitary  abode,  he  purchased  a  small 
fishing- vessel,  and  for  some  time  carried  on  an 
amusing  if  not  profitable  pursuit. 

At  length  he  unfortunately  got  acquainted 
with  a  gang  of  smugglers,  and  his  good  reso- 
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lutiong  were  soon  set  aside.  This  lawless  oc- 
cupation he  felt  would  well  suit  the  active  and 
enterprising  bias  of  his  mind,  and,  although  he 
knew  that  smuggling  was  condemned  by  the 
laws,  he  was  aware  that  it  was  encouraged, 
nay,  carried  on  by  those  who  framed  and  af- 
fected to  be  the  guardians  of  the  laws.  True 
it  was  that  the  poor  man,  when  detected  in 
the  illegal  traffic,  was  severely  visited  by 
those  acts  of  the  legislature  which  are  said  to 
be  framed  for  the  benefit  of  society  at  large ; 
while  the  titled  delinquent,  who  made  smug- 
gling a  fashion  by  patronizing  contraband 
commodities,  to  the  scandal  of  the  statutes, 
and  the  ruin  of  the  native  tradesman  and  ma- 
nufacturer, got  off  scot-free. 

Before  Hindley's  cottage,  the  distance  of 
which  from  the  shore  was  about  a  quarter  of 
a  mile,  the  coast  slightly  curved,  forming  a 
small  bay.  At  the  horn  of  this,  there  was  a 
tuft  of  low,  ragged  rocks  jutting  out  into  the 
water,  which  rendered  the  anchorage  near 
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them  80  dangerous  that  no  vessels  ever  sought 
shelter  there,  especially  as  the  harbour  of 
Penzance  was  only  a  few  miles  off.  Behind 
these  rocks,  the  cliff  rose  to  a  fearful  height, 
bending  considerably  beyond  the  perpendicu- 
lar; and,  under  the  impending  brink,  a  few 
feet  above  the  shore,  was  a  fissure  in  the 
earth  that  opened  into  a  spacious  cavern.  A 
large  mass  of  rock  projected  its  craggy  bulk 
before  it,  between  which  and  the  cavern  there 
was  not  much  more  than  space  for  the  passage 
of  a  man's  body.  This  cavern  extended  far 
within  the  bosom  of  the  cliff;  and  a  passage, 
at  least  thirty  feet  long,  and  not  more  than 
three  broad  and  five  high,  led  to  another 
aperture. 

Beelzebub's  Mouth,  as  this  place  was  called, 
was  only  visible  at  ebb-tide ;  and  even  then  it 
lay  so  concealed  from  general  observation  as 
scarcely  to  be  perceptible.  The  spot  was  so 
seldom  trodden  by  human  foot,  that  its  secu- 
rity seemed  to  defy  the  common  chances  of 
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discovery.  The  entrance,  moreover,  was  so 
narrow,  that,  by  filling  with  earth  and  sea- 
weed  the  fissure  which  formed  it,  when  any 
thing  of  value  was  hidden  in  the  cavern,  the 
probability  of  detection  would  be  greatly 
diminished. 

For  some  months  the  smugglers  carried  on 
their  hazardous  trade  without  discovery  ; 
when,  owing  to  the  desertion  of  one  of  the 
gang,  their  place  of  hitherto  security  was 
made  known  to  the  authorities.  This  came 
to  the  knowledge  of  Hindley,  who  lost  no 
time  in  urging  his  comrades  to  make  their 
escape.  To  prevent  detection,  each  deter- 
mined to  take  a  separate  course ;  and  Hind- 
ley  wandered  without  any  deliberate  plan, 
leaving  his  future  destiny  to  chance. 

On  the  evening  of  the  second  day  after 
their  separation,  he  found  himself  upon  a 
dreary  common ;  as  he  advanced,  a  thick 
mist  enveloped  every  thing  around  him  with 
so  dense  a  covering,  that  he  could  scarcely 
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discern  any  object  at  a  few  yards'  distance. 
The  heath  was  of  considerable  extent,  and, 
thongh  unacquainted  with  the  route,  he  de- 
termined to  push  forward  at  all  hazards.  He 
had  not  been  long  bewildered,  when  he  per- 
ceived a  light,  apparently  at  a  short  distance. 
As  this  promised  shelter  for  the  night,  or  at 
least  a  guide  to  the  next  town,  he  quickened 
his  pace  at  the  sight  of  it;  but  the  pale, 
sickly  ray  seemed  to  retreat  as  he  advanced, 
and  at  length  it  suddenly  disappeared. 

Supposing  that  the  light  might  have  been 
removed  by  the  inmates  of  some  neighbouring 
cottage,  he  proceeded  onward  with  cautious 
celerity,  hoping  that  it  would  shortly  re- 
appear. His  expectation,  however,  was  not 
realized ;  and  he  stood  in  the  midst  of  a  wide 
and  barren  heath,  uncertain  which  direction 
to  pursue. 

While  pondering  upon  the  chances  of  a 
shelter  from  the  night-air,  his  attention  was 
attracted  by  a  tall,  gigantic  figure,  which 
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seemed  to  emerge  from  the  mist,  and  advance 
towards  him.  He  silently  awaited  its  ap- 
proach. A  rough,  coarse  voice  demanded 
who  was  there. 

"  A  traveller,"  replied  Mark,  "  who  has 
lost  his  way,  and  would  fain  get  a  night's 
lodging." 

"  Two  miles  distant  you  will  find  Kemp- 
thorpe ;  ask  for  the  Green  Man,  at  the  skirts 
of  the  village;  there  they  will  take  you  in. 
I've  too  many  mouths  to  provide  for,  to  give 
a  night's  lodging  or  food  for  the  love  of  hu- 
manity." 

"  I  don't  seek  a  favour  without  a  quit- 
tance," replied  Mark ;  "  provide  me  a  shelter, 
and  I'll  pay  you  handsomely  for  your  kind- 


ness." 


So  saying,  Hindley  took  half-a-crown  from 
his  pocket,  and  placed  it  upon  the  rough 
palm  of  his  companion,  who  clutched  it  with 
an  eagerness  that  proclaimed  his  love  of 
lucre. 
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"  Follow/'  said  the  man,  as  soon  as  he  had 
secured  the  coin  within  the  pocket  of  a  tat- 
tered waistcoat — "  follow" — and  he  stalked 
sturdily,  but  in  silence,  before  his  new  guest. 

The  common  here  gradually  sloped,  until  at 
length,  upon  a  sudden,  the  descent  for  several 
yards  became  extremely  steep.  As  they 
reached  the  bottom  of  this  precipitous  dell, 
the  moon  glimmered  more  distinctly  through 
the  mist  which  had  by  this  time  partially 
dispersed,  and  discovered  the  rude  tents  of  a 
gipsy's  camp.  Hindley's  host,  passing  into 
the  principal  one,  invited  him  to  enter. 

The  entrance  was  so  low  that  he  was 
obliged  to  stoop  his  head ;  but  a  single  step 
brought  him  within  the  retreat.  He  could 
see  nothing;  there  was  not  a  glimmer  of 
light  to  guide  his  footsteps;  he  stood  per- 
plexed. At  length,  a  light  was  kindled  by 
the  stirring  of  some  embers,  and  the  applica- 
tion of  a  small  quantity  of  gunpowder. 

In  a  few  moments  there  was  a  feeble  blaze, 
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when  the  surrounding  objects  became  more 
visible,  and  in  a  short  time  he  was  able  to 
examine  the  persons  by  whom  he  was  sur- 
rounded. He  was  surprised  to  find,  within 
this  den  of  poverty,  six  inmates  besides  him- 
self and  his  host.  Around  the  ruddy  blaze 
sat  the  gipsy's  wife  and  a  young  girl.  Within 
a  recess,  formed  of  canvass,  were  four  children, 
from  the  ages  of  two  to  twelve  years. 

The  gipsy  now  demanded  his  supper  in  a 
tone  of  command,  and  in  a  moment  the  meal 
was  placed  before  him.  It  consisted  of  a 
piece  of  broiled  meat,  to  which  was  added 
some  barley-bread,  and  a  huge  flaggon  of  ale. 

Supper  being  concluded,  the  gipsy  addressed 
his  wife — "  This  is  a  traveller  who  has  lost 
his  way,  and  seeks  shelter  with  the  vagrant. 
Make  him  welcome,  and  pick  him  some  clean 
straw  for  a  bed.  He  has  paid  for  his  night's 
rest,  and  must  have  the  best  accommodation 
our  tent  can  afford." 

The  woman  to  whom  this  was  addressed 
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replied  not,  but,  indolently  rising  from  the 
ground,  as  if  she  felt  little  interest  in  admi- 
nistering to  the  comforts  of  a  stranger,  took 
some  straw  from  a  bundle  upon  which  she 
had  been  previously  seated,  and  presently  an- 
nounced to  her  husband's  guest  that  his  bed 
was  prepared.  Hindley,  overcome  by  fatigue, 
for  he  had  walked  thirty  miles  during  the  day, 
threw  himself  upon  the  straw,  and  soon  sank 
into  a  profound  and  refreshing  repose. 

On  awaking,  he  found  that  the  whole  family 
had  risen.  As  the  morning  advanced,  the  sun 
shone  out  vividly,  and  Hindley  surveyed  the 
different  objects  within  the  tent.  The  gipsy 
was  a  sturdy,  muscular  person,  his  age  about 
eight  and  thirty,  of  a  fine  but  harsh  counte- 
nance, with  black,  fierce-looking  eyes,  round, 
hardy  limbs,  and  a  stature  indicating  superior 
strength  and  activity.  The  gipsy's  wife  was 
a  stout,  comely  woman,  with  black  eyes,  in 
which  there  was  an  expression  of  languor  and 
indifference,  save  when  she  was  roused  to 
anger. 
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Of  the  younger  of  the  dark  swarthy  imps 
it  is  needless  to  give  any  description.  The 
eldest  of  the  brood  was  in  her  seventeenth 
year.  She  wore  a  loose  striped  cotton  jacket, 
beneath  which  depended  a  scanty  petticoat 
that  did  not  extend  below  the  calf  of  the  leg, 
leaving  exposed  to  the  sight  a  limb  of  exqui- 
site symmetry.  Her  long,  glossy  hair,  which 
was  raven  black,  hung  in  wild  profusion  over 
her  shoulders.  She  was  tall  and  well  formed ; 
her  skin  was  brown,  but  perfectly  clear,  her 
colour  brilliant,  her  teeth  regular  and  of  a 
sparkling  white:  in  short,  those  who  prefer 
the  dark  complexion  of  the  daughters  of  sun- 
nier climes  to  the  blended  red  and  white  of 
our  English  maidens,  would  have  pronounced 
Margaret  Lee  (such  was  her  name)  to  be  per- 
fectly beautiful. 

Although  her  skin  was  nut-brown,  her  eyes 
were  of  a  deep  blue,  beaming  with  the  lustre 
of  youth  and  health,  and  proclaiming,  in  cha- 
racters too  marked  to  be  misunderstood,  that 
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there  was  an  intellect  behind  them  which 
only  required  culture  to  produce  a  rich  har- 
vest. 

Although  this  young  girl  was  in  the  con- 
stant habit  of  hearing  doctrines  and  witnessing 
scenes  subversive  of  all  purity,  she  possessed 
a  natural  chastity  of  thought  and  feeling 
which  enabled  her  mind  to  escape  the  immo- 
rality that  existed  everywhere  around  her; 
and,  though  she  exhibited  no  outward  token 
of  dissent  from  habits  to  which  she  even  yet 
had  not  become  inured,  there  was  ever  present 
with  her  an  inward  repugnance  to  and  shrink- 
ing from  those  degrading  practises  so  common 
in  the  abodes  of  destitution  and  crime. 

It  may  appear  incredible  that  Margaret  Lee 
should  have  received  so  little  moral  infection 
amid  the  baleful  influence  in  which  she  had 
been  born  and  reared,  and  that  the  contagion 
of  example  had  not  corrupted  her ;  but  let  it 
be  remembered  that  it  is  not  seldom  that  Na- 
ture uses  instruments  and  methods  of  vindi- 
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eating  her  own  power,  and  establishing  her 
own  innate  purity,  which  are  the  very  last 
that  man  would  have  chosen  for  such  a  pur- 
pose— extracting  the  most  sanative  medicines 
from  the  vilest  weeds,  and  (as  in  the  case  we 
have  just  described)  throwing  around  a  deni- 
zen of  the  most  abject  poverty  that  protecting 
power  which  she  (to  their  cost)  often  with- 
holds from  those  dwelling  amidst  the  pomps 
and  vanities  of  the  world. 

The  gipsy,  George  Lee,  whom  Hindley  had 
fallen  in  with,  was  known  in  the  country  by 
the  familiar  name  of  "  spring-heeled  George," 
and  was  strongly  suspected  of  carrying  on 
poaching  to  a  great  extent,  although  hitherto 
he  had  contrived  to  keep  clear  of  the  magis- 
trates.  Mark,  anxious  to  find  a  place  of  pre- 
sent security,  after  partaking  of  his  breakfast, 
thus  addressed  his  host : 

"  Lee,  what  say  you  to  having  me  for  a 
companion  ?  I  can  pay  my  way ;  there's  my 
footing/'    flinging   him  a  sovereign;    "and 
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when  we  get  better  acquainted,  perhaps  I  can 
do  more." 

"Agreed,"  replied  the  other;  "but  first 
your  solemn  oath  that  you  will  never  reveal 
to  mortal  man  my  name  or  occupation." 

Hindley  took  the  oath,  and  it  was  now  de- 
finitively arranged  that  he  should  remain  an 
inmate  of  the  gipsy  camp. 

Very  shortly  after  his  connexion  with  his 
new  associates,  Hindley  made  a  confidant  of 
George  Lee  to  a  certain  extent,  acquainting 
him  with  the  avocation  he  had  lately  adopted. 
There  was  something  in  this  very  congenial  to 
the  feelings  of  Lee,  who  was  delighted  to  find 
that  he  had  acquired  in  his  guest  so  enterpri- 
sing a  coadjutor. 

For  several  weeks  they  remained  in  their 
present  quarters,  during  which  period  they 
were  engaged  in  not  a  few  poaching  delin- 
quencies. An  event  soon  occurred,  however, 
which  was  attended  by  circumstances  that  in 
a  great  measure  changed  the  prospect  of  Mark. 

VOL.  II.  D 
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One  evening,  when  returning  to  the  gipsy  tent, 
he  strolled  listlessly  along  the  cliffs,  and  for 
some  time  walked  musing  onward.  On  pass- 
ing a  huge  rock,  his  foot  slipped ;  he  fell  into 
a  frightful  chasm,  and  became  immediately 
insensible. 

On  recovering  his  consciousness,  he  found 
that  he  was  lying  on  his  low  pallet,  with  Mar- 
garet sitting  by  his  side,  anxiously  gazing 
upon  his  countenance,  and  watching  with  the 
deepest  interest  the  return  of  animation.  For 
several  moments,  nothing  definite  recurred  to 
his  mind.  He  had  an  indistinct  recollection 
of  his  foot  slipping,  but  his  succeeding  insen- 
sibility was  so  instantaneous,  that  he  had  no 
clear  perception  of  what  had  taken  place. 

Margaret  now  related  to  Hindley  that,  while 
on  her  return  from  a  neighbouring  t<jwn,  she 
discovered  him  at  the  foot  of  the  rock,  lying, 
as  she  supposed,  lifeless ;  that,  having  alarmed 
some  cottagers,  they  assisted  in  bearing  him 
home,  when  a  surgeon  was  sent  for,  who,  upon 
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examination,  found  that,  besides  other  severe 
injuries,  his  arm  was  broken. 

For  several  weeks  Mark's  sufferings  were 
great;  but  he  bore  them  with  the  fortitude 
that  belonged  to  his  resolute  character  and 
vigorous  constitution.  Margaret  was  his  con- 
stant attendant.     During  several  days  and 

nights  of  severe  agony,  she  scarcely  ever 
quitted  his  bedside.  She  spent  long  intervals 
of  time  kneeling  by  his  pallet,  her  fingers  on 
his  pulse,  counting  the  rapid  vibration :  her 
cool  hand  alone  tempered  the  burning  of  his 
brow;  and  often,  supported  by  her  arm,  he 
slept,  while  she  remained  in  the  same  position, 
immoveable.  She  watched  him  with  a  vigilance 
that  showed  how  intense  an  interest  she  took 
in  his  recovery.  She  anticipated  his  wants, 
read  his  very  thoughts,  and  realized  every 
wish  even  before  it  was  uttered.  Her  devo- 
tion was  such  as  woman  could  show  only  to 
the  man  in  whom  her  whole  affections  were 
absorbed. 

d  2 
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After  the  lapse  of  four  anxious  weeks, 
Hindley  grew  rapidly  better,  and  at  evening- 
tide  enjoyed  at  the  open  window  the  thrilling 
sweetness  of  the  sea  breeze.  How  transporting 
are  the  joys  of  returning  health !  the  calm  of 
mind  —  the  voluptuous  languor  —  the  unre- 
buked  abandonment  to  mere  pleasurable  sen- 
sation— the  delight  that  every  natural  object 
imparts  —  all  these  fill  those  hours  with  a 
dream-like  ecstasy  more  dear  to  memory  than 
tumultuous  joy. 

There  is  nothing  more  delightful  to  the  con- 
valescent than  to  be  watched  by  fond  and 
anxious  friends,  eager  to  cheer  without  fa- 
tiguing, to  animate  without  exciting.  To  be 
the  object  of  every  one's  solicitude  atones  for 
a  time  for  the  loss  of  liberty  and  the  buoy- 
ancy of  spirit  attendant  on  health.  Yes! 
there  is  one  happiness  still  greater — it  is  that 
of  being  watched  by  one  whom  you  pas- 
sionately love — watched  with  all  the  gentle 
care,  the  endearing  solicitude,  the  magic  fore- 
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thought,  the  love-taught  tact  of  one  who 
adores  you ! 

Thus  was  Hindley  watched,  and  thus  did 
Margaret  watch.  Never  for  a  moment  was 
she  absent  from  his  side;  her  ardent  spirit 
was  entranced  by  delight  at  his  recovery. 

Margaret's  attention  to  Mark  Hindley,  du- 
ring his  late  illness,  had  decided  the  question 
in  his  mind  as  to  his  future  views,  and  he 
determined  without  delay  to  offer  her  his 
hand.  The  day  had  been  sunny  and  warm. 
As  the  evening  closed  in,  a  west  wind  rose, 
bringing  with  it  troops  of  fleecy  clouds, 
golden  at  sunset,  and  then  dun  and  grey, 
veiling  with  pervious  network  the  many  stars. 
Margaret  and  Mark  watched  the  heavens. 
Darkness  crept  around  them,  the  rocks  grew 
more  massy  and  indistinct — the  firefly  was 
alive  among  the  depths  of  the  cliffs — the  bat 
wheeled  round  their  humble  dwelling,  the 
owl  swept  with  huge  flapping  wings  out  of 
the  copse. 
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"Margaret!"  were  the  first  words  that 
broke  the  silence,  "  you  have  been  very  kind 
to  me ;  you  have  nursed  me  with  a  care  that 
no  gratitude  can  ever  repay.  I  hope,  I  be- 
lieve I  do  not  mistake  the  nature  of  your  sen- 
timents towards  me.  I  know  my  life  has 
hitherto  done  me  no  credit.  My  name  has 
been  branded  with  crime,  but  with  your  help, 
your  guidance,  I  will  atone  for  the  past.  We 
will  live  abroad  for  some  time,  until  the  slur 
upon  my  name  is  brushed  away  by  the  hands 
of  time ;  then  we  will  return  and  live  in  our 
own  country  upon  the  fruits  of  our  honest 
industry." 

Margaret  did  not  affect  astonishment  at 
this  declaration,  but  readily  accepted  the  only 
man  whom  she  had  really  ever  loved.  It  was 
now  arranged  that  Hindley  should  immedi- 
ately repair  to  Guernsey,  to  dispose  of  his 
vessel,  where  her  uses  were  better  understood 
among  those  thrifty  islanders  than  in  an  Eng- 
lish port.     On  his  return,  he  was  to  lead  the 
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beautiful  Margaret  to  the  altar,  and  then 
retire  for  a  time  to  a  foreign  land. 

Although  the  mutual  affection  between 
Margaret  Lee  and  Hindley  seemed  to  increase 
rather  than  to  be  diminished,  as  their  charac- 
ters opened  more  fully  on  each  other,  the 
feelings  of  each  were  mingled  with  some  less 
agreeable  ingredients.  Margaret  felt  a  secret 
awe  of  him,  amid  all  her  affection  for  Hind- 
ley.  His  soul  was  of  a  prouder  character  than 
those  with  whom  she  had  hitherto  held  in- 
tercourse. 

On  the  other  hand,  Hindley  saw  in  Mar- 
garet a  soft  and  flexible  character,  which 
seemed  too  susceptible  of  being  moulded  to 
any  form  by  those  with  whom  she  lived.  He 
felt  that  his  own  temper  required  a  partner  of 
a  more  independent  spirit,  who  could  set  sail 
with  him  on  his  course  of  life,  resolved  as 
himself  to  dare  indifferently  the  storm  and  the 
favouring  breeze.  But  Margaret  was  so  beau- 
tiful, so  devoutly  attached  to  him,  of  a  tern- 
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per  so  soft  and  kind,  that  she  rendered  herself 
even  dearer  to  him  as  a  being  who  clung  to 
him  for  protection. 

Mark  now  made  preparations  for  his  depar- 
ture, and,  after  taking  an  affectionate  leave  of 
his  affianced  bride,  proceeded  on  his  voyage. 
He  reached  Guernsey  in  safety,  disposed  of 
his  vessel,  and  immediately  returned  to  Eng- 
land. He  wrote  to  Margaret,  apprising  her  of 
his  intention  of  going  to  London,  where  she 
was  to  join  him.  The  arrangement  between 
the  lovers  now  was  that  they  should  proceed 
to  Cherbourg  the  moment  after  their  marriage. 
Their  minds  were  full  of  the  most  delightful 
anticipations;  they  saw  nothing  but  bright 
prospects  for  the  future,  which,  alas!  were 
never  to  be  realized !  Hindley's  probation 
had  not  yet  ceased  when  he  was  reminded 
how  uncertain  is  the  tenure  of  every  mortal 
joy.  Shortly  after  Margaret's  arrival  in  Lon- 
don, she  fell  ill.  Mark  never  left  her  bedside. 
All  her  medicines  were  administered  by  him, 
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Hor  for  days  and  nights  could  he  be  prevailed 
upon  to  take  any  thing  beyond  short  snatches 
of  repose.  Her  disorder  increased,  she  had 
wasted  to  a  mere  shadow,  her  life  hung  upon 
a  thread :  her  eyes  alone— last  retreat  of  the 
spirit  of  life  —  gleamed  brightly  amid  the 
human  ruin.     Her  last  hour  was  at  hand. 

"Mark,  farewell,'1  she  murmured;  "may 
Heaven  bless  you!  I  feel  faint,"  she  conti- 
nued, after  a  pause,  "  my  voice  fails  me — bless 
you  !" 

Her  eyes  closed,  and  a  slight  convulsive 
tremor  of  the  lip  announced  that  the  spirit 
had  passed  from  its  tabernacle  of  clay — let 
us  hope  to  a  better  world ! 

At  no  period  of  Hindley's  life  had  he  been 

more  wretched  than  he  was  at  this  juncture. 

With  the  means  of  happiness  in  his  possession, 

it  had  slipped  from  his  grasp,  and  he  was 

abandoned  to  utter  destitution.      He  could 

not  rouse  himself  from  the  morbid  apathy 

into    which   continued    disappointment    had 

D5 
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steeped  his  soul ;  he  felt  like  the  first  wan* 
derer — a  creature  cut  off  from  human  inter- 
course—  with  an  indelible  brand  upon  his 
brow,  that  marked  him  an  object  of  the 
world's  scorn. 

At  length  his  constant  mental  irritation 
produced  inflammation  of  the  brain ;  he  was 
cast  upon  a  sick  bed,  and  for  a  month  his  life 
was  despaired  of.  He  recovered,  however, 
but  with  the  consciousness  that  Margaret 
was  no  more.  Life  became  a  thankless  boon 
— willingly  would  he  have  closed  his  eyes 
in  death  to  have  rejoined  her  who  had  lat- 
terly been  his  only  link  which  bound  him  to 
life. 

From  this  period,  Hindley  again  became  a 
reckless  man,  and  hearing  that  some  of  his 
old  comrades  were  still  carrying  on  their  un- 
lawful traffic  on  the  Cornish  coast,  he  lost  no 
time  in  joining  them.  He  became  the  pur- 
chaser of  a  fast  sailing  cutter,  made  himself 
captain  of  the  gang,  and  had  carried  on  a 


THE  TUFT-HUNTER.  59 

prosperous  trade  for  some  weeks,  when  the 
event  recorded  in  oar  last  chapter  put  an  end, 
at  least  for  the  present,  to  his  perilous  enter- 
prise. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

"  Twas  that  delightful  season  when  the  broom, 
Full-flowered,  and  visible  on  every  steep, 
Along  the  copses  runs  in  veins  of  gold." 

Wordsworth. 

Our  wandering  narrative  must  now  return 
to  Tredinnick  Court,  where,  on  the  day  but 
one  following  the  meeting  with  the  smugglers 
after  the  visit  to  St.  Olave's,  Vavasour,  accom- 
panied by  Agnes  and  Mr.  Vyvyan,  retraced 
the  steps  of  their  adventure. 

How  different  was  the  scene  from  that  of 
the  night  before !  The  sea  was  still  in  com- 
motion, yet  there  was  nothing  to  excite  ter- 
ror. The  bright  sun  shone  upon  its  troubled 
waters,  gilding  the  summit  of  the  waves.  The 
atmosphere,  purified  by  the  warfare  of  the 
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elements,  was  fresh  and  bracing ;  the  smooth 
water  of  the  core,  in  opposition  to  the  roar- 
ing billows  of  the  unsheltered  ocean;  the 
murmuring  of  the  light  waves,  their  surface 
occasionally  rippled  by  the  eddying  breeze  as 
it  swept  along ;  the  sea-gulls,  who  but  a  few 
hours  ago  were  screaming  with  dismay  as  they 
buffeted  against  the  fury  of  the  gale,  now 
skimming  on  the  waves ;  the  carolling  of  the 
smaller  birds  on  every  side ;  all  this  produced 
a  lightness  of  heart  which  the  calm  of  nature 
alone  can  create*  It  was,  in  truth,  a  morning 
of  singular  loveliness;  one  of  those  which 
have  power  to  steal  away  the  impressions  of 
melancholy  from  the  most  afflicted  breast,  and 
to  pour  into  the  bosom  of  joy  additional  peace 
and  delight. 

While  Mr.  Vyvyan  was  making  some  re- 
searches into  the  nature  of  the  soil,  and  in- 
dulging in  his  usual  castle-building  mania, 
Vavasour  and  Miss  Callendar  were  occupied 
in  prosecuting  their  inquiries  respecting  the 
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smugglers.  All  that  they  could  ascertain  was, 
that  the  cutter  had  got  under  way  during  the 
storm,  and  that  a  part  of  a  boat,  supposed  to 
belong  to  her,  had  drifted  ashore.  This  in- 
telligence seemed  to  confirm  their  former 
fears,  that  the  smugglers  were  lost,  and  with 
them  every  clue  to  our  heroine's  destiny. 

Two  or  three  weeks  of  beautiful  weather 
now  passed  rapidly  away,  during  which  the 
acquaintance  between  Agnes  Callendar  and 
Vavasour  grew  into  that  sort  of  intimacy 
which  meeting  in  such  scenes  and  circum- 
stances, where  tastes  are  congenial,  generally 
produces.  Many  a  rocky  scene  was  explored 
together,  many  boating  expeditions  were  en- 
joyed; and  an  excursion  of  several  days' 
duration  to  different  parts  of  the  coast 
tended  still  more  than  the  intercourse  at 
Tredinnick  Court  to  break  down  the  for- 
malities of  a  not  long  acquaintanceship. 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  was  a  great  promoter 
of  these  excursions,  and  arranged  them  so 
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well,  and  conducted  them  so  skilfully,  with- 
out any  apparent  effort  or  design,  that  it  was 
impossible  to  see  through  the  motives  that 
influenced  her.  Pleasure-hunting,  in  general 
the  most  unsuccessful  of  chases,  and  sight- 
seeing,  usually  the  most  tiresome  mode  of 
killing  time,  were  fraught  with  rapture  to 
those  who  longed  only  for  each  other's  so- 
ciety, which  these  parties  promoted. 

The  last  week  in  April  brought  heavy 
rains ;  and  heavy  rains,  with  a  large  party,  a 
rambling  country  house,  a  bagatelle  board, 
and  a  deserted  book-room,  does  more  to- 
wards the  progress  of  an  incipient  love  affair, 
than  twenty  operas,  or  fifty  balls  at  Almack's. 
Thus  scarcely  an  hour  passed  in  which  Agnes 
and  Vavasour  were  not  thrown  together,  and 
he  became  all  but  her  declared  admirer. 

Agnes  Callendar  possessed  in  the  greatest 
degree  that  sunlike  talent  of  diffusing  light 
and  cheerfulness  around  her.  Vavasour  had 
of  late  listened  to  her  conversation,  her  music, 
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her  songs,  with  increased  delight;  he  had 
fancied  her  deep,  melodious  Toice  far  sweeter 
and  softer  than  he  had  ever  used  to  think  it ; 
nor  could  any  thing  exceed  the  charms  of 
that  conversation  which  flowed  in  the  easy 
accents  of  a  pure  and  natural  mind,  so  as 
only  to  render  her  beauty  still  more  fasci- 
nating. 

Miss  Callendar  neglected  no  opportunities 
of  increasing  her  store  of  literature,  which 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's  excellent  library  af- 
forded her ;  and  these  pleasures  were  greatly 
enhanced  when  pursued  with  one  of  kindred 
taste.  Vavasour's  readiness  to  recite  or  to 
explain  difficult  passages  rendered  his  com- 
panionship in  these  studies  invaluable;  and 
the  wild  romance  of  his  spirit  delighted  a 
character  so  young  and  enthusiastic.  Upon 
subjects  which  interested  him,  he  possessed 
that  flow  of  natural  eloquence  which  is  said  to 
be  as  powerful  even  as  face,  figure,  fashion, 
fame,  or  fortune,  in  captivating  the  female 
heart. 
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His  remarks,  often  racy  and  delightful,  and 
always  uttered  with  the  most  entire  freedom 
from  ceremonious  restraint,  were  the  offspring 
neither  of  audacious  boldness  nor  impertinent 
indifference  to  the  opinions  of  others,  but 
resulted  from  an  unfailing  fund  of  animal 
spirits,  quick  perceptions,  and  strong  feelings, 
ever  tempered,  however,  with  the  kindest 
good  humour  towards  all  the  world,  except- 
ing such  as,  through  conviction  of  their 
worthlessness,  he  despised,  and  then  he  was 
colder  than  marble. 

Often,  too,  Vavasour  accompanied  Agnes 
when  she  required  a  second  in  her  songs; 
and  what  species  of  intimacy  is  so  irresistible 
as  that  formed  over  a  pianoforte  and  music 
books,  when  the  songs  sung  together  embody 
feelings  to  which  the  tongue  dares  not  give 
utterance,  and  the  music  serves  as  an  excuse 
for  that  familiar  interchange  of  looks  and 
words  which  otherwise  would  not  have  been 
ventured  upon. 
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Thus  Vavasour,  who  had  been  at  first 
charmed  by  the  mere  appearance  of  Agnes 
Callendar,  and,  as  their  intercourse  advanced, 
had  been  captivated  by  her  talent,  tidivete, 
and  sweetness,  at  last  found  himself  really  in 
love,  though  uncertain  as  to  what  return  he 
might  meet  with,  and  almost  diffident  of  his 
own  success. 

It  may  be  supposed  that  the  attraction 
between  Vavasour  and  his  young  companion 
was  mutual,  and  that  every  day's  intercourse 
disclosed  new  veins  of  thought,  or  feeling,  or 
knowledge.  Agnes  soon  found  herself  de- 
sirous of  knowing  what  Vavasour  felt  on  many 
subjects  which  occupied  her  own  thoughts. 
She  soon  discovered,  too,  that  his  ideas  called 
forth  her  own,  and  that  he  could  always  as- 
sist her  by  the  extent  and  variety  of  his  know- 
ledge. 

There  is,  perhaps,  nothing  so  engaging  to 
some  women  as  the  capability  in  superior  men 
of  enjoying  their  society  as  rational  beings; 
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and  in  nothing  do  the  lords  of  the  creation 
make  a  greater  mistake  in  regard  to  the  ladies 
thereof,  than  in  supposing  that,  in  order  to 
please  them,  it  is  necessary  to  lay  aside  ra- 
tionality. 

Amongst  the  crowd  of  Miss  Calendar's 
admirers,  we  must  not  omit  to  mention  one 
whose  devotion  had  assumed  a  more  serious 
form  than  the  idolatry  of  most  of  his  brother 
worshippers,  for  his  views  were  decidedly 
matrimonial,  and  he  had  resolved  to  lay  his 
fortune  and  coronet  at  her  feet.  The  roman- 
tic youth  in  question  was  no  other  than  our 
virtuoso  friend,  Lord  Montressor,  whose  pro- 
perty being  deeply  mortgaged,  felt  that  the 
addition  of  some  hundred  and  odd  thousands 
would  tend  materially  to  rid  his  estate  of  the 
aforesaid  incumbrances.  Now,  as  he  con- 
sidered marriage  one  of  the  inevitable  neces- 
sities of  his  position,  and  looked  upon  the 
young  heiress  as  one  in  every  way  qualified 
to  do  credit  to  his  choice — young,  handsome, 
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amiable,  accomplished,  and  the  fashion  —  he 
was  anxious  to  secure,  in  its  most  mitigated 
form,  what  he  deemed  a  necessary  evil.  Still 
the  noble  fortune-hunter  was  too  cautious  to 
risk  his  ultimate  success  by  any  premature 
declaration  of  his  sentiments;  and  for  the 
present  he  was  content  to  mask,  under  the 
semblance  of  friendship,  those  advances  which 
he  hoped  would  lead  in  the  sequel  to  a  far 
more  intimate  and  endearing  connexion. 

Happily,  however,  for  Miss  Callendar,  the 
opportunities  of  her  lordly  lover  were  not  so 
numerous  as  might  have  been  expected.  In 
a  large  rambling  house,  greater  solitude  may 
oftener  be  found  than  within  the  walls  of  a 
smaller  mansion ;  and  Agnes  very  often  con- 
trived to  escape  Lord  Montressor  by  such 
devices  as  the  extent  of  the  apartments  fa- 
voured. Whilst  he  sought  her  in  the  library, 
she  had  flown  to  the  music-room ;  by  the  time 
he  reached  the  latter,  she  had  vanished  to  the 
conservatory,  and  so  on :  so  that  the  evening 
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probably  was  half  spent  before  the  chase  con- 
cluded, and  Lord  Montressor  fairly  established 
by  her  side : — then  indeed  he  was  immoveable. 
What  were  the  chances  of  ultimate  success 
to  this  new  adorer,  the  reader  may  perhaps 
divine  from  what  he  already  knows  of  the 
characters  of  the  parties ;  but  if  his  penetration 
be  at  fault,  he  must  make  up  his  mind  to  await 
the  regular  development  of  these  and  sundry 
other  matters,  in  the  course  of  the  narrative 
we  are  about  to  resume. 
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CHAPTER  XVH. 

"  When  we  go  from  each  pleasure  refined, 
Which  the  sense  or  the  soul  can  receive, 
With  no  hope  in  our  wand'rings  to  find 
One  ray  of  the  sunshine  we  leave, 
An  adieu  should  in  utterance  die, 
Or  if  written,  hut  faintly  appear ; 
Only  heard  through  the  hurst  of  a  sigh, 
Only  read  through  the  blot  of  a  tear." 

Spencer. 

Nearly  a  month  had  Vavasour  thus  lived, 
as  it  were,  in  an  atmosphere  of  his  own ; — 
his  mornings  passed  in  the  company  of  her 
who  was  now  all  the  world  to  him,  when  he 
was  unexpectedly  summoned  to  London.  He 
had  not  yet,  except  by  tenderness  of  tone 
and  the  expression  of  his  eyes,  indicated  to 
her  the  state  of  his  feelings.     A  movement  of 
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doubt  and  apprehension  seemed  to  check  him, 
at  the  moment  he  otherwise  felt  most  inclined 
to  give  vent  to  the  passion  that  influenced 
his  breast.  He  could  not  bear  the  chance, 
however,  of  forfeiting  the  advantages  he  al- 
ready possessed,  by  a  premature  declaration 
and  possible  rejection  ;  he,  therefore,  fed  him- 
self on  the  usual  hopes  of  a  lover,  and  re- 
called to  memory  every  word,  look,  or  turn 
of  expression  that  had  proceeded  from  the 
idol  of  his  thoughts. 

Upon  the  morning  of  his  departure,  he 
entered  a  room  where  often  he  had  encoun- 
tered Miss  Callendar.  It  was  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans's  morning-room.  No  one  was  there  ; 
upon  the  table  were  some  books  he  had  lent 
Agnes  the  day  before.  In  the  midst  of  them 
an  ample  album  superbly  bound,  containing 
many  extracts  from  works  in  print,  and  some 
in  manuscript,  courted  notice,  by  a  display  of 
its  open,  well  filled  pages. 

As  an  open  album  seemed  free  to  all  the 
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world,  Vavasour  without  scruple  began  to 
read,  and  found  it  filled  with  proofs  of  the 
elegant  taste  of  its  owner,  and  the  cultiva- 
tion of  a  natural  and  refined  mind.  On  ex- 
amining further,  judge  of  his  delight  when 
his  own  stanzas  met  his  eye,  and  also  the 
pathetic  lament  of  the  poor  prisoner  of  Fo- 
theringay —  which  had  been  canvassed  with 
so  much  interest  on  a  former  occasion. 

What  sensations,  what  associations,  did 
not  this  recall ;  and  what  wonder,  if  his  in- 
terest was  excited,  to  trace  still  farther  the 
tone  and  feelings  of  Agnes  Callendar's  mind, 
as  evinced  in  the  different  poetical  passages 
which  she  had  thought  it  worth  while  thus  to 
collect ! 

There  is  in  poetry,  and  particularly  in 
poetry  of  a  melancholy  nature,  a  something 
that  almost  insensibly  leads  the  mind  to  re- 
flection. The  coldest  heart  is  not  unfrequently 
moved  by  its  melody,  and  the  bosom  that  is 
ill  at  rest  will  often  slumber  to  its  tones.     It 
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carries  us  back  to  those  quiet  scenes  of  joy 
and  harmony,  among  which  every  individual, 
even  he  whose  existence  has  subsequently  been 
a  stormy  and  a  troubled  one,  has,  at  some 
time  or  another,  past  a  few  delicious  moments. 
And  such  was  the  influence  which  the  charm 
of  poetry  never  failed  to  exert  over  the  sensi- 
tive feelings  of  Agnes  Callendar. 

While  Vavasour  was  "  chewing  the  cud  of 
sweet  fancy,"  the  door  opened,  and  a  party  of 
idlers  entered,  headed  by  Lord  Snarlbrook. 

"All  alone,  Vavasour!"  said  his  lordship 
with  a  sneer  peculiar  to  himself,  "  and  rami, 
nating  over  albums  and  poetry." 

Vavasour  closed  the  book  he  had  been 
reading,  and  tried  to  change  the  conversation, 
but  in  vain.     Lord  Snarlbrook  continued. 

"  What  have  we  here  ?  Annuals  —  the 
Book  of  Beauty — the  Keepsake  —  Heath's 
Picturesque! — the  splendid  toys  of  modern 
blueism ; — a  whim  borrowed  from  the  French, 
gilding  their  refined  gold,  and  perfuming  their 
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violets  until  you  have  made  them  ridicu- 
lous." 

"  You  are  severe  upon  these  ephemeral 
trifles,"  replied  Miss  Godalcan ;  "  they  form  a 
reflection  of  the  scenes  hourly  passing  around 
their  writers,  and  are  an  agreeable  addition 
to  our  lighter  literature." 

"In  Paris/*  continued  Snarlbrook,  "one 
hears  nothing  of  the  Annuals  until  the  auspi- 
cious jour  des  etrennes,  when  they  are  pre- 
sented as  a  gage  d 'amour,  or  as  2.  gage  (Tamitie ; 
but  in  England  your  exotics  bloom  before 
November,  and  are  forgotten  long  before  the 
New  Year.  But  what's  here  ?"  continued  he, 
as  he  turned  over  the  leaves—  "  an  album,  by 
all  that's  sentimental !  Protect  me  from  these 
refuges  for  the  destitute ! — '  Stanzas  on  the 
last  rose !'  —  '  Lines  on  an  early  swallow !'  — 
1  Verses  on  my  birthday !' — 4  Ode  to  the  moon  !* 
— '  Impromptu  upon  a  lovely  girl  at  her  devo- 
tions !'  — '  Sonnet  to  Mary  !'  They  are  as  pue- 
rile as  the  modern  fashionable  novels,  with 
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their  Lady  Georgians**,  my  Lord  Dukes,  and 
Sir  Harrys  — those  caricatures  of  the  beau 
tnonde,  whose  vulgarity  is  only  second  to  that 
of  your  fashionable  newspapers  after  a  draw- 
ing-room, which  announce  to  admiring  Europe 
that  Lady  Baskenrille  wore  a  train  of  rose- 
coloured  satin,  looped  with  pearls  and  dia- 
monds ;  or  that  some  old,  withered  dowager, 
who  has  been  morally  defunct  these  fifteen 
years,  appeared  in  a  robe  of  crimson  velvet, 
giving  one  the  idea  that  she  had  risen  from  the 
catacombs  in  the  identical  velvet  that  covered 
her  coffin." 

"  Surely,"  interposed  Vavasour,  "  such  no- 
vels as  *  Tremaine,' '  Pelham,' €  Granby,'  4  Mrs. 
Armitage,'         " 

"  An  English  novel  is  my  aversion,"  resumed 
the  grumbler ;  "  the  mauvaise  odeur  of  sour 
paste  is  enough  to  drive  one  mad  !" 

"  Only  fancy,"  said  the  youngest  Miss  Go- 
dalcan,  who,  being  an  authoress  herself,  was 
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anxious  to  change  the  conversation,  "  Miss 
Withiel  has  at  last  married  Captain  Breck !" 

Sundry  exclamations  followed  this  an- 
nouncement. 

"  I  pity  any  woman  that  marries,"  said 
Snarlbrook.  "  The  wife  only  becomes  a '  meuble 
de plus9  in  the  menage" 

"  You  are  too  bad,  Lord  Snarlbrook,"  re- 
joined Lady  Godalcan ;  "  you  make  out  that 
all  the  young  ladies  ought  to  die  old  maids." 

"  I  see,"  persevered  the  youngest  Miss 
Godalcan,  "  that  the  happy  pair  have  left 
England  for  Italy." 

"  Italy !"  exclaimed  Miss  Oswald,  sporting 
forth  Byron's  exquisite  lines— 

"  Italia !  oh  Italia  1  thou  who  hast 
The  fatal  gift  of  beauty !" 

And  here  followed  a  rhapsody  upon  the 
continent  and  the  delights  of  being  abroad,  in 
which  the  young  ladies  all  took  part.  Mon- 
tressor  raved  about  Italy ;  Miss  Jane  Oswald 
talked  of  the  beauties  of  the  Louvre ;  Miss 


THE  TUFT-HUNTER.  77 

Oswald  again  quoted  Byron.  Snarlbrook 
continued,  addressing  himself  to  Lord  Mon- 
tressor. 

"If  you  travellers  would  only  speak  can- 
didly, what  are  the  boasted  results  of  your 
wanderings,  which  any  man  is  not  competent 
to  attain  without  stirring  from  his  own  fire- 
side  ?  Where  is  the  beauty  or  the  philosophy 
of  being  ( cabin'd,  cribb-confined'  on  board  a 
steamboat,  or  being  immured  with  half  a 
dozen  fat  women  and  squalling  children  in  a 
rumbling,  dislocating  machine  called  a  dili- 
gence, full  of  ladies,  who  will  keep  the  win- 
dows shut  and  their  mouths  open;  or  even 
travelling  en  prince  in  y  our  britschka,  consign- 
ing your  purse-strings  to  the  tender  mercies  of 
some  shark  of  a  courier,  who  protects  you 
from  the  rapacity  of  the  minor  fry,  only  that 
he  may  more  effectually  devour  you  himself ; 
paralysed  by  damp  sheets,  and  tormented  by 
certain  industrious  insects,  (that  would  form 
an  excellent  exhibition  at  the  Cosmorama,)  at 
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night ;  poisoned  with  bad  cookery  at  inns ; 
pillaged  by  aubergistes ;  rifled  by  douaniers ; 
and  pestered  about  passports  by  the  munici- 
pal jacks  in  office  at  every  bicoque  of  a  town 
yon  come  to  ?  " 

During  this  long  tirade  Vavasour  had  es- 
caped, and,  proceeding  to  the  library,  found 
Agnes  alone,  the  rest  of  the  party  having  gone 
to  the  rectory.  She  was  occupied  in  drawing, 
and  several  0/  her  sketches  were  on  the  table 
before  her.  Her  manner  to  Vavasour  was 
more  cordial  than  usual ;  for  she  felt  that  the 
interest  he  had  taken  in  her  welfare  was  a 
legitimate  reason  for  showing  the  pleasure  his 
society  had  long  afforded  her.  After  some 
slight  remarks,  she  told  him  that  they  had 
that  morning  heard  from  Sir  Walter,  an* 
nouncing  his  intention  of  meeting  them  on 
their  return  to  London. 

"You  will  then  soon  leave  Tredinnick ?" 
said  Vavasour. 

"  Yes,  we  go  in  ten  days,  perhaps  less.'9 
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"  Ten  days !  I  am  almost  selfish  enough 
to  wish  you  were  going  to-morrow." 

"  Why?"  asked  Agnes,  smiling. 

"  Because  I  am  going  myself  to-day,  and  I 
envy  you  the  many  beautiful  sights  you  may 
see  in  ten  days  without  me." 

"  Going  to-day,  Captain  Vavasour?  How 
very  sudden !  I  hope  nothing  has  occurred. 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  will  be  very  much  disap- 
pointed." 

Vavasour's  heart  beat  very  quick,  but  he 

busied  himself  with  the  sketches  on  the  table. 
There  was  something  in  her  manner  which 
gave  him  a  pleasure  it  was  difficult  to  conceal. 
She  spoke  of  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's  disap- 
pointment ;  but  a  certain  tone  of  her  expres- 
sive voice  betrayed  her  own  also. 

At  last  he  contrived  to  say,  with  apparent 
ease :  "  There  is  some  electioneering  business 
waiting  my  return ;  and  I  find,  by  a  letter 
from  my  uncle's  agent,  that  Lord  Vavasour  is 
not  quite  well.     This  has  decided  my  plans. 
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The  unmingled  pleasure  I  have  enjoyed  here 
I  never  can  forget ;  and  if,  by  devotion  to  the 
cause  neatest  your  heart — if,  by  unwearied 
exertions  in  finding  a  clue  to  the  mystery  that 
hangs  over  your  destiny,  I  can  repay  a  debt 
of  gratitude  to  her  who  has  been  the  source  of 
my  happiness,  I  shall  indeed  be  happy." 

Agnes's  heart  responded  to  every  word  he 
uttered,  and  she  wished  to  say  something, 
when  he  took  up  a  sketch  she  had  just  been 
finishing  of  St.  Olave's  Abbey. 

"  How  very  like  this  is !"  he  said,  with  ani- 
mation. 

"  I  am  glad  you  think  so :  pray  accept  it ; 
the  subject  may  give  it  some  value." 

"  Most  thankfully ;  I  shall  value  it  as  one 
of  my  most  precious  possessions.  How  much 
it  will  recall " 

Agnes  began  to  fold  up  her  drawing,  and 
this  was  scarcely  accomplished  before  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans  herself  appeared.     She  ex- 
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pressed  the  truest  concern  on  hearing  of  Va- 
vasour's departure. 

The  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the 
arrival  of  the  gentlemen  from  the  billiard- 
room  and  the  stables.  Luncheon  was  ready, 
and  the  amusements  of  the  day  were  to  be 
arranged. 

Vavasour  now  took  leave  of  his  hospitable 
hostess  and  her  young  protegie.  A  few  words 
of  thanks  to  the  former,  a  kind  pressure  of 
the  hand  of  each,  a  low  "  Heaven  bless  you  !" 
and  Vavasour  was  gone. 

Agnes  turned  to  the  window,  and  appeared 
to  be  gazing  intently  on  the  avenue.  For  the 
first  time  in  her  life  she  felt  oppressed  at 
being  alone  with  her  friend.  She  would  have 
given  much  to  be  by  herself,  or  with  one  less 
likely  to  read  what  was  passing  in  her  mind. 
It  was  therefore  a  relief  to  both  when  they 
joined  the  rest  of  the  party. 

A  drive — and  dinner  succeeded,  and  the 
evening,  to  one  at  least,  was  joyless. 
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Vavasour,  meanwhile,  after  leaving  Tredin- 
nick,  pursued  his  way  slowly  towards  the 
lodge,  where  he  was  to  get  into  the  mail.  He 
went  by  the  river,  that  he  might  visit  for  the 
last  time  one  of  thode  favourite  haunts  in  which 
he  and  Agnes  had  often  lingered  together. 
He  sat  down  by  its  sparkling  waters,  and 
thought  of  her  as  the  "  one  alone"  to  whom 
he  would  wish  to  devote  his  life. 

The  sun  flickering  through  the  foliage,  now 
in  its  richest  colouring,  seemed  to  make  his 
heart  rejoice  in  its  own  thoughts.  He  pon- 
dered over  every  word  Agnes  had  uttered. 
The  words  themselves  were  nothing ;  but  the 
manner,  the  look  conveyed  hope.  "  Oh !  if  it 
were  possible  to  believe,"  Baid  Vavasour  to 
himself,  "  that  I  should  be  accepted ;  what 
rapture  in  the  thought!  No:  my  uncled 
prejudice!9'  He  rose  abruptly,  as  if  unable 
to  trust  his  thoughts  on  this  subject,  and  lost 
no  tim£  in  reaching  the  lodge. 

And  what  were  Agnes's  feelings  at  the  close 
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of  this  day  ?  She  felt  it  quite  a  luxury  to  be 
alone — alone  with  the  moon,  which  was  shining 
clear  and  full  above  her.  The  air  was  peculi- 
arly soft  and  odorous,  and  the  sound  of  the 
river  came  with  soothing  indistinctness  to  her 
ear.  She  scarcely  dared  to  ask  herself, 
u  Wherefore  am  I  sad?"  "  What  a  revela- 
tion/9 she  mentally  exclaimed,  "has  a  few 
hours  made  to  me  of  my  own  feelings !" 

There  is  a  respect,  a  reserve  in  true  love 
that  prompts  the  bosom  in  which  it  is  che- 
rished to  conceal  it  from  every  eye,  and  to 
brood  over  it  with  a  delight  enhanced  by  the 
consciousness  that  it  is  utterly  unknown,  even 
to  its  object.  Such  was  Agnes's  devotion, 
which  she  fostered  in  the  depth  of  her  heart, 
while  the  idol  of  her  affection  was  unaware  of 
the  silent  worship  he  was  receiving.  Never 
in  the  annals  of  woman's  love  did  more  ge- 
nerous devotion,  unmixed  with  any  selfish 
feeling,  dwell  in  a  human  breast.  She  had 
suddenly  awakened  from  a  dream  of  happi- 
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nes9 — a  happiness  which  she  had  never  folly 
acknowledged  to  herself  until  it  was  with- 
drawn. Her  love,  however,  was  yet  too  yonng 
to  feel  much  anxiety  about  the  future. 

Ten  days  were  to  elapse  before  she  could 
see  Vavasour  again.  How  much  may  pass 
in  ten  days  for  a  person  of  Agnes's  charac- 
ter, and  under  the  circumstances  in  which 
she  found  herself!  The  morning  had  risen 
upon  her  with  a  feeling  of  regret  that  so 
short  a  period  remained  to  be  enjoyed  at  Tre- 
dinnick  :  the  night  closed  upon  her  with  the 
conviction  that  an  age  was  yet  to  be  en- 
dured. 

Meanwhile,  one  by  one,  the  whole  party  at 
Tredinnick  Court  dropped  off.  The  dinner- 
table  decreased  in  size  day  by  day ;  the  large, 
damask  drawing-room  was  deserted  first  for 
the  library,  and  latterly  for  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans's  boudoir.  At  last,  the  family  party 
alone  remained :  the  large  Indian  screens,  that 
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had  stood  in  stately  repose  beside  the  side- 
boards, now  unfolded  their  gilded  and  gro- 
tesque forms,  to  enclose  the  little  table  en 
petit  convert.  The  butler  and  his  myrmidons 
were  transplanted  to  the  ante-room ;  and 
the  dumb  waiters  supplied  the  place  of  their 
equally  inaudible  predecessors. 

Agnes  felt  the  change,  and  thought  of  the 
happy  hours  that  she  had  passed  in  Vavasour's 
society.  What  a  contrast  to  the  present! 
There  is  perhaps  nothing  so  desolate  and  so 
chilling  to  the  feelings  as  a  large  house  and 
empty  rooms,  when  those  who  gave  life  and 
spirit  to  the  scene  are  removed ;  and  it  was 
this  feeling  which  led  Agnes  to  spend  the 
rest  of  the  days  as  much  alone  as  good-breed- 
ing and  kind  feeling  towards  her  friend  would 
permit. 

The  dreadful  fortnight  of  banishment  in 
Cornwall  at  length  expired ;  and,  by  the  mid- 
dle of  May,  Vavasour  was  again  the  happiest 
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of  the  happy  at  Agnes's  side,  verifying  the 
truth  of  the  French  maxim,  "  Que  V absence y 
qui  affaiblit  les  petites  passions,  nefait  qu'aug- 
menter  les  grandes" 
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CHAPTER  XVm. 

"Sergeant  Circuit.  Have  you  carefully  conned  those  in- 
structions I  gave  you  ? 

M  Jack.  Yes,  sir. 

"Sergeant.  Well,  how  many  points  are  the  great  object  of 
practice? 

"  Jack,  Two :  the  first  is  to  put  a  man  into  possession  of 
what  is  his  right ;  the  second,  to  deprive  him  of  what  is  his 
right 

"Sergeant.  To  gain  the  last  end,  what  are  the  best  means 
to  be  used? 

"  Jack.  Various  and  many  are  the  legal  modes  of  delay- 
injunctions,  demurrers,  sham  pleas,  writs  of  error,  rejoinders, 
sur-rejoinders,  rebutters,  sur- rebutters,  replications,  excep- 
tions, essoigns,  and  imparlance/* 

Foote. 

We  most  now  introduce  our  readers  to  the 
library  of  Lord  Vavasour's  town  residence  in 
Portman  Square,  where,  before  a  large  table 
covered  with  papers,  sat  the  noble  owner.  His 
lordship  was  about  five  and  forty  years  of  age, 
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and  looked  the  man  he  was — astute,  sagacious, 
and  intriguing.  His  small  grey  eyes  were 
quick  to  discern  the  meaning  of  every  smile 
or  frown ;  craft  lurked  in  the  corners  of  his 
lips ;  care  and  thought  had  wrinkled  his  brow ; 
and  every  line  of  his  marked  countenance  be- 
spoke knowledge  of  human  nature,  wiliness, 
and  artifice. 

Self-aggrandizement  and  love  of  power  alone 
ruled  Lord  Vavasour.  There  was  about  him 
a  depth,  an  observation,  a  mysteriousness,  a 
seeming  contradiction,  which  completely  baffled 
the  observation  of  common  minds.  Sometimes 
he  was  frank  and  free,  and  even  familiar,  at 
other  times  reserved  and  haughty — sometimes 
kind,  affectionate,  and  encouraging,  at  other 
times  severe  and  repulsive — sometimes  yield- 
ing to  entreaty,  and  seeming  to  give  up  his 
own  purpose,  at  other  times  stern  and  un- 
moved, bent  unchangeably  on  the  execution 
of  his  designs— -sometimes  condescending  to 
argue,  reasonably  to  discuss  any  matter  of 
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difference,  at  other  times  overbearing,  full  of 
objections,  and  silencing  all  discussion  by  the 
weight  of  his  personal  authority. 

In  addition  to  these  characteristics,  Lord 
Vavasour  had  that  common  propensity  of 
human  nature  implanted  in  his  heart,  and  few, 
I  believe,  exist  without  it — the  love  of  money. 
Alas !  like  him,  how  many  do  we  see  sacri- 
ficing peace,  conscience,  health  —  nay,  even 
soul  and  body — for  the  love  of  this  paltry  lucre ! 
If  wealth  is  the  first  worldly  blessing  of  life, 
it  is  also  its  bane — all  seek  it  eagerly.  Money, 
like  the  charmed  word  in  the  fairy  tale,  opens 
all  hearts,  robes  vice  in  virtue's  semblance, 
transforms  deformity  into  beauty,  vulgarity 
into  refinement. 

Some  might  think  Lord  Vavasour  wavering 
and  unsteady  of  character ;  but  if  unity  of 
purpose,  unchangeably  pursued  through  life, 
can  entitle  a  man  to  the  praise  of  consistency, 
he  deserved  it ;  for  whatever  might  be  his 
words  or  his  actions,  however  they  might  vary 
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according  to  time,  place,  or  circumstance,  the 
object  was  always  and  for  ever  the  same, 
namely,  to  gratify,  advance,  benefit,  aggran- 
dize himself ! 

The  very  furniture  of  Lord  Vavasour's  li- 
brary denoted  the  immensity  of  business  which 
claimed  the  owner's  attention.  Besides  the 
close  mahogany  presses  with  brass  letters, 
which  were  attached  to  the  walls,  the  different 
chairs  and  couches  supported  a  great  variety 
of  official  boxes,  which  were  appropriated  to 
papers  of  consequence,  and  were  labelled  "  Pe- 
titions"— "  Private  Correspondence" — "  Unan- 
swered Letters" — "  Parliamentary  Bills,"  &c. 
An  immense  library-table  stood  at  one  end  of 
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the  room  covered  with  stationery,  a  copying- 
machine,  and  piles  of  letters  regularly  dock- 
eted. The  interminable  "  Commons'  Journals" 
and  Hansard's  Debates  were  arranged  on  the 
floor  ;  and  his  lordship's  own  writing-table 
was  covered  with  portfolios,  blotting-books, 
lettered  garde  de  feuilles,  red  tape,  paper- 
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cutters,  pen-stands,  and  all  the  fopperies  of 
writing.  A  large  basket  stood  beside  his  arm- 
chair to  receive  loose  papers,  and  the  rug  was 
strewed  with  covers  of  letters,  torn  papers, 
and  printed  circulars. 

Lord  Vavasour  opened  one  of  the  drawers 
of  his  secretaire,  and,  having  rang  the  bell,  sat 
down  and  took  out  a  packet  of  papers.  The 
door  opened,  a  servant  entered.  "  Send  in 
Mr.  Spiers,"  said  Lord  Vavasour,  and  the  man 
retired. 

In  a  few  seconds,  another  person  appeared 
-—a  short,  bustling-looking  man  of  about 
forty,  habited  in  black,  rather  white  at  the 
seams.  Impudence  and  cunning  were  written 
in  very  legible  characters  upon  his  counte- 
nance. But  we  will  leave  his  character  to 
develop  itself. 

As  Mr.  Spiers,  of  Chancery  Lane,  attorney- 
at-law  —  for  such  was  the  individual  of  whom 
we  now  treat  —  entered  the  library  of  Lord 
Vavasour,  he  turned  round, and  carefully  closed 


92  THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 

the  double  door,  then,  advancing  towards  his 
patron,  made  a  low  bow.  His  lordship  scarcely 
retained  it,  for,  though  with  superiors  he  was 
the  first  to  bend  the  knee,  he  was  with  infe- 
riors the  last  to  bow  the  head. 

"  Take  a  chair,  Mr.  Spiers,"  said  Lord  Vava- 
sour, without  raising  his  eyes  from  a  paper  he 
was  perusing — "  take  a  chair." 

Mr.  Spiers  sat  down,  and,  drawing  forth 
some  documents  from  a  blue  bag  which  he  had 
brought  with  him,  began  to  put  them  in  order, 
while  Lord  Vavasour  read  on.  In  a  few  mo- 
ments, his  lordship  ceased,  and  addressed  the 
attorney. 

"Now,  Mr.  Spiers,  what  news  from  Al- 
derley?" 

"  My  head  clerk,  my  lord,  has  not  yet  re- 
turned," replied  the  lawyer ;  "  but  by  this 
day's  post " 

"Ay!"  interrupted  Lord  Vavasour;  "de- 
spite of  the  new  bill,  that  borough  must  still 
remain  mine." 
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And  here  it  may  be  necessary  to  say  that 
the  vast  changes  effected  in  our  legislative  in- 
stitutions by  the  passing  of  the  Reform  Bill 
had  just  come  into  operation.     The  glories  of 
Bletchingly  and  Milborne  Port  had  faded  from 
our  view ;  the  sun  of  Old  Sarum  and  Gatton 
had  set  for  ever ;  and  among  the  less  harshly 
used  victims  which  ministerial  justice,  tem- 
pered with  mercy,  had  consigned  to  schedule 
B  was  the  ancient  and  respectable  borough  of 
Alderley,  the  patronage  of  which,  like  that  of 
Ravensbrook,  had  been,  for  the  space  of  half 
a  century,  most  impartially  divided  between 
the  distinguished  families  of  Hazelwood  Court 
and  Vavasour  manor.      Accordingly,  during 
the  whole  of  that  period,  every  succeeding 
election  had  witnessed  the  peaceful  and  uncon- 
tested return  of  two  senators  for  each  borough, 
judiciously  selected  from  among  the  members 
of  these  allied  houses,  each  of  which  nomi- 
nated the  family  candidate,  without  attempt- 
ing any  interference  with  the  appointment  of 
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the  other.  Thus,  daring  a  long  succession  of 
parliaments,  the  politics  of  Alderley  were  un- 
disturbed by  faction ;  and  there  is  no  saying 
how  long  this  blissful  state  of  things  might 
have  continued,  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  parties 
concerned,  had  not  the  much-dreaded  bill  an- 
nounced to  the  trembling  electors  of  Alderley 
the  partial  extinction  of  that  ancient  and  loyal 
borough. 

The  present  noble  patron  of  the  immacnlate 
place  in  question  now  began  to  feel  consider- 
able alarm  for  the  permanency  of  that  senato- 
rial dignity  which  had  so  long  resulted  from 
his  being  permitted  to  nominate  a  member  of 
the  Commons9  House.  At  Sir  Harcourt  Cal- 
endar's death,  Lord  Vavasour  had  fondly  hoped 
that  the  next  heir,  Sir  Charles,  would  take  no 
part  in  politics ;  and  he  was,  to  use  his  own 
expression,  moving  heaven  and  earth  to  coun- 
teract his  interest,  when  the  calamity  we  re- 
corded in  our  first  chapter  took  place.  No 
sooner  had  that  event  happened,  than  his  lord- 
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ship  commenced  a  gait  in  Chancery,  to  deprive 
Agnes  of  her  rights ;  by  which  step,  if  success- 
ful, the  whole  political  interest  of  the  two 
boroughs  would  be  thrown  into  his  hands. 

Mr.  Spiers  proceeded,  while  Lord  Vavasour 
listened  with  the  deepest  attention  to  the 
statement  of  the  man  of  law,  although  no 
change  of  countenance  denoted  the  slightest 
anxiety.  His  feelings  were  so  habitually 
under  controul,  that  they  were  like  the  at- 
tendant spirits  waiting  on  another  Prospero; 
never  obtruding  unbidden  on  their  master, 
yet  obedient  to  his  slightest  call ;  and,  while 
ready  to  assume  to  others  any  form  he  pleased, 
yet  still  remaining  invisible  to  mortal  ken, 
except  when  commanded  to  promote  his  re- 
vels or  aid  the  "  insubstantial  pageant."  His 
lordship  then  commenced  a  long  harangue,  in 
which  he  indulged  in  sundry  aphorisms,  and 
talked  loudly  about  principles,  public  duties, 
&c.  &c.  &c.,  though  our  readers  will  probably 
have  already  discovered  that  he  was  not  one 
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of  those  who  think  it  necessary  to  wear  out 
their  principles  in  practice. 

"  There  is  another  subject,  my  lord,  upon 
which  I  am  anxious  to  take  your  lordship's 
instructions/9  continued  the  man  of  law. 
"  More  than  half  of  your  lordship's  tenants, 
as  I  learn,  will  be  backward  with  their  rents 
this  day  se'nnight." 

Lord  Vavasour  frowned.  "  I  leave  them 
in  your  hands/9  said  he,  sternly  — "  Full 
rents,  or  you  will  seize  their  stock  and  eject 
them.99 

"  My  lord,99  exclaimed  Mr.  Spiers,  in  a 
deprecating  tone,  "  we  must  deal  warily  with 
the  farmers,  if  we  hope  to  gain  from  them 
the  full  rents.  If  my  lord  approve  of  my 
calling  a  meeting  of  them  forthwith,  and  ad- 
dressing them  personally,  if  there  be  money 
in  their  pockets,  I  think  1*11  find  a  way  to 
draw  it  out.99 

The  lawyer,  as  he  said  this,  grinned  from 
ear  to  ear,  showing  to  advantage  his  large, 
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crocodile  teeth.  Vavasour,  knowing  the  influ- 
ence which  Spiers  possessed,  and  believing 
him  shrewd  and  devoted  to  his  interest,  im- 
mediately consented  to  the  proposal.  Mr. 
Spiers  was  rising  to  depart,  but  Lord  Vava- 
sour begged  him  to  remain,  for  he  had  busi- 
ness to  treat  of  more  importance  than  even 
the  question  of  the  rent. 

"  You  know,"  he  said,  "  that  the  lands  of 
Sir  Walter  Callendar  border  upon  my  own ; 
that  they  are  well  cultivated  and  finely 
wooded." 

"  Beautiful  lands,  my  lord ;  beautiful." 

"  I  covet  the  estate.  No  private  gentle- 
man ought  to  hold  an  estate  so  intersected 
by  my  domain ;  and  Sir  Walter,  by  some 
means  or  other,  must  be  dispossessed  of  it." 

"  Suppose  your  lordship  were  to  make  an 
offer,"  said  Mr.  Spiers,  leaning  his  chin 
thoughtfully  upon  his  hand ;  "  perhaps  the 
baronet  might  be  disposed  to  sell." 

"  No  —  the  fellow  loves  his  grounds  so 

VOL.  II.  F 
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much,  that  I  doubt  whether  any  sum  would 
tempt  him  to  assign  his  title-deeds  over  to 
me." 

Mr.  Spiers,  amidst  his  reflections,  seemed 
to  catch  a  pleasing  idea,  and  he  gave  vent  to 
it. 

"  I  hear,  my  lord,  that  Sir  Walter  is  much 
involved;  perhaps  his  estate,  house,  and  all 
will  shortly  come  to  the  hammer." 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  Lord  Vavasour,  "  for 
my  views  would  then  be  thwarted;  many 
candidates,  no  doubt,  there  would  be  for  the 
purchase,  and  the  estate  would  be  sold  high. 
No,  I  must  obtain  it  at  my  own  price ;  that 
and  the  Haselwood  property  would  secure  the 
county  and  the  two  boroughs.  We  must  run 
Sir  Walter  in  debt,  and  obtain  a  mortgage  on 
his  estate,  whereby  eventually  it  will  fall  into 
my  possession.  I  need  your  assistance,  Mr. 
Spiers ;  so  listen  to  my  plans." 

The  lawyer,  all  attention,  drew  his  chair 
nearer  to  the  table,  and  held  his  hand  to  his 
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ear,  to  catch  more  plainly  the  low  words  of 
Lord  Vavasour. 

"  You  are  aware,  Mr.  Spiers,  that  Sir  Wal- 
ter and  myself  are  not  upon  friendly  terms. 
Ever  since  he  has  lived  in  the  county,  it  has 
been  his  pleasure  to  thwart  all  my  views  and 
purposes.  There  is  not,  perhaps,  a  prouder 
man  living  than  he  is ;  and  that  intolerable 
pride,  added  to  his  insolent  sarcasms  at  the 
first  election,  when  I  contested  the  county 
against  the  Callendar  interest,  has  entirely 
put  an  end  to  all  intercourse  between  us. 
You  will  therefore  see  that  he  has  really  no 
claim  upon  my  forbearance  in  this  business." 

"  None  in  the  world  !  none  in  the  world  !" 
exclaimed  Spiers.  "  Indeed,  all  I  wonder  at 
is,  that  your  lordship  does  not  use  the  power 
you  have  to  annoy  him !" 

"  No,  sir ;  no !"  replied  Lord  Vavasour,  in 
a  strong  tone  of  aristocratical  pride.  "  I  never 
had  any  wish  to  annoy  him.  My  only  wish 
has  been  to  lower  that  pride  which  is  ruinous 
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to  himself  and  insulting  to  others;  and  I  should 
not  pursue  that  wish  so  far,  had  not  a  circum- 
stance happened  which  has  brought  us  into 
immediate  collision." 

Mr.  Spiers  was  about  to  make  a  rejoinder, 
when  his  lordship  waved  his  hand. 

"  The  simple  fact  is  this,  Mr.  Spiers ;  my 
nephew,  Frank;  Vavasour,  with  all  the  wild 
enthusiasm  of  youth,  has  fallen  desperately 
in  love  with  Sir  Walter's  grand-niece,  Miss 
Callendar." 

"  Really !"  cried  Mr.  Spiers. 

"  On  Frank's  part,"  continued  Lord  Vava- 
sour, affecting  a  tone  of  candour  and  mode- 
ration —  "on  Frank's  part,  it  is  but  a  boyish 
attachment.  I  love  the  boy,  who,  as  you 
know,  will  succeed  me,  when  it  pleases 
Heaven,"  he  added,  piously,  "  to  remove  me 
from  this  world  of  care.  I  love  the  boy,  and 
do  not  choose  to  see  him  the  prey  of  mean 
and  designing  beggars ;  and  I  wish  not  only 
to  punish  them  for  their  low  and  cunning 
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schemes,  but  to  save  my  nephew  from  their 
snares.  Can  we  not,  Mr.  Spiers,  hit  upon 
some  plan  by  which  this  may  be  effeeted  ?" 

"  Why,  really,  my  lord,"  replied  Mr.  Spiers, 
hesitating  slightly,  for  he  was  totally  unpre- 
pared for  the  intelligence  he  had  received, 
"  doubtless— doubtless  we  may  devise  some 
means  by  which  your  lordship's  heir  may  be 
extricated  from  this  little  entanglement ;  but 
it  will,  of  course,  require  thought;  though, 
perhaps,  some  idea  may  have  already  sug- 
gested itself  to  your  lordship's  mind." 

"  Why,  to  tell  you  the  truth,"  replied  the 
noble  lord,  with  a  self-satisfied  smile, "  I  have 
devised  a  project,  upon  which  I  require  your 
legal  advise.  You  are  aware  that  my  nephew's 
fortune  amounts  only  to  fifteen  thousand 
pounds.  All  the  rest  is  in  my  power.  Now 
attend  to  me,  attend  to  the  proposal  I  wish 
you  to  make  him ;  it  is  one  prompted  by  the 
kindest  feelings ;  one  that  you,  Mr.  Spiers, 
will  approve  of." 
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A  cunning  smile  illuminated  the  dry  features 
of  the  attorney,  and,  shaking  his  head  with  a 
Burleigh-like  pregnancy  of  meaning,  he  said — 
"  Ah,  my  lord." 

"  Without  entering  upon  further  preface,  I 
wish  you  to  see  my  nephew,  Captain  Vavasour, 
and  point  out  to  him,  that,  upon  one  side, 
there  is  a  disgraceful  passion  for  an  unknown, 
penniless  girl  —  a  passion  which  holds  him  in 
bondage,  closes  the  world  against  him,  and 
robs  him  of  every  advantage;  above  all,  of 
his  uncle's  regard.  On  the  other  hand,  a 
matrimonial  connexion  with  a  lady  of  fortune, 
and  of  most  distinguished  family,  offers  itself : 
one,  whose  person  and  manners  are  unexcep- 
tionable. The  daughter  of  my  old  friend,  the 
Marquis  of  Roseneath,  is  a  prize  in  every 
respect  worthy  of  my  nephew's  highest  am- 
bition." 

"  The  Marquis  of  Roseneath's  daughter !" 
exclaimed  the  man  of  law,  with  assumed  sur- 
prise, for  he  well  knew  how  anxiously  his 
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noble  patron,  with  a  view  to  his  own  political 
aggrandizement,  sought  an  alliance  with  the 
family  of  this  antiquated  piece  of  nobility. 

"  Yes !  Lady  Catherine  De  Vere,"  conti- 
nued his  lordship.  "  If  my  nephew  regards 
my  wishes,  he  reinstates,  himself  in  my  good 
opinion,  and  regains  my  lost  favour  and  esteem. 
Honours,  grandeur,  dignities,  fortune  await 
him.  It  remains  for  him  to  make  the  choice 
between  wealth  and  poverty.  If  you  succeed, 
two  hundred  pounds  are  yours." 

"  Your  lordship  is  ever  generous  and  kind," 
replied  the  delighted  lawyer,  "  and  I  will  do 
my  best  to  carry  the  matter  through." 

Mr.  Spiers  then  entered  into  a  long  harangue 
upon  the  duties  of  parents  and  children,  which 
we  will  in  charity  spare  our  readers. 

Mr.  Spiers  was  exactly  the  person  to  carry 
out  his  noble  client's  wishes.  By  his  lord- 
ship's patronage  he  had  been  suddenly  con- 
verted from  a  pettifogging  attorney,  notorious 
for  sharp  practice,  into  a  "  respectable"  soli- 
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citor  and  conveyancer.  In  the  chicaneries, 
sophistries,  and  selfish  working  of  the  legal 
profession,  he  was  perfectly  at  home;  not 
only  could  he  manage  a  lawsuit,  but  he  could 
make  one  first,  and  then  manage  it  after* 
wards ;  he  could  set  two  people  by  the  ears, 
and  then  get  the  case  referred  to  him  as  me- 
diator. He  could  not  only  sit  upon  a  com- 
mission of  bankruptcy  as  long  as  the  property 
lasted,  but  he  could  first  make  the  bank- 
ruptcy, and  then  sit  on  the  commission. 
When  business  was  rather  slack,  he  could 
husband  the  little  he  had ;  for  if  he  saw  mat- 
ters drawing  to  an  untimely  conclusion — that 
is  to  say,  the  suit  not  lasting  as  long  as  the 
money — he  could  give  an  anonymous  hint  to 
the  opposing  attorney ;  and  thus,  like  Pene- 
lope of  old, 

"  the  worke  that  he  all  day  did  make, 
The  same  at  night  he  did  againe  unreave ;" 

and  by  so  doing,  kept  himself  in  constant 
practice:  whether  he  ultimately  gained  his 
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cause  or  not  was  of  very  little  moment,  as 
the  crafty  lawyer  was  always  sure  to  gain  his 
end — which  was,  to  get  his  bill  of  costs. 

Mr.  Spiers  saw  some  heavy  clouds  gather- 
ing in  his  patron's  countenance ;  and  feeling 
that  he  was  not  at  all  the  spirit  to  "  rule  the 
whirlwind  and  direct  the  storm,"  he  said  a 
few  words  about  preparing  every  thing,  and 
quietly  slunk  away. 

Mr.  Spiers  was  a  man  who,  from  his  rapid 
elevation  from  a  low  to  a  conspicuous  station 
in  society,  had,  like  many  before  him,  sud- 
denly put  off  the  garments  of  humility,  and 
clothed  himself  in  the  purple  of  pride.  He 
remembered  the  days  of  his  insignificance — 
the  taunts  to  which  he  was  forced  to  listen — 
the  contemptuous  regard  and  haughty  man- 
ner of  the  man  of  power ; — and  contrasting 
his  present  importance  with  the  nullity  of  the 
past,  he  felt  that  the  change  was  only  attribu- 
table to  his  own  talents  and  his  own  exertions. 
He  had  been  the  tool  of  others,  who  now 
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placed  themselves  under  the  protection  of  his 
talents.  The  lofty  aristocrat,  who  had 
laughed  at  his  misery,  now  came,  with  bended 
knee  and  mincing  look,  to  entreat  his  assist- 
ance. Such  a  change  As  had  thus  grown  over 
his  destiny  would  have  inflated  a  heart  more 
humble  than  that  of  the  attorney ;  and  it  is 
not  to  be  wondered  that  he  should  repay 
with  interest  the  scorn  and  neglect  which 
had  so  often,  whether  deserving  or  otherwise, 
been  shewn  to  himself. 

It  was  not,  however,  without  hesitation 
that  the  man  of  law  consented  to  take  the 
step  proposed  by  Lord  Vavasour,  having  the 
natural  reluctance  to  face  his  nephew  which 
fraud  and,  villany  have  to  encounter  honour 
and  probity :  "but  he  had  great  confidence  in 
his  own  savoir  faire.  His  talents  were  natu- 
rally acute,  and  by  no  means  confined  to  the 
line  of  his  profession.  His  manners  were  free 
from  legal  pedantry,  and  he  had  considerable 
powers  both  of  address  and  persuasion,  joined 
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to  an  unshaken  effrontery — oes  triplex  fronds 
— the  front  of  threefold  brass,  which  he  at- 
tempted to  disguise  under  plainness  of  man- 
ner. Confident,  therefore,  in  himself,  he  ad- 
dressed a  line  to  Captain  Vavasour,  requesting 
the  honour  of  an  interview  with  him  on  mat- 
ters of  business,  and  the  appointment  was 
made  for  the  following  week. 

In  the  mean  time,  Lord  Vavasour  was  anx- 
ious to  prove  how  liberal  he  could  be  to  his 
nephew,  and  addressed  a  note  to  him,  begging 
he  would  call  in  Portman  Square  at  his  earli- 
est convenience.  His  lordship  rang  for  his 
faithful  clerk,  or  private  secretary,  as  he  was 
called,  and  desired  the  hopeful  youth,  who 
had  been  brought  up  in  Mr.  Spiers'  offices,  to 
copy  a  letter,  which  his  lordship,  to  avoid  com- 
promising himself,  even  to  his  confidential 
agent,  directed  himself,  muttering,  at  the  same 
time,  u  This,  this  will  wound  her  pride ;  this 
will  put  an  end  to  the  rash  marriage." 

The  day  after  the  morning  Lord  Vavasour 
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had  been  closeted  with  his  lawyer,  his  ne- 
phew, Frank,  was  announced.  After  a  most 
courteous,  and  apparently  friendly  greeting, 
his  lordship,  pointing  to  some  papers  which 
lay  upon  the  table,  informed  him,  that  they 
contained  the  necessary  documents  for  the 
conveyance  of  Newbold  (an  outlying  estate 
on  the  borders  of  Sussex)  to  him. 

"  It  is  but  right,"  added  the  peer,  "  that 
the  heir  to  my  property  should,  even  in  my 
lifetime,  possess  an  independence.  This  will 
answer  that  purpose  to  a  certain  degree ;  and, 
although  the  house  is  of  a  moderate  size,  an 
estate  of  about  eight  hundred  a  year  round 
it  will,  in  addition  to  your  pay  and  allow- 
ance, enable  you  to  make  yourself  comfort- 
able during  the  time  I  may  keep  you  out  of 
the  entailed  property." 

Frank  Vavasour  expressed  the  deepest  gra- 
titude at  this  measure,  and,  after  a  lengthened 
conversation,  took  his  leave. 

On  the  following  Monday,  just  as  Captain 


THE  TUFT-HUNTER.  1 09 

Vavasour  had  finished  his  breakfast,  Mr. 
Spiers  was  announced.  Vavasour  met  him 
with  a  formal  distant  how.  The  honest  gen- 
tleman, though  somewhat  abashed  by  this 
reception,  advanced  with  assumed  confidence, 
and  hoped  he  did  not  intrude  at  too  early  an 
hour. 

Captain  Vavasour,  in  a  very  stately  manner, 
observed,  that  he  did  not  know  to  what  he 
was  to  impute  the  honour  of  a  visit  from  Mr. 
Spiers. 

"  Hem !  hem !  I  took  the  liberty  of  waiting 
upon  you,  Captain  Vavasour,  on  an  affair  of 
some  moment — a  matter  of  private  busi- 
ness." 

"  If  it  can  be  communicated  to  my  solici- 
tor, Mr.  Allworth,  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  it  will  be 
more  agreeable  to  me." 

"I  beg  pardon,  Captain  Vavasour,"  said 
Spiers,  making  a  not  very  successful  attempt 
at  an  easy  demeanour,  "you  are  a  man  of 
the  world ;  there  are  some  cases  in  which  it  is 
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most  prudent  for  all  parties  to  treat  with 
principals ;  not  that  I  object  to  see  Mr.  All- 
worth,  a  most  respectable  man,  excellent 
firm — Allworth,  Gray,  and  Pulsden." 

"  Then,"  replied  Vavasour,  with  a  repul- 
sive air,  "  if  Mr.  Spiers  will  take  the  trouble 
to  state  his  business  in  a  letter,  every  atten- 
tion shall  be  paid  to  it." 

"  Certainly,"  stammered  Spiers ;  "but  there 
are  cases  in  which  a  viva  voce  conference — I 
perceive  —  I  fear  —  Captain  Vavasour  has 
adopted  some  prejudices  which  may  make  my 
visit  appear  intrusive ;  but  I  submit  to  his 
good  sense,  whether  he  ought  to  exclude  me 
from  a  hearing  without  knowing  the  purpose 
of  my  visit,  or  of  how  much  consequence  it 
may  be  to  his  future  views." 

"  Sir,"  said  Captain  Vavasour,  "  if  you  still 
prefer  entering  upon  the  subject  with  me, 
instead  of  my  solicitor,  I  am  ready  to  hear 
you." 

'  Understand  me,  Captain  Vavasour,  you 
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could  not  have  a  more  respectable  adviser 
than  Mr.  All  worth,  or  one  with  whom  I,  in 
particular,  would  more  anxiously  wish  to  com- 
municate. But  I  am  sorry,  Captain  Vavasour, 
that  any  prejudice— -any  idea — any  conduct 
of  mine " 

"Mr.  Spiers,"  said  the  inflexible  young 
sailor,  "  where  no  accusation  is  made,  excuses 
or  explanations  are  unnecessary !  Have  the 
goodness  to  speak  to  the  point,  sir,  if  you 
please.  I  am  a  straightforward  man,  some- 
what impatient  of  forms  and  introductions. 
So  pray  be  explicit. " 

Thus  saying,  he  drew  himself  up  in  his 
chair,  and  waited  for  Mr.  Spiers's  communi- 
cation. 

"  Be  pleased  to  look  at  this  memorandum," 
said  Spiers,  putting  a  paper  in  which  he  had 
condensed  Lord  Vavasour's  views,  already 
known  to  our  readers.  Captain  Vavasour 
read  it,  and  returned  it. 

"  This,  sir,  does  not  seem  to  require  much 
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discussion ;  my  uncle  knows  my  sentiment, 
already." 

"  But,  6ir, — but,  Captain  Vavasour,"  added 
Spiers,  "there  is  another  matter  which  no 
one  can  explain  but  myself.  The  young  lady 
— that  Lord  Vavasour  alluded  to  as  a  fitting 
match— surely  you  will  not  hesitate— Lady 
Catherine  de  Vere  is  worthy  a  ducal  coronet 
— though  Miss  Callendar  certainly  has  charms 
— let  me  conjure  you  to  pause,  to  consider 
the  ruin  that  must  surround  you,  if  you  do 
not  accede  to  my  noble  client's  wishes." 

Spiers  ran  on  in  this  manner,  thinking  he 
had  made  a  favourable  impression  on  Vava- 
sour, who,  putting  a  strong  curb  on  his  tem- 
per, resolved  to  listen  with  patience.  He, 
therefore,  let  the  wily  attorney  get  to  the 
end  of  his  harangue,  and  then  simply  asked 
him  to  communicate  to  his  uncle  his  deter- 
mination to  decline  the  proposed  honour  of 
Lady  Catherine's  hand. 

"  Deeply  do  I  lament  your  decision,"  said 
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the  somewhat  subdued  man  of  law.  "  But  I 
will  urge  the  question  no  further.  It  now 
only  remains  for  me  to  express  how  happy  I 
shall  be  if  ever  I  can  be  of  any  service  in 
bringing  this  affair  to  a  satisfactory  conclu- 
sion. I  have  the  honour  to  wish  you  a  good 
morning." 

This  parting  speech  was  so  well  got  up, 
and  had  so  much  the  tone  of  conscious  inte- 
grity unjustly  suspected,  that  even  Captain 
Vavasour  was  staggered  in  his  bad  opinion. 
He  followed  him  two  or  three  steps,  and  took 
leave  of  him  with  more  politeness  (though  still 
cold  and  formal)  than  he  had  paid  during  the 
visit. 

Mr.  Spiers  left  the  house  half  pleased  with 
the  impression  he  had  made,  half  mortified 
with  the  proud  reluctance  with  which  he  had 
been  received.  "Captain  Vavasour  might 
have  had  more  politeness/9  he  said  to  himself; 
"  it  is  not  every  man  that  can  bring  a  good 
fortune  of  five  thousand  a  year  to  a  penniless 
captain." 
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The  lawyer  was  no  sooner  gone  than  Cap- 
tain Vavasour  addressed  a  note  to  his  uncle, 
giving  up  all  claim  to  the  property  he  had 
so  lately  handed  over  to  him ;  being  deter- 
mined to  live  upon  his  own  small  patrimony 
rather  than  be  indebted  to  him  for  an  estate 
offered  under  such  ungenerous  circumstances. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

"Thou  art  in  London— in  that  pleasant  place, 
Where  every  kind  of  mischiefs  daily  brewing.  " 

Byron. 

The  London  season  was  now  in  its  zenith. 
Parliament  was  sitting,  and  the  world,  the 
exclusive  world,  seemed  intoxicated  by  deli- 
cious excitement. 

"  Through  street  and  square  fast  flashing  chariots  hurl'd 
Like  harness'd  meteors ;" 

from  the  first  universal  roar  of  morning  busi- 
ness, to  the  last  solitary  cab  bearing  home 
to  a  daylight  pillow  some  drowsy  senator,  or 
first  season's  lingerer  of  the  ball-room.  The 
Opera  was  adding  its  aristocratic  refinements 
to  the  general  enjoyment ;  the  Italian  night- 
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ingales  were  in  fall  song.  The  club  windows 
in  St.  James's  Street  were  sporting  their  full 
complement  of  men  abont  town ;  some  occu- 
pied with  a  newspaper— others  directing  their 
attention  towards  the  street.  Here  might  be 
seen  a  motley  group:  the  heartless  man  of 
fashion — the  dyspeptic  gourmet — the  broken 
down  gamester — the  superficial  man  of  letters 
— the  care-worn  official — the  worn  out  roue  ! 
theatres,  concerts  d?&£ — German  operas  — 
French  plays — beguiling  the  idler  from  his 
weariness.  These,  with  a  ceaseless  succession 
of  dejeuners,  dinners,  balls,  concerts,  and 
water  parties,  proclaimed  that  the  season  was 
in  its  greatest  force. 

It  was  a  beautiful  morning  in  the  month  of 
June.  Young  men  of  fashionable  exterior 
lounged  about  the  steps  of  Crockford's  and 
the  Guards  clubs;  members  of  parliament, 
two  and  two,  might  be  seen  wending  their 
way  to  Brooks's,  while  the  windows  of  Boodle's 
were  graced  with  country  gentlemen  in  green 
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coats  and  top  boots,  discussing  the  poor  and 
corn-laws. 

Here,  too,  might  be  seen  a  well-appointed 
cab,  drawn  up  at  the  window  of  a  resplendent 
vis-a-vis,  its  occupant  in  close  converse  with 
the  fair  inmate ;  the  horse  pawing  the  ground 
with  impatience,  and  the  duodecimo  tiger 
scarcely  able  to  reach  the  rein ;  while,  like 
master  like  man,  some  overpaid,  overfed,  pam- 
pered footmen  decked  out  in  gaudy  liveries 
from  behind  the  carriage  of  some  antiquated 
dowager  were  ogling  pedestrian  grisettes. 

Frank  Vavasour,  in  a  frame  of  mind  that 
will  be  better  understood  than  described,  en- 
tered White's,  and  took  his  station  at  the 
table  near  the  bay  window,  out  of  sight, 
however,  of  the  small  coterie  congregated 
therein.  Whilst  occupied  with  a  newspaper, 
which  he  had  hastily  snatched  up,  his  atten- 
tion was  called  to  a  conversation  that  was 
being  parried  on  at  that  fatal  window,  where 
the  idlers  of  fashion  pass  their  lives  in  blowing 
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the  bubbles  of  small  talk,  or  where  characters 
are  killed  by  the  dozen. 

"  Who,  in  Heaven's  name,  was  that  beauti- 
ful creature  to  whom  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans 
introduced  me  last  night?"  inquired  Lord 
Colebrook,  a  young  guardsman,  of  the  Ho- 
nourable James  Galloway,  as  they  lounged 
together  in  the  window  of  the  most  exclusive 
club  in  St.  James's  Street. 

"  Miss  Callendar,  spinster,  of  no  parish  at 
all,  as  Tony  Lumpkin  says." 

She's  a  divinity,"  continued  the  other.  N 
She  dances  like  a  zephyr,  sings  like  an 
angel,  and  touches  the  piano  as  St.  Cecelia 
would  have  done  if  pianos  had  existed  in  her 
time.  If  I  had  not  been  under  Quin's  orders, 
who  positively  forbids  hot  rooms,  I  should 
have  staid  at  Lady  Hamilton's  until  day- 
break." 

"  You're  a  pretty  fellow,  Colebrook,  to  talk 
of  being  an  invalid,  when  I  saw  you  last  night 
pitching  it  strong." 
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"  Nonsense,"  said  the  lordliDg. 

"  By  Jove,"  continued  Galloway, "  I  booked 
it  for  a  regular  case  of  smite.  However,  my 
good  friend,  I  can  tell  you  that  you  won't 
carry  on  the  war  long  in  that  quarter.  I 
used  to  try  it  on  with  the  Callendar  girl,  but 
was  obliged  to  give  it  up.  It  did  not  pay. 
You'll  find  her  slow— dead  slow." 

"  Slow  or  not,  she's  devilish  handsome," 
observed  the  guardsman.  "How  much  has 
she  ?  " 

"  Ten  thousand  a  year,  at  least,"  replied 
Galloway,  as  he  added,  sotto  voce9  "and  I 
wish  she  may  get  it.  But  Vavasour  is  the 
favourite — I'll  back  him  to  win,  against  Flo- 
rida winning  the  cup  at  Ascot." 

"  Hang  those  Vavasours  !  they  are  born  to 
good  luck.  I  suppose  it's  all  fixed  with 
Frank — lucky  fellow !— I  should  like  to  cut 
him  out." 

"  Cut  out  Frank  Vavasour !  it  would  be 
much  easier  to  unthrone  the  Emperor  of 
Russia." 
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"  If  you  will  lay  me  long  odds,  I'll  do  it  for 
fun." 

"  Done — ten  to  one — a  thousand  to  a  hun- 
dred—" 

"  Done  —  done !"  shouted  the  young  flag- 
bearer. 

"Come,  Colebrook,  I'll  give  you  a  good 
start ;  drive  me  to  Kensington  Gardens ;  we 
shall  be  sure  to  run  them  down  there." 

"Agreed ;  agreed ;"  off  they  went,  and  poor 
Vavasour  underwent  the  martyrdom  of  hearing 
the  whole  conversation.  One  consolation  he 
had  left ;  Agnes  was  to  be  at  the  Opera  on 
the  following  evening,  and  there  he  determined 
to  caution  her  against  the  advances  of  the 
young  ensign. 

Pass  we  over  the  time  that  elapsed  between 
the  scene  at  the  club,  and  eight  o'clock  of  the 
following  evening.  The  Opera  was  very  bril- 
liant. It  was  one  of  the  best  nights  of  Mali- 
bran's  best  season.  The  lovely  queen  of  song, 
now  departed,  forgotten,  and  replaced,  was 
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then  in  the  zenith  of  her  beauty  and  popula- 
rity. The  house  was  crowded  with  the  fair, 
the  rich,  the  noble,  and,  to  all  outward  appear- 
ance, the  happy.  Bright  eyes  beamed  from 
every  box  on  the  lower  circles;  diamonds 
sparkled  on  many  a  lofty  brow ;  "  nods,  becks, 
and  wreathed  smiles,"  and  many  a  snowy  arm 
attracted  the  beholder  from  afar,  as  it  re- 
clined gracefully  on  the  crimson  -  cushioned 
parapet* 

Survey  the  house! — a  smile  is  on  every 
face,  and  plaudits  escape  from  every  lip  as 
the  full  tide  of  song  rolls  with  the  combined 
beauty  of  Zingarelli  and  Malibran ;  and  even 
the  well-bred  apathy  of  fashion  gives  place  to 
a  rapturous  burst  of  momentary  enthusiasm. 
It  is  a  bright,  a  joyous  scene !  How  unlike 
the  gloomy,  care-fraught  world ! 

And  yet,  could  we  penetrate  this  brilliant 
and  polished  surface— *»ould  we  remove  the 
veil,  and  glide,  Asmodeus-like,  into  the  in- 
most recesses  of  the  mansion — what  a  world 

VOL.  II.  G 
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of  care— what  a  host  of  passions — what  a 
chaos  of  feeling  would  be  revealed  to  our  gaze ! 
Amongst  those  gentler  beings,  whose  features 
are  one  uniform  aspect  of  enjoyment,  how 
many  a  radiant  countenance  conceals  an  aching 
heart !  how  many  a  placid  brow  but  serves  to 
mask  a  throbbing  brain !  How  many  a  sad 
tale  might  we  there  read  of  feverish  hopes 
and  anxious  fears  —  of  clouded  prospects, 
of  love  unrequited,  of  affections  betrayed ! 

t€  The  leafless  desert  of  the  mind — 
The  waste  of  feelings  unemploy'd !" 

But  let  us  turn  to  the  other  sex.  Could 
we  dive  into  the  dark  and  troubled  abyss  of 
their  bosoms,  what  fierce,  what  selfish,  what 
demonlike  passions  should  we  not  behold ! 
What  envious  rancour,  what  implacable  re- 
venge, what  feelings  of  malevolence  under  the 
mask  of  what  the  world  calls  friendship !  And 
even  where  the  nobler  qualities  of  man  are 
predominant,  where  the  soul  is  uncontamina- 
ted,  and  the  heart  uncorrupted — what  ennui, 
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what  disappointment,  what  disgust !  In  nine 
out  of  ten,  should  we  not  read  of  ill-spent 
youth,  of  misdirected  talents,  of  blasted  hopes, 
of  blighted  ambition ! 

But  enough — the  spell  is  broken.  Costa 
appears — flourishes  his  maestro's  baton,  and, 
after  a  splendid  overture,  the  curtain  rises. 

Vavasour,  who  was  intensely  sensitive  to 
music,  hoped  to  hear  the  first  act  of  Romeo  e 
Giulietta  in  peace,  before  any  one  came.  The 
music  would  tranquillize  him  ;  and  never  had 
he  stood  in  greater  need  of  being  tranquillized. 
But  scarcely  had  he  taken  up  his  pensive  po- 
sition in  the  outer  circle  of  the  pit,  just  at 
that  bend  of  the  house  where  the  sound  is 
best,  and  which  commanded  a  view  of  the 
private  box,  than  he  was  joined  by  the  last 
man  he  wished  to  meet — the  Tuft-hunter ! 

"  So  early,  Vavasour  ?  What  can  bring  you 
here  at  this  preposterous  time  of  night  ?" 

"  I  wished  to  see  and  hear  Malibran  from 

the  beginning " 

q  2 
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"  So  did  L  Will  yon  stand  a  little  to  the 
right  ? — thank  you ;"  and  Lionel  Crouch  very 
adroitly  manoeuvred  himself  into  Vavasour's 
place,  which  commanded  the  only  view  of  the 
stage,  down  an  avenue  of  Cauchois  head- 
dresses. 

"  Brava !  bravissima !  incomparable  Maria 
Felicia !"  exclaimed  he,  with  a  yawn,  when  the 
cavatina  was  finished.  "Are  you  going  to 
Lady  Garston's  to-night?  Don't  be  uneasy 
— you  need  not  strain  your  neck — she's  not 
here  yet !" 

"  You  are  talking  riddles  as  usual,  Mr. 
Crouch." 

"  As  if  you  had  not  posted  yourself  in  the 
very  precise  angle  of  observation !  Ten  mi- 
nutes later,  and  your  place  would  have  been 
occupied  by  James  Galloway,  or  Montressor, 
or  one  of  the  numerous  aspirants" 

"  How  early  every  one  is  to-night !"  inter- 
rupted Vavasour,  anxious  to  change  the  con- 
versation.    "  Is  not  that  Mrs.  Fullarton?" 
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"  Yes :  when  she  can't  sponge  upon  her 
friends  for  a  box,  and  hires  one  herself,  she  is 
sure  to  have  her  money's  worth.  She  is  look- 
ing this  way.  Quelle  horreur !  Think  of  her 
inserting  that  barbarous  prodigy,  a  third  wo- 
man, into  her  box !  Ah,  there's  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans  and  her  lovely  charge— -the  divinity,  as 
young  Colebrook  calls  her.  See  what  fierce 
love  the  precocious  ensign  is  making." 

"Making  love!"  repeated  Vavasour,  in  a 
tone  of  disgust,  so  emphatic  as  to  excite  an 
audible  "Hush!"  from  all  the  admirers  of 
Malibran  in  the  neighbourhood. 

"  Excellent !"  was  Crouch's  reply.  "  If  you 
really  had  never  heard  of  the  affair  before,  you 
could  not  have  given  a  better  start.  It  was 
worthy  of  Kean !     Brava !  brava !" 

And  then,  by  that  tact,  for  which  he  was 
famous,  Crouch  gained  what  he  wished, 
namely,  an  insight  into  Vavasour's  feelings. 
It  was  his  purpose  to  scrutinize  closely  the 
degree  of  intimacy  between  his  companion  and 
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Miss  Callendar,  that  he  might  report  it  to  his 
patron,  Montressor;  partly  from  envy  and 
malice,  partly  from  idleness,  partly  from  a 
desire  to  gain  consequence  by  fathoming 
secrets  which  were  puzzling  the  fashionable 
coteries. 

"  Shall  we  go  behind  the  scenes,"  resumed 
the  Tuft-hunter,  when  the  encore  was  over, 
"  and  compliment  the  Malibran  on  her  tri- 
umph ?" 

"  I  cannot  go  yet,"  replied  Vavasour,  co- 
louring slightly ;  "  I  shall  remain  here  until 
the  end  of  the  act." 

"  Until  Miss  Callendar  looks  round  ?  Very 
well ;  addio"  was  Crouch's  indifferent  reply. 

Vavasour  breathed  more  freely  when  he  was 
gone.  That  raillery,  so  careless,  so  search- 
ing, so  worldly,  was  painful  to  the  greatest 
degree.  It  excited  his  jealousy,  yet  increased 
his  determination,  and  proved  how  intensely 
alive  he  was  to  the  power  of  Agnes's  influence 
over  him.    But  the  flow  of  his  thoughts  was 
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presently  interrupted  by  an  increase  of  the 
crowd  in  the  corner  where  he  stood,  and  put 
to  flight  his  gloomy  meditations. 

Two  young  men  were  among  the  new  comers 
—embryo  Brummells — creatures  made  up  of 
rings,  chains,  pins,  frills,  gaudy  waistcoats, 
and  canes,  curled,  mustachioed,  and  scented, 
and  glowing  under  the  consciousness  of  their 
splendid  apparel. 

"  There,  that's  her  —  there,  in  the  red 
wreath  —  four  boxes  from  the  stage  —  that's 
the  heiress — Miss  Callendar.  Is  she  not  a 
dem'd  fine  girl  ?" 

"  I  cannot  get  a  look  at  her,"  replied  the 
other,  arranging  a  huge  double  opera-glass. 
"  She's  devoting  herself  to  some  one  in  the 
back  of  the  box," 

"  Montressor,  probably ;  he's  the  favoured 
swain.  Crouch  declares  she  has  proposed  to 
him,  and  says  it  is  a  case  of  the  hare  hunting 
the  hounds." 

"  Montressor  has  little  chance,"  continued 
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the  other,   "now  Colebrook's  in  the  field: 
twenty  thousand  a  year  in  a  ring  fence." 

Vavasour,  feeling  that,  if  he  remained  longer, 
he  would  be  unable  to  restrain  the  contemp- 
tuous words  which  rose  to  his  lips,  left  the 
place  hastily.  In  another  instant  he  was  in  a 
stall  that  commanded  a  view  of  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans's  box,  trembling  with  feelings  it  would 
be  difficult  to  describe. 

Agnes  was  passionately  fond  of  music ;  and 
the  opera  she  now  heard  was  one  with  which 
she  was  perfectly  familiar,  and  in  the  best  airs 
of  which  she  herself  excelled.  She  had  often 
sung  them  to  Frank  Vavasour;  and,  whilst 
her  eyes  were  riveted  on  the  singers,  and  the 
silence  of  attention  hung  on  her  half  opening 
lips,  not  a  turn  of  the  harmony,  not  an  inci- 
dent of  the  scene,  but  seemed  to  be  reflected 
in  her  changing  colour  and  speaking  counte- 
nance. 

Vavasour  in  the  mean  time  was  watching 
every  movement  that  took  place  in  Mrs.  Har- 
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court  Evans's  box.  Lords  Montressor  and 
Colebrook  were  both  exerting  their  best  ener- 
gies to  gain  the  attention  of  the  young  fana- 
tic^ whose  whole  heart  was  on  the  stage. 

The  widow  was  in  her  glory :  two  rich  and 
devoted  swains  .paying  their  homages  to  the 
charms  of  her  protegee. 

"  I  hope/'  said  Lord  Colebrook,  making  a 
strong  effort,  "  that  Miss  Callendar  will  pa- 
tronize our  band  to-morrow." 

What  answer  Agnes  might  have  made  to  the 
last  speech  will  never  be  known,  for  the  cur- 
tain drew  up  on  the  tomb  scene  in  "  Romeo," 
and  neither  the  talkative  matchmaker  nor  the 
impassioned  ensign  could  any  longer  refuse 
their  attention  to  the  opera. 

Absorbed,  excited,  throughout  the  entire 
scene,  forgetting  the  crowd  of  which  she 
formed  a  part,  sat  Agnes.  She  could  not  join 
in  the  applause  which  thundered  through  the 
house,  nor  the  deafening  shouts  with  which 
the  syren  was  called  for  to  receive  the  raptu- 

g5 
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rous  acknowledgments  of  hundreds  of  her  wor- 
shippers. She  leaned  against  the  front  of  the 
box,  lost  in  admiration ;  and,  seizing  the  bou- 
quet which  lay  upon  it,  threw  it,  with  all  her 
heart  of  ecstasy,  upon  the  stage. 

The  ballet  haying  now  commenced,  Agnes' 
felt  her  attention  released,  and,  looking  round 
the  house,  her  eyes  fell  on  Frank  Vavasour, 
who,  silent  and  motionless,  had  stood  gazing 
intently  on  her  for  some  minutes.  She  would 
have  again  raised  her  eyes ;  but,  instantaneous 
as  her  look  had  been,  he  caught  it,  and  re- 
turned it  with  an  almost  reverential  bow.  At 
the  same  instant,  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  per- 
ceived him,  and,  touching  Agnes  with  her  fan, 
to  point  him  out  to  her  notice,  bowed  to  him 
with  a  gay  and  gracious  smile. 

"I  thought  Captain  Vavasour  was  out  of 
town,"  said  the  matchmaker ;  but,  before  fur- 
ther comment  could  be  made,  the  box-door 
opened,  and  Frank  himself  appeared  to  pay 
his  compliments  to  the  ladies,  and  to  offer  his 
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assistance  in  conducting  them  to  their  car- 
riage, Colebrook  haying  pleaded  an  engage- 
ment to  chaperon  his  sister  to  a  hall. 

The  only  salutation  which  passed  between 
Frank  and  Montressor  was  a  silent  bow,  and 
an  arch  expression  in  the  countenance  of  the 
latter,  which  Vavasour  scarcely  wished  to  re- 
move, explained  as  it  was  by  the  accompany- 
ing action ;  for  the  carriage  having  been  an- 
nounced, Montressor,  with  no  unintelligible 
glance  from  Vavasour  to  Agnes,  offered  his 
arm  to  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  and  no  alterna- 
tive was  left  to  her  protegee  but  that  of  ac- 
cepting Vavasour's  arm. 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  fearful  of  losing  her 
carriage,  hurried  forward.  Vavasour,  there- 
fore, had  no  opportunity  of  speaking  to 
Agnes ;  but  his  looks  were  sufficiently  intel- 
ligible; and  the  changing  countenance  of 
Agnes,  as  he  faltered,  "  Miss  Callendar,  I  have 
much  to  say  to  you,"  convinced  him  he  was 
not  misunderstood.     Vavasour's  looks  —  his 
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voice  —  always  implied  tenfold  more  than  his 
words  expressed.  Agnes  blushed  still  deeper 
for  one  passing  moment,  and  the  next  her 
colour  waned.  But,  turning  her  dark  eyes 
full  on  those  of  Frank,  she,  in  a  low  hut  dis- 
tinct voice,  replied,  "  I  am  scarcely  conscious 
of  what  you  can  have  to  say,  or  why  you 
look  so  reproachfully." 

Scarcely  had  she  uttered  these  words  when 
the  sound  of  "Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's  car* 
riage  stops  the  way  "  was  heard,  and  the  next 
moment  both  ladies  had  entered  it,  end  were 
il  meteor-like"  driven  off. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

"  We  have  a  trifling  foolish  banquet  towards." 

Shakspeare, 

For  a  length  of  time  Crouch  had  been 
badgered  and  baited"  (as  the  Honourable 
James  Galloway  very  expressively  termed  it) 
by  his  Crockford  friends  to  "  stand  a  dinner," 
and,  after  duly  weighing  the  pros  and  cons, 
in  which  the  effect  that  would  be  produced 
by  its  announcement  in  the  newspapers 
seemed  to  give  the  turn  to  the  scale,  finally 
determined  to  entertain  a  "  small  and  select 
circle." 

Our  hero's  lodgings,  as  we  have  already 
mentioned,  were  in  Clifford  Street,*  a  neat 
second  floor,  with  the  use  of  a  drawing-room 
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occasionally  on  the  first  floor.  His  pride 
would,  perhaps,  have  revolted  from  so  ele- 
vated a  position,  had  he  not  been  assured 
by  his  landlady  that  Lord  Moorsom  of  the 
Guards  had  occupied  the  second  floor  pre- 
viously, and,  which  was  literally  true,  his 
lordship  having  removed  there  from  the 
apartment  below,  in  order  to  have  his  own 
rooms  new  papered  and  painted. 

"  Mais  revenons  a  nos  moutons"  To  ac- 
commodate his  tenant,  the  landlord,  an  ad- 
vertising purveyor,  importer,  and  "  composer" 
of  wine,  occupied  the  ground  and  first  floors, 
the  former  being  converted  into  an  office,  in 
which  samples  of  every  sort  of  wine  were 
ostentatiously  displayed.  The  house  itself, 
however,  looked  private,  the  Tuft-hunter 
having,  by  dint  of  recommendations  to  his 
numerous  aristocratic  friends,  obtained  the 
consent  of  Mr.  Slojoose  (so  the  wine-mer- 
chant was  called)  to  open  a  side  entrance  to 
the  office. 
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No  sooner  had  our  hero  decided  upon 
giving  his  grand  entertainment,  than  he  sent 
for  Mr.  Slojoose,  and,  after  begging  for  a 
sample  of  his  very  best  London  particular 
Madeira,  that,  to  use  his  own  phraseology, 
had  been  so  often  sent  to  India  as  to  be  quite 
tired  of  the  voyage,  opened  the  proceedings. 

"  By  the  way,  Mr.  Slojoose,  a  few  of  my 
intimate  friends,  the  Duke  of  Strettrington, 
Marquis  of  Rothsay,  Earl  of  Riversdale,  and 
Lord  Montressor,  have  promised  to  dine  with 
me  on  the  fourteenth,  and  I  think  it  will  be  a 
good  opportunity  of  tasting  some  of  your  best 
wines." 

"  You  may  depend,  sir,  upon  the  very 
finest  qualities.  The  drawing-rooms,"  added 
Mr.  Slojoose,  "  will,  of  course,  be  at  your 
service." 

Lionel  bowed. 

"  And  it  occurs  to  me,  sir,"  continued  the 
obsequious  landlord,  "  that  the  ground-floor 
would  make  an  admirable  dining-room  for  the 
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occasion.  A  screen  to  hide  the  office  desks, 
and  a  few  yards  of  paper  to  cover  the  adver- 
tisements, list  of  wines,  &c,  would  be  all 
that  would  be  required." 

Crouch  thought  the  idea  a  brilliant  one,  and 
it  was  accordingly  agreed  upon ;  and,  while 
Mr.  Slojoose  set  about  the  necessary  altera- 
tions, Crouch  occupied  himself  with  issuing 
his  cards.  With  a  tact  peculiar  to  himself, 
the  Tuft-hunter  looked  to  the  fashionable  co- 
lumns of  the  Morning  Post  to  see  the  "  ar- 
rangement in  high  life  "  for  the  month ;  and, 
ascertaining  that,  on  Saturday,  the  14th  of 
July,  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  was  to 
keep  open  house  at  Lambeth,  the  speaker 
was  to  give  his  second  parliamentary  dinner ; 
that  the  first  lord  of  the  treasury  had  issued 
cards  for  a  grand  ministerial  dinner;  and 
that  the  chancellor  of  the  exchequer  was  to 
entertain  his  supporters  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons— fixed  upon  that  day,  trusting  that,  by 
so  doing,  he  could,  with  impunity,  invite  some 
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two  or  three  dozen  of  his  own  friends,  half  of 
whom  at  least  would  be  probably  previously 
engaged.  He  felt  sure  of  some  eight  or  ten 
right  noble  guests,  and  lost  no  time  in  having 
his  cards  printed,  written,  and  duly  de- 
livered. 

It  turned  out  as  Mr.  Crouch  had  calculated 
and  desired :  out  of  thirty-six  invitations, 
twenty-five  sent  excuses;  but,  among  the 
remaining  eleven,  to  Crouch's  great  delight, 
he  could  count  upon  two  marquisses,  one 
earl,  four  viscounts,  three  barons,  and  one 
right  honourable. 

In  order  to  give  zest  to  this  "  feast  of 
reason,"  Crouch  had  invited  one  whose  "  flow 
of  soul "  was  proverbial  —  Mr.  Reginald 
Sparkle  —  a  professed  wit  and  satirist;  but 
whose  wit  and  satire  were,  for  a  wonder, 
blended  with  an  equal  amount  of  good  sense 
and  good  humour.  But  his  qualities,  as  well 
as  those  of  Mr.  Crouch's  other  guests,  must 
be  allowed  to  develop  themselves. 
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No  sooner  had  his  invitations  been  accepted, 
and  the  replies  ostentatiously  arranged  in  his 
looking-glass,  than  Cronch  commenced  making 
provision  for  the  coming  entertainment,  every 
separate  portion  of  which  waa  supplied  from 
the  most  approved  source  respectively;  which 
sources  we  should  be  "  too  happy"  to  notify 
for  the  benefit  of  the  uninitiated  in  matters 
of  such  vital  moment  to  the  well-being  of  the 
dinner-giving  world,  but  for  the  apprehension 
that,  in  so  doing,  we  might  be  suspected  (as 
our  betters  in  the  novel-writing  art  have  been, 
under  similar  circumstances)  of  less  patriotic 
motives  than  those  which  really  actuate  us  in 
all  our  communications  with  the  "  Reading 
Public." 

The  eventful  day  at  length  arrived;  and, at 
a  little  after  eight  o'clock,  Clifford  Street  was 
enlivened  by  the  arrival  of  sundry  carriages 
-and  cabs,  all  ornamented  with  coronets  and 
coats  of  arms  —  as  Mrs.  Slojoose  remarked— 
that  lady,  with  a  few  young  friends,  having 


THE  TUFT-HUNTER.  1 89 

stationed  herself  at  the  dining-room  windows, 
to  see  the  company  arrive.  • 

The  Tuft-hunter  was  now  in  his  glory ;  for, 
independent  of  the  gratification  he  received 
at  the  pompous  announcement  of  his  guests' 
high-sounding  titles,  he  was  proud  to  see  them 
(thanks  to  the  Speaker's  levee)  en  grand 
tenue.  One  brilliant  star  of  British  growth, 
two  continental,  and  one  Maltese  cross,  graced 
his  rooms;  not  to  forget,  two  deputy-lieu- 
tenants in  uniform,  and  one  noble  lord  in  the 
full  dress  of  the  ancient  and  honourable  lum- 
ber troop ;  which  society,  from  his  lordship's 
weight  of  person  and  the  corresponding  (spe- 
cific) gravity  of  his  mind,  was  very  appropri- 
ately selected  for  him. 

Oh !  that  never-sufficiently-to-be  deprecated 
quarter  of  an  hour  before  dinner !  which  upon 
all  occasions  is  intolerable,  and  which  upon 
the  present  was  rendered  doubly  so  by  the 
heterogeneous  nature  of  the  assemblage.—- 
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Crouch  had  studied  the  quality  of  the  party, 
in  only  one  sense  of  the  word. 

Reginald  Sparkle  tried  a  joke;  bnt  the 
party  were  not  sufficiently  "  wound  up"  to 
appreciate  it.  "  Crouch,"  said  the  wit,  "  I 
see  you've  been  papering  your  dining-room — 
there's  a  smell  of  size ! — But,  never  mind,  it's 
a  good  receipt  for  enlarging  a  small  room." 

"  How  d'ye  mean?"  mechanically  exclaimed 
the  fidgety  host. 

€€  Why,  of  course,"  chuckled  the  punster, 
*'  it  gives  it  size." 

At  length  the  door  was  opened,  and  the 
butler  engaged  "  for  this  night  only"  an- 
nounced that  dinner  was  upon  the  table. 
"  Shall  I  show  you  the  way  ?"  said  the  host, 
addressing  the  Marquis  of  Rothsay.  His 
lordship  bowed,  and  the  host  bowed  "  fu' 
low,"  like  the  Laird  of  Cockpen  in  Scottish 
history ;  the  phalanx  of  nobles  following  his 
lu/fahip,  as  he  retired  backwards,  bowing 
himself  out,  like  the  Lord  Chamberlain  on  a 
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court-day,  or  a  theatrical  manager  on  a  royal 
bespeak.  The  rest  of  the  company  followed, 
reversing  Lady  Macbeth's  well-known  saying, 
and  standing  to  the  minutest  point  upon 
"  the  order  of  their  going." 

The  dining-room  justly  deserved  Mrs.  Slo- 
joose's  encomiums,  for  it  was  most  tastefully 
arranged.  A  high  japan  screen  hid  the  coun- 
ter and  office,  while  two  of  Lord  Montressor's 
pictures  and  some  borrowed  plate  from  Gar- 
rard's ornamented  the  walls  and  sideboard. 

"  Sparkle,"  said  the  Amphitrion,  taking 
his  seat  at  the  head  of  the  table,  "  pray  act 
as  my  vice."  The  good-humoured  wit  readily 
assented.  Two  huge  tureens  smoked  at  each  end 
of  the  well-appointed  table,  and  the  covers  were 
speedily  removed.  Crouch  began  expatiating 
upon  the  merits  of  Liverpool  turtle,  gently 
hinting  that  the  TAverpuddlians  alone  knew 
the  art  of  dressing  it;  the  plates  were  presented 
to  our  hero ;  with  an  air  of  triumph  he  com- 
menced the  process  of  helping  his  aristocratic 
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guests,  when,  judge  of  his  horror  at  perceiving 
a  white,  greasy,  unsavoury-looking  substance, 
floating  suspiciously  at  the  top;  and,  upon 
diving  for  the  green  fat,  discovering  certain 
hard,  black-looking  things,  which  proved  to 
be  truffles ! 

The  mystery  (like  the  pate  defoiegras)  was 
soon  dissolved — a  consultation  of  culinary  ar- 
tistes, including  the  kitchen-maid  and  girl-of- 
all-work,  had  realized  the  Scotch  saying,  and 
"  spoiled  the  broth."  They  had  mistaken  the 
jar  of  turtle  from  Liverpool  for  the  pate  defoie 
gras  from  Paris,  and  boiled  up  the  latter,  and 
served  the  former  cold  ! 

Byron  talks  of 

"  The  rage  of  the  vulture,  the  love  of  the  turtle.9* 

Crouch  experienced  them  both  at  the  moment 
of  that  fatal  discovery  :  but  the  former  very 
soon  extinguished  the  latter,  and  kept  the 
field  to  itself,  till  the  bienstances  had  time  to 
recover  their  sway  in  the  manner  at  least,  if 
not  in  the  temper,  of  our  ruffled  Tuft-hunter. 
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In  the  mean  time,  Sparkle,  who  at  once  per- 
ceived the  "  untoward  event"  that  had  deprived 
him  of  his  turtle-feast,  desired  a  waiter  to  bring 
him  the  (pseudo)  pate  de  foie  gras  from  the 
side-table,  and,  helping  himself  to  a  consider- 
able portion,  to  which  he  added  half  a  glass 
of  Slojoose's  far-famed  voyaging  madeira, 
begged  it  might  be  "  warmed  up"  with  a 
certain  quantity  of  water,  and  returned  to 
him  as  soon  as  possible.  This  was  accord- 
ingly done,  and,  while  the  rest  of  the  guests 
were  consoling  themselves  for  the  loss  of  their 
soup,  in  devouring  a  huge  turbot,  and  which, 
barring  the  "  home-made"  sauce,  was  eatable, 
the  vice-president  indulged  in  a  plate  of  very 
excellent  turtle,  which  so  far  opened  his  heart 
as  to  induce  him  to  perpetrate  a  pun. 

"  This  is  a  sad  failure,"  said  the  president, 
"  but  accidents  will  happen,  even  in  the  best 
regulated  families." 

"  True,"  replied  Sparkle,  "  no  one  ought  to 
judge  a  dinner  by  the  test-u-do" 
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A  glass  of  punch  followed  this  little  sally, 
and  the  party  seemed  reconciled  to  their  dis- 
appointment ;  especially  as  the  first  course 
now  appeared,  and  Crouch  began  to  vapour 
about  a  splendid  haunch  from  Richmond  Park, 
which  his  friend  the  ranger  had  sent  him.  But 
here  again  the  Tuft-hunter  was  doomed  to  ex- 
perience the  ,truth  of  the  proverb,  touching 
"  the  cup  and  the  lip." 

The  cover  at  the  head  of  the  table  was  re- 
moved, and,  instead  of  finding  a  haunch, 
which  he  had  fondly  anticipated  would  have 
equalled  the  one  described  by  Goldsmith :— - 

"  A  finer  or  fatter 
Never  ranged  in  a  forest,  or  smok'd  in  a  platter — " 

Crouch  perceived  a  boiled  leg  of  Brobdignag 
mutton !  The  guests  hearing  the  word  venison 
breathed  by  their  host,  unanimously  begged 
for  a  little,  and  were  grievously  disappointed 
at  finding  their  demands  answered  by  slices  of 
coarse-grained  mutton.    Reginald  Sparkle,  in 
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a  mock  heroic  style,  began  to  recite  the  fol- 
lowing lines  of  Churchill's  : — 

"  The  forest  haunch,  fine,  fat,  in  flavour  high, 
Kept  to  a  moment,  smokes  before  my  [mind's]  eye, 
But  smokes  in  vain." 

After  a  pause,  during  which  the  Tuft- 
hunter  looked  unutterable  things,  Sparkle 
continued : — 

"  The  turtle  of  a  great  and  glorious  size, 
Worth  its  own  weight  in  gold ;  a  mighty  prize, 
In  vain  it  comes." 

"  Reginald,  a  glass  of  wine,"  cried  Crouch, 
anxious  to  drown  the  subject  in  a  bumper  of 
champagne. 

"I  shall  be  delighted,"  replied  the  wit, 
and,  as  the  butler  poured  out  the  sparkling 
liquor,  Reginald  aside,  and  sotto  voce,  sang, 
after  the  manner  of  the  evergreen  Braham,  a 
line  of  one  of  his  favourite  ballads  : — 


re 


The  juice  of  ripe  gooseberries  flows  in  our  glasses. 

"  Ah !  that's  all  Weight  !"  he  continued, 
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The  turtle  catastrophe  had  explained  itself: 
the  mutton  mystery  was  not  cleared  up  till 
the  following  morning,  when  it  was  discovered 
that  two  country  bumpkin  squires,  with  rural 
appetites,  and  who  were  in  the  habit  of  pay- 
ing two  annual  visits  to  the  metropolis,  had 
written  to  the  hotel  where  the  haunch  was  to 
be  dressed,  to  order  a  leg  of  Southdown  mut- 
ton. They  arrived  punctually  at  half-past 
six,  and  ordered  their  dinner  to  be  on  table  at 
half-past  seven.  But  unfortunately  (for  Crouch, 
at  all  events)  the  number  of  their  room  was 
the  same  as  that  of  our  hero's  house ;  and,  as 
the  waiter  through  a  tube  that  was  carried 
into  the  kitchen  ordered  dinner  for  No,  5, 
the  cook  "  dished  up  "  (we  believe  that  is  the 
expression)  the  venison  for  No.  5  in  the  house, 
and  despatched  the  mutton  to  the  same  num- 
ber in  the  street. 

There  are  some  who  are  bold  enough  to  as- 
sert,  even  to  this  day,  that  the  whole  was  a 
piece  of  malice  on  the  part  of  the  head  waiter, 
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who  owed  our  Tuft-hunting  hero  a  grudge. 
We,  however,  "  tell  the  tale  as  'twas  told  to 
us,"  leaving  the  problem  to  our  reader's  pene- 
tration to  solve. 

English  people  get  sociable  only  round  a 
dinner-table.  Strangers  to  each  other  seem 
(to  those  who  are  weak  enough  to  be  in  time 
to  witness  the  miseries  of  the  melancholy 
twenty  minutes  before  dinner)  to  be  absolute 
monsters  of  dullness  and  stupidity.  By  half- 
past  eight,  however,  they  generally  become 
endurable  —  nay,  sometimes  pleasant.  Rely 
upon  it,  there  is  nothing  like  eating  and 
drinking  to  bring  out  the  humanities,  and 
there  is  nothing  that  gives  so  much  play  to 
English  society,  high  or  low,  peer  or  peasant, 
as  the  aid  of  a  dinner-table.  It  gets  rid  of  an 
awkwardness  with  which  we  islanders  are, 
more  or  less,  universally  affected ;  it  puts  us 
at  our  ease ;  and,  however  cold  and  formal  the 
affair  may  be  in  the  onset,  it  rarely  happens 
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but  that,  before  the  dessert  is  pat  down,  all  is 
going  well. 

Such,  at  all  events,  was  the  case  on  the 
present  occasion.  As  the  bottle  circulated 
after  the  cloth  had  been  removed,  something 
more  like  conversation  than  had  hitherto  been 
observed  began  to  make  its  way.  Every  one 
seemed  armed  to  enter  the  lists  of  war,  poli- 
tics, or  the  graver  topics  of  philosophy  and 
science,  with  any  who  should  first  give  the 
word  to  fall-to. 

After  a  pause,  during  which  the  butler 
handed  round  the  wine,  the  conversation 
turned  upon  politics.  But,  previous  to  enter- 
ing upon  this  interesting  topic,  we  must  make 
a  slight  digression,  to  raise  our  humble  voices 
against  this  modern  innovation  of  permitting 
the  butler  to  remain  in  the  room  after  the 
dinner  is  removed,  and  which  is  palliated  on 
the  mistaken  notion  of  saving  your  guests  the 
trouble  (we  should  say  pleasure)  of  filling  their 
glasses.     Nothing  can  exceed  the  melancholy 
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restraint  which  is  imposed  upon  society  by 
this  double-refined  modern  invention. 

If  there  be  a  moment  of  the  day  in  which 
men  unbosom  themselves,  no  matter  upon 
what  subject,  it  is  in  the  hour,  or  even  half 
hour  (if  custom  and  fashion  so  say)  after  din- 
ner :  and,  if  any  thing  can  annihilate  the  ge- 
nial interchange  of  feeling  and  sentiment,  the 
confidential  avowal  of  opinions  upon  men  and 
things,  for  which  the  said  hour  or  half  hour 
seems  to  be  the  season,  it  is  the  presence  of  a 
circumambulating  white-gloved  butler,  who 
derives  the  only  satisfaction  which  recom- 
penses him  for  his  trouble  from  listening  to 
the  conversation,  of  which,  however  discreet 
he  may  be  in  the  use  of  his  information,  he 
becomes  perfectly  master,  and  which  is  left 
completely  at  his  disposal,  either  for  love  or 
money,  as  the  case  may  be. 

The  conversation  on  the  present  occasion, 
as  we  have  already  hinted,  turned  upon  po- 
litics; and,  as  Crouch  had  assembled  toge- 
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ther  a  mixed  party,  without  any  regard  to 
their  especial  tenets,  it  will  easily  be  imagined 
that  the  demon  of  discord  was  likely  to  have 
a  finger  in  the  political  pie. 

"  And  so  you  advocate,"  said  Rothsay,  ad- 
dressing himself  to  Lord  Snarlbrook,  "  the 
late  boroughmongering  system,  when  seats 
were  bought  and  sold,  and  trafficked  like  bales 
of  goods  ?" 

"A  man  may  buy  a  seat  in  parliament," 
responded  his  Tory  lordship,  "  without  carry- 
ing rottenness  to  the  constitution.  Many  of 
our  greatest  patriots  and  most  distinguished 
statesmen  have  in  former  days  bought  their 
seats." 

"  And  your  lordship  would  call  such  men 
representatives  ?" 

"  Certainly,  a  member  of  the  British  par- 
liament is  not  a  delegate;  when  he  once 
enters  the  Commons  House  of  England,  he 
represents  the  commons  at  large,  and  not  a 
particular  county  or  district.     And  I  confess 
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that  I  think  a  man  infinitely  more  independent, 
in  the  fullest  sense  of  the  term,  who  enters 
the  House  of  Commons  as  the  purchaser  of  a 
seat,  than  one  who,  to  secure  his  own  interests 
with  them,  has  been  playing  the  courtier  and 
sycophant,  and  must  continue  to  do  so,  to 
please  and  pamper  the  passions  and  prejudices 
of  his  constituents." 

Rothsay  literally  groaned,  as  we  trust  our 
readers  will,  at  hearing  such  sentiments.  But 
Snarlbrook  continued  : — 

"  Such  a  man  is  a  slave  to  one  small  faction 
of  the  nation,  and  shackled  in  his  efforts  to 
benefit  the  whole.  If  he  is  sincere  in  the 
proffers  he  makes,  and  in  the  gross  flatteries 
he  bestows  upon  them,  and  which  he  seldom 
is,  he  is  fitter  for  a  courtier  than  the  legis- 
lator of  an  extensive  empire ;  if  he  is  acting 
the  hypocrite  with  them  to  gain  a  seat,  he  is 
capable  of  any  baseness  to  turn  that  seat  to 
his  own  profit.  The  man  who  pays  his  money 
for  what  you  radicals  call  a  rotten  borough, 
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may  be  a  rogue;  but,  at  least,  he  has  not 
proved  himself  one  by  previous  practice.  He 
may,  like  the  other,  hypocritically  profess  pa- 
triotism, to  further  his  own  selfish  ends ;  but 
he  has  not  previously  cajoled  and  cheated  his 
electors,  as  an  earnest  of  his  talent  at  ma- 
noeuvring." 

This  was  a  "  knock-down  blow  ;n  for  be  it 
known  unto  all  whom  it  may  concern  that  the 
Marquis  of  Rothsay  had,  a  few  weeks  before, 
gained  the  suffrages  of  the  worthy  and  inde- 
pendent electors  of  Bribelington,  under  the 
very  circumstances  that  had  called  forth  Lord 
Snarlbrook's  sweeping  censure. 

But  although  a  knock-down  blow  is  a  very 
serious  thing,  and  may  occasion  a  temporary 
suspension  of  sport  to  the  fashionable  amateurs 
congregated  upon  certain  fancy  occasions,  it 
by  no  means  follows  that  the  sport  is  thereby 
spoiled,  or  the  entertainment  closed.  Those 
of  my  readers  whose  unpolished  education  has 
precluded  them  from  scenes  that  would  have 
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been  duly  appreciated  by  tbose  masters  of 
civil  life,  the  Romans,  in  the  most  polished 
period  of  their  history,  may  derive  some  com- 
fort from  the  assurance  that,  generally  speak- 
ing, the  breath-expelling  blow,  in  this  circen- 
sian  game,  operates  only  as  an  incitement  to 
fresh  activity,  and  new  efforts  to  return  the 
compliment  on  the  adversary.  It  is  perfectly 
true  that  the  increased  action  of  the  irritable 
nerves,  when  Nature  has  replenished  her  pa- 
tient (or,  in  the  language  of  the  fancy,  when 
the  bottle-holder  has  duly  primed  him),  is  not 
always  accompanied  with  a  proportionate  share 
of  skill  and  judgment,  and  that  blows  hit  at 
random  sometimes  fail  to  take  effect  upon  the 
part  intended. 

The  above  was  pretty  much  the  case  in  the 
instance  before  us.  The  blow  of  Lord  Snarl- 
brook  took  effect  upon  a  very  sensitive  part  of 
Lord  Rothsay's  constitution,  and,  calling  up 
blood  enough  in  his  face  to  supply  a  plethoric 
habit  of  body  with  the  means  of  instantaneous 
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strangulation,  his  breath  seemed  as  effectually 
stopped  as  if  the  words  had  been  anticipated 
by  a  blow,  secundum  artem.  In  like  manner 
he  was,  for  some  seconds,  without  the  ability 
to  return  it ;  but  when  he  did  "  lash  out  right 
and  left,"  he  produced  such  an  effect,  as 
to  bring  down  a  torrent  of  invective  from 
the  Tory  lord.  To  carry  on  our  metaphor, 
Rothsay  continued  "  sparring  cautiously ; " 
upon  which  Snarlbrook  flew  into  a  new  rage, 
and  expended  at  least  five  and  twenty  shillings'- 
worth  of  gentlemanlike  oaths,  in  confirmation 
of  his  resolution  not  to  retract  his  opinions. 

Reginald  Sparkle  here  tried  to  give  a  jocose 
turn  to  the  conversation,  by  repeating  a  story, 
of  which  Joe  Miller  might  justly  claim  the 
paternity,  respecting  a  certain  aspirant  to  par- 
liamentary honours,  who  canvassed  a  certain 
borough,  where  it  was  notorious  that  money 
was  at  least  as  efficacious  as  principle  in  secur- 
ing the  "  sweet  voices"  of  the  independent  bur- 
gesses.    The  contest  threatened  to  be  a  severe 
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one,  and  the  would-be  senator  was  forced  to 
be  liberal  accordingly.  Hearing  that  a  barber 
had  a  vote,  he  waited  upon  him,  requiring  to 
be  shaved,  and  rewarded  the  tonsor  by  a  guer- 
don of  ten  pounds.  The  rival  candidate  also 
heard  of  the  barber,  presented  himself  to  be 
shaved,  and  handed  to  the  lucky  operator  a 
remuneration  of  twenty  pounds.  On  the  day 
of  election,  the  political  Figaro,  deeming  that 
a  remuneration  of  twenty  pounds  had  stronger 
claims  on  his  gratitude  than  one  of  ten  pounds, 
voted  accordingly.  "  How ! "  exclaimed  the 
disappointed  candidate,  with  mingled  vexation 
and  surprise,  "  did  you  not  shave  me  on  Tues- 
day last  ?"  — : "  Yes,  sir,"  replied  the  barber, 
coolly ;  "  but  I  shaved  Mr.  S.  closer !" 

"  There's  a  specimen  of  a  Whig  (wig)  bar- 
ber for  you !"  exclaimed  Sparkle,  as  he  finished 
the  story,  which  he  told  in  his  own  peculiar 
way,  and  which,  as  usual,  "  set  the  table  in  a 
roar."  "  But  stop,"  continued  the  wit ;  "  the 
barber  ought  to  be  immortalized  in  song,"  and 
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forthwith  he  commenced  an  extempore  chant, 
called  "Close  shaving,  or  the  barbarous  Bo- 
roaghmongers,"  in  which  he  even  oat-sparkled 
Sparkle,  giving  an  historical  account  of  the 
fraternity  from  the  first  tonsor  down  to  the 
hero  of  his  anecdote.     The  song  convulsed  its 
hearers,  not  excepting  Lord  Rothsay,  and  left 
him  the  alternative  of  joining  in  the  langh 
against  himself,  or  putting  it  to  the  issue  of 
life  and  death.     As  the  harmony  of  the  party 
was  no  longer  disturbed  by  any  symptom  in- 
dicative of  the  latter,  we  are  at  liberty  to  pre- 
sume that  he  adopted  the  former,  although  it 
must  be  confessed  the  muscular  contortions  of 
his  visage  partook  more  of  the  Sardonic  than 
of  the  fresh-faced,  shining  divinity,  whom  the 
Thessalians  hailed  as  the  patron  of  good  fel- 
lowship and  fun. 

Reginald  Sparkle,  who  was  the  best-natured 
fellow  in  the  world,  diverted  the  attention  of 
the  late  belligerent  parties ;  song,  jest,  and 
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repartee  flowed  alternately.     Of  him  it  might 
be  truly  said-*— 

"  A  merrier  man, 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
1  never  spent  an  hour's  talk  withal : 
His  eye  begets  occasion  for  his  wit ; 
For  every  object  that  the  one  doth  catch 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jest." 

During  this  temporary  cessation  of  hostili- 
ties —  which  in  social  divisions  as  well  as  in 
its  more  technical  application  is  but  another 
phrase  for  want  of  ammunition  or  resources 
on  both  sides  —  Lord  Courtall,  who  had  hi- 
therto taken  no  part  in  the  conversation,  and 
who  was  in  the  habit  of  recommending  him- 
self by  flattering  those  who  afforded  him  a  seat 
at  their  table,  seized  the  occasion  to  make  a 
remark  upon  a  picture  which  hung  opposite  to 
him,  and  which  the  host  had  borrowed  from 
his  friend  Montressor  for  the  occasion. 

"  A  very  fine  Guido  that,  Mr.  Crouch," 
shading  his  eyes  with  his  hands ;  "  there  is  a 
touch,  an  expression,  a  finish,  a  tone  about  that 
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fascinating  artist,  which  leaves  all  competition 

at  a  distance !" 

"  Unquestionably  !  "  cried  Snarlbrook, 
gravely,  still  smarting  under  the  Marquis  of 
Rothsay's  lash.  "  There's  no  imitating  him : 
he  may  be  truly  called  inimitable." 

"  Not  quite !"  grunted  Courtall ;  "  I  flatter 
myself  I  know  a  little  of  these  matters." 

"  Yes  —  a  little,"  drily  responded  his  lord- 
ship. 

"You're  a  wag,  Lord  Snarlbrook,"  cried 
Courtall,  with  a  smile  of  complacency,  intended 
to  ward  off  his  strictures  ;  "  you  cannot,  how- 
ever, divert  my  attention  from  that  exquisite 
work,"  continued  he,  with  an  air  of  enthu- 
siasm. 

"  It  is  only  a  copy,"  exclaimed  Snarlbrook, 
with  a  significant  toss  of  his  head. 

"  Only  a  copy  !"  cried  the  offended  connois- 
seur ;  and,  again  hollowing  his  hands  to  con- 
tract the  light  round  his  eye,  continued,  "  it's 
an  original ;  quite  impossible  to  mistake  it." 
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"  111  bet  you  a  rouleau"  resumed  Snarl- 
brook,  "  that  it  is  not  an  original." 

"  I  never  bet ;  it's  an  Englishman's  argu- 
ment. You  propose  playing  for  money,  I  for 
character." 

"  It  is  natural  we  should  play  for  what  we 
are  most  in  need  of,"  retorted  the  noble  lord. 

"  I  don't  understand  you,  my  lord,"  cried 
Courtall,  fiercely. 

"  I  have  the  advantage  of  you,  then,"  an- 
swered Snarlbrook,  "  and  therefore  advise  you 
to  save  your  money,  at  least." 

Here  Sparkle  and  the  host  interfered,  and 
with  some  difficulty  succeeded  in  restoring 
harmony. 

In  the  mean  time,  some  of  the  most  dig- 
nified of  the  guests  had  retired  ;  and  quiet 
having  at  length  been  obtained,  the  health  of 
the  host  had  been  washed  down  by  bumpers 
of  claret,  and  the  speech  of  some  of  the  party 
was  beginning  to  acquire  a  rather  indistinct 
articulation,  when   Sparkle   rose,   and   com- 
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menced  an  oration  upon  the  merits  and  advan- 
tages of  punch,  and  the  propriety  and  neces- 
sity of  its  immediate  introduction. 

"  Bravo !  bravo !"  bellowed  all  the  hearers, 
or  rather  the  speakers,  for  hearers  there  were 
now  none ;  and  Sparkle  concluded  by  ringing 
the  bell,  and  requesting  the  butler  to  bring 
immediately  all  the  ingredients  for  making 
that  most  carefully-to-be-avoided  and  destruc- 
tive beverage  commonly  known  by  the  name 
of  Champagne  punch. 

These  were  speedily  brought ;  and  what  the 
wit  did  not  put  in  the  bowl,  it  would  be  diffi- 
cult to  say,  but  certainly  the  company  beheld 
oceans  of  arrack,  green  tea,  brandy,  rum, 
wending  their  way  to  the  more  sparkling  liquid, 
which,  with  many  an  addition,  were  with  much 
care  mingled  together. 

Then  commenced  loud  calls  for  a  song,  fol- 
lowed by  orders  for  a  grill ;  both  of  which, 
and  both  equally  piquant,  appeared  in  due 
season.     Then  came  more  singing  and  more 
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grill,  and  it  was  very  clear  that  the  scene  was 
drawing  to  its  climax. 

But  the  evening  was  not  to  pass  over  with- 
out its  grand  annoyance.  Hoaxing  now  en- 
sued, from  which  even  practical  jokes  were 
not  excluded ;  and  some  whispers  towards  the 
end  of  the  table  at  which  Sparkle  presided 
shewed  there  was  some  mischief  brewing,  the 
cause  and  effect  of  which  we  shall  lay  before 
our  readers.  It  has  already  been  stated  that 
a  screen  had  been  placed  to  conceal  the  coun- 
ter and  office  of  the  temporary  banqueting- 
hall.  Behind  this  screen  Sparkle  saw,  or  fan- 
cied he  saw,  a  female  head  occasionally  peering 
forth.  Anxious  to  revive  the  celebrated  screen 
scene  in  a  modern  School  for  Scandal,  he 

r 

commenced  sundry  remarks  upon  the  beauty 
of  Mrs.  Slojoose,  adding  certain  innuendoes  as 
to  her  attentions  to  her  lodger.  A  slight  tit- 
tering followed,  and  Sparkle  continued — 

"  It  is  really  too  bad,  Crouch,  to  give  your 
respected  wine  purveyor  so  much  cause  for 
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uneasiness;  the  world  thinks  you  a  regular 
Joseph,  and  yet " 

"  Really,  Sparkle,  my  dear  fellow,  you're 
too  bad,"  responded  the  delighted  Tuft-hunter. 
"  I  own  there  was  a  time  when  I  might  have 
paid  her  a  little  attention ;  but  between  you 
and  I,  she's  gone  off,  rouges,  and  I  rather  think 
wears  false  curls." 

No  sooner  had  this  sentiment  been  uttered, 
than  there  was  a  commotion  behind  the  screen; 
a  female's  voice  was  heard  crying,  "  Oh,  the 
wretch  !  rouge  and  false  curls !"  and  before  the 
astonished  company  could  ascertain  the  cause 
of  this  panic,  the  screen  fell  down,  and  disco- 
vered Mrs.  and  Miss  Slojoose  and  their  two 
young  female  friends  in  a  state  which,  not 
being  either  Boz  or  Cruikshank,  we  shall  not 
attempt  to  depict  in  detail :  suffice  it  to  say 
that,  after  certain  ebullitions  of  grief,  anger, 
sobs,  and  reproaches,  the  females  departed, 
leaving  the  coast  clear ;  and  then  a  scene  came 
to  view  that  almost  made  the  Tuft-hunter's 
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hair  stand  on  end.  The  walls  were  covered 
with  placards  of  Slojoose  Brothers  Wine  and 
Spirit  Establishment. 

As  every  "  genteel  "  street,  and  not  a  few 
ungenteel  ones,  teem  with  this  species  of 
literary  composition,  we  shall  not  intrude 
any  specimen  of  them  on  our  readers;  but 
what  followed  the  exposure  may  be  not  un- 
worthy their  attention,  considering  that  it 
may  be  shrewdly  suspected  whether  the  truth 
that  lurked  under  our  friend  Sparkle's  extem- 
pore jeu  d*  esprit  did  not  more  than  make  up 
for  its  want  of  wit.  On  the  denouement  of 
the  screen  scene  taking  place,  he  rushed  to 
the  little  desk  that  had  hitherto  lain  perdu, 
seized  a  MS.  paper  that  lay  upon  it,  started, 
exclaimed,  "  What  on  earth  have  we  here  ? " 
and  then  read  (or  seemed  to  read)  as  follows : 

"  To  make  Port  Wine. 

"  Four  gallons  cider. 

"  Two  quarts  juice  of  red  beetroot. 
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"  Two  quarts  of  brandy. 
"  Four  ounces  of  logwood. 
"  Quarter    of    a    pound    Rhatang    root, 
bruised." 


"  To  improve  ardent  spirits. 

"  Oil  of  vitriol,  oil  of  cassia. 

"  Oil  of  turpentine,  oil  of  carraways. 

"  Oil  of  juniper,  oil  of  almonds. 

41  Sulphuric  sether,  extract  of  capsicums,  ex- 
tract of  orris  root,  extract  angelica  root,  Eng- 
lish saffron,  spirits  of  sweet  nitre,  aqua  ammo- 
nia,  cherry,  laurel  water,  and  terra  japonica." 


"  Malt  Liquors. 

"  Opium,  henbane,  coculus  indicus,  Bohe- 
hemian  rosemary,  supply  the  place  of  alcohol. 

"  Aloes,  cassia,  gentian,  sweet-scented  flag, 
wormwood,  horehound,  and  bitter  oranges, 
fulfil  the  place  of  hops. 
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"  Liquorice,  treacle,  and  mucilage  of  flox- 
seed,  stand  for  attenuated  malt. 

"  Sugar,  capsicum,  ginger,  and  cinnamon, 
afford  the  pungency  of  carbonic  acid,  and 
preparations  of  fish  procure  transparency. 

"  Alum  and  copperas,  ground  to  a  fine 
powder,  produce  the  heading  or  froth." 


The  host  could  support  this  no  longer,  and, 
calling  for  the  carriages  and  cabs  of  his  re- 
maining guests,  he  hurried  them  off,  mutter- 
ing "  curses,  not  loud  but  deep,"  on  the  nu- 
merous contre-temps  that  had  occurred  during 
this  (to  him)  ever-to-be-remembered  evening. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

"  My  love,  thou  surely  knew'st  before, 
It  ne'er  was  less,  nor  can  be  more." 

Byron. 

Blind  as  the  passion  of  love  is  said  to  make 
its  votaries,  Vavasour  saw  plainly  that  there 
were  obstacles  to  the  connexion  he  now  seri- 
ously meditated,  which  he  feared  would,  in 
his  uncle's  eyes,  prove  insurmountable.  It 
was  not  only  from  the  objections  he  had  al- 
ready raised  that  Vavasour  drew  this  conclu- 
sion, but  from  his  general  knowledge  of  the 
immense  importance  his  uncle  attached  to 
illustrious  lineage,  and  partly  from  the  tone 
which  he  assumed  with  regard  to  Sir  Walter 
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and  his  niece,  whenever  their  names  were  ac- 
cidentally mentioned. 

Vavasour  well  knew  that  his  uncle's  pride 
and  revenge  against  the  Callendar  family 
would  sooner  see  him  die  than  permit  him  to 
marry  a  daughter  of  their  house.  To  ac- 
knowledge his  sentiments  for  Agnes  to  Lord 
Vavasour  was,  therefore,  only  to  call  down 
his  malediction  on  their  object;  and,  under 
these  circumstances,  to  reveal  more  of  them 
to  herself  than  his  surprised  heart  had  al- 
ready betrayed,  seemed  to  him  a  base  sacri- 
fice to  his  own  immediate  gratification  at  the 
expense  of  his  honour  and  her  future  happi- 
ness. 

Vavasour  was  not  so  ill  read  in  female  cha- 
racter as  to  be  ignorant  that  he  had  made  an 
impression  on  the  heart  of  this  artless  child 
of  nature.  Could  he,  then,  knowing  that  the 
bar  was  insuperable  between  him  and  her  — 
could  he  act  the  treacherous  part  of  endea- 
vouring to  increase  an  affection  that,  at  least 


168  THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 

for  the  present,  must  be  hopeless :  and  make  so 
ungrateful  a  return  to  the  hospitality  and  kind* 
ness  of  her  uncle  as  to  devote  the  youth  of  his 
beloved  niece  to  tears  and  disappointment  ? 

In  the  mean  time,  days  quickly  followed 
upon  each  other.  Vavasour  became  more  and 
more  a  prey  to  all  those  varied  and  mixed 
feelings  of  hope  and  despondency  which  few 
that  really  love  can  escape.  Scarcely  a  day 
passed  without  bringing  him  to  Agnes's  side ; 
yet  there  was  a  reserve  in  her  manner  which 
made  him  guard  the  secret  of  his  heart,  and 
which  cast  a  gloom  over  his  prospects.  But 
we  will  not  weary  the  reader  by  dwelling 
upon  the  fluctuations  of  Frank  Vavasour's 
feelings  between  hopes  and  fears,  each  of 
which  held  alternate  sway.  At  times  he 
fondly  flattered  himself  that  he  would  gain 
his  uncle's  consent,  previous  to  opening  his 
heart  to  Agnes.  Then  he  would  deem  the 
moment  actually  arrived  for  declaring  to  her 
how  long,  how  devotedly  he  had  loved  her  • — 
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how  unchanged  his  love  was — how  unchange- 
able !  Then  again  a  remembrance  of  his 
uncle's  communication  through  his  lawyer 
flashed  across  his  mind,  and  scared  the  words 
from  his  lips. 

At  length  suspense  became  so  insupport- 
able, that  he  determined  to  seek  an  interview 
with  his  uncle,  and  unfold  his  heart  to  him. 
Accordingly,  he  addressed  a  few  lines  to  Lord 
Vavasour,  asking  for  an  interview.  The  an- 
swer, though  formal,  readily  assented  to  Va- 
vasour's proposal,  and  the  following  morning 
was  named  for  the  meeting. 

"  It  is  only  my  uncle  and  guardian  I  seek 
to  speak  with,"  said  Frank  Vavasour  to  him- 
self, as  he  walked  slowly  along  the  passage 
in  the  direction  of  Lord  Vavasour's  library. 
"  Why  should  my  heart  sink  so  within  me  ?" 

Before  the  self-suggested  answer  could 
come,  Frank  entered  the  room,  and  stood  op- 
posite that  guardian.  When  alone  in  his 
presence,  Frank  had  never  been  able  com- 

VOL.  II.  I 
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pletely  to  divest  himself  of  a  certain  degree 
of  uneasiness,  which,  as  long  as  he  was  a 
child,  had  better  merited  the  name  of  fear. 
He  now  found  himself  before  Lord  Vavasour, 
for  the  purpose  of  conversing  upon  a  matter 
that  was  important  to  his  future  life;  and 
though  he  knew  that  the  proposal  he  was 
about  to  make  would  be  in  the  utmost  degree 
objectionable  to  his  uncle,  yet  the  conscious- 
ness that  he  himself  was  about  to  ask  nothing 
that  was  unjust  or  unreasonable,  animated 
him  with  the  coolest  resolution  the  very  mo- 
ment they  met. 

Lord  Vavasour  heard  the  door  open,  and 
immediately  raised  his  eyes  from  off  a  paper, 
which  he  was  in  the  act  of  reading. 

"  Shall  I  disturb  you,  uncle,"  said  Frank, 
"  if  I  crave  a  few  moments'  conversation  ?" 

The  brows  of  him  he  addressed  were  in- 
stantly  relaxed,  and  an  expression  of  benevo- 
lence succeeded  the  gathering  frown  which 
had  been  purposely  mastered. 
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"  No,  Frank,"  replied  Lord  Vavasour,  ex- 
tending his  hand,  "  I  am  always  at  your  ser- 
vice ;"  and  opening  a  despatch-box,  he  placed 
the  paper  he  had  been  scanning  in  it,  and 
closed  the  box.  Frank  Vavasour  began  the 
conversation. 

"I  am  conscious,"  he  said,  with  marked 
earnestness,  "of  betraying  some  embarrass- 
ment ;  let  it  not  injure  my  cause,  I  beseech 
you." 

As  yet,"  interrupted  his  Lordship,  calmly, 
you  have  not  even  hinted  at  the  purport  of 
this  conversation;  but  proceed." 

"That  which  I  would  say,"  answered 
Frank,  "  is  soon  spoken.  Upon  one  word  of 
yours,  uncle,  my  whole  happiness  depends, 
and  that  one  word  I  have  come  to  ask ." 

Lord  Vavasour,  with  well-acted  astonish- 
ment, interrupted  him.  "  It  is  strange,  Frank, 
that  you  should  doubt  your  uncle's  ready  in- 
clination to  contribute  to  his  nephew's  hap- 
piness." 

12 
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Without  weighing  this  specious  answer, 
Frank  continued ;  "  Nor  do  I."  The  con- 
sciousness of  a  just  purpose,  the  energy  of 
an  overwhelming  passion,  at  that  moment, 
casting  to  the  ground  every  obstacle  that  he 
had  previously  pictured  to  himself,  he  quickly 
added,  "  No  such  idea  ever  entered  my  mind, 
and  it  is  the  full  belief  that  you  have  my  in- 
terest at  heart  that  has  encouraged  me  to 
seek  you ;  one  word  of  yours  can  award  me 
happiness,  or  blight  it  for  ever." 

For  a  few  moments  Frank  remained  silent, 
in  the  desire  of  hearing  from  his  uncle  some 
remark  that  might  assist  the  avowal  he  was 
about  to  make :  but  Lord  Vavasour  was  re- 
solved to  affect  surprise  at  what  he  knew  too 
well. 

"  I  stand  in  your  presence,  uncle,"  ex- 
claimed Frank,  unable  to  endure  any  longer 
suspense,  "  to  ask  your  consent  to  my  mar- 
riage." 

"Frank,"    replied    his    uncle,    with    the 
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sweetest  of  smiles,  "  a  son  of  my  brother's, 
the  heir  to  the  Vavasour  name  and  property, 
I  am  well  assured,  can  seek  no  alliance  un- 
becoming his  name  and  station.  The  matter, 
then,  can  need  but  small  discussion.  I  am 
not  one,  my  dear  boy,  either  to  force  inclina- 
tion, or  to  influence  choice." 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you,"  cried  Frank, 
for  the  cutting  words  escaped  him  as  his 
fancy  called  up  Agnes  in  all  her  loveliness ; 
"  did  you  only  know  her  as  I  know  her,  I 
could  not  doubt  your  ready  acquiescence,  for 
her  mind  is  even  more  beautiful  than  her  per- 
son." 

"  You  speak  in  raptures,"  replied  Lord 
Vavasour,  in  a  tone  of  sarcasm ;  "  her  name 
is ." 

Lord  Vavasour  paused :  a  cold,  creeping 
sensation  passed  through  every  vein,  as  Frank 
muttered — "  Her  name  is  Callendar." 

"  Callendar !"  said  his  lordship,  his  lip 
quivering  with  anger.    "  Beware,  nephew,  how 
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you  confirm  a  report,  which  certainly  reached 
me  some  time  ago,  but  which  hitherto  I  have 
treated  as  idle,  and  received  as  utterly  with- 
out foundation.  I  charge  you  never  again  to 
mention  that  name  to  me." 

"  It  is  impossible,"  cried  Frank. 

"  Frank  Vavasour,"  ejaculated  his  lord- 
ship, "  name  not  her,  who  never,  whilst  I 
breathe,  shall  marry  a  relation  of  mine. 
"  Never !"  he  repeated,  clenching  his  hand, 

"  never !" 

"  I  beseech  you,   uncle,  take  not  every 

hope  away ." 

"  Hold,  sir !"  exclaimed  the  enraged  guar- 
dian, interrupting  his  nephew's  speech; 
"  wife  you  shall  never  call  Miss  Callendar ! 
This  plot  has  been  well  laid — marvellously 
well  laid— I  can  trace  the  cunning  of  which 
you  are  the  ready  dupe :  but,  with  my  con- 
sent, you  never  marry  Miss  Callendar;  or 
the  moment  that  sees  this  baseborn  brat  your 
wife  makes  you  a  beggar." 
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"Baseborn!"  echoed  Frank,  heedless  of 
every  threat,  and  his  voice  choking  with  pas- 
sion ;  "  no,  she  cannot  deserve  the  cruel  term ; 
a  mystery  hangs  over  her  birth ;  but,  surely, 
there  may  be  traced — in  every  look — in  every 
thought — in  every  word  and  act,  a  high  and 
noble  origin.  I  dare,"  he  continued,  in  a 
still  bolder  tone,  "  I  dare  and  will  affirm 
that  no  stigma  rests  upon  her  mother's 
name." 

Every  accent  of  Frank's  voice,  as  it  rose 
higher,  seemed  to  strike  some  jarring  chord 
within  the  breast  of  his  enraged  guardian. 
His  mouth  quivered,  his  lip  became  white 
and  curled,  as  in  a  tone  of  irony,  he  said, 

"  Pray  say  no  more — say  no  more ;  I  am 
already  sufficiently  convinced  how  obstinately 
you  are  bent  on  opposing  my  views  for  your 
good— of  rejecting  whatever  I  advise.  I 
know  you  well,  sir,  and  how  you  have  ever 
disregarded  my  counsels;  but  henceforth  I 
will  have  done  with  you." 
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Absorbed  by  the  most  painful  images, 
Frank  Vavasour  remained  silent,  while  Lord 
Vavasour,  with  a  proud,  indignant,  lowering 
aspect,  paced  the  room  with  hasty  strides; 
till,  abruptly  stopping  before  his  unhappy 
nephew,  and  fixing  his  enraged  and  penetra- 
ting eyes  upon  him,  a  torrent  of  invective 
seemed  ready  to  burst  from  his  quivering 
lips ;  but  again  averting  his  gaze,  and  turning 
suddenly  away,  whilst  measuring  his  steps, 
the  violence  of  his  rage  burst  inward ;  finding 
rent  in  terms  deep  smothered  and  incohe- 
hent.     At  length  he  spoke. 

"Frank  Vavasour,  am  I  not  your  guar- 
dian, your  nearest  relative,  your  father's 
brother?  By  what  authority  do  you  disobey 
my  wishes  ?" 

He  turned  to  leave  the  room,  but  the  voice 
of  his  nephew  arrested  him:  "Lord  Vava- 
sour," cried  he,  "when  you  counsel  me  as 
becomes  my  father's  brother,  I  will  ever 
cheerfully  obey  your  wishes." 
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The  flush  of  agitation  was  still  on  Vava- 
sour's  cheek,  though  his  manner  was  com- 
posed, while  his  noble  relative's  face  was 
pale  with  rage.  "  Would  to  Heaven,"  pur- 
sued the  former,  "that  I  had  never  known 
Agnes !" 

"Rather,"  cried  Lord  Vavasour,  unable 
any  longer  to  curb  his  indignation — for,  as 
his  nephew  pronounced  the  bated  name  of 
Agnes  in  a  tone  of  kindness,  the  idea  that  he 
wavered  came  to  madden  him  —  "rather 
would  I  say,  would  to  Heaven  you  had  pene- 
trated the  manoeuvres,  the  cunning,  the 
schemes,  and  specious  words  of  an  artful 
woman !" 

"  How  ?"  cried  Frank  Vavasour,  starting. 

"  Are  you  so  wilfully  blind  ?"  continued 
Lord  Vavasour.  "  Will  you  persist  in  closing 
your  eyes  to  facts  that  are  as  glaring  as  the 
noon-day  sun  ?" 

"  Indeed !  indeed !  uncle,  you  do  Miss  Cal- 


lendar  wrong." 
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"Pshaw!"  again  interrupted  Lord  Vava- 
sour; "I  know  her  plausible  excuse;  but 
will  you  be  the  ready  dupe  of  such  arti- 
fice r 

"  You  greatly  wrong  her,"  said  Frank. 

"  Do  I  ?"  replied  Lord  Vavasour,  in  a  tone 
of  bitter  raillery ;  "  I  wrong  her  ? — poor  inno- 
cent r 

The  strong  emphasis,  the  galling  irony, 
which  marked  the  epithet  applied  to  Agnes, 
did  not  escape  Frank  Vavasour;  the  blood 
mounted  to  his  cheek,  and  roused  far  different 
sensations  from  those  intended. 

"  Captain  Vavasour,"  pursued  the  unrelent- 
ing nobleman,  "though  from  childhood  the 
Callendars  have  been  hateful  to  me,  I  have 
restrained  myself  to  silence ;  but,"  he  added, 
with  still  more  warmth,  "when  I  see  your 
generous  nature  clinging  to  one  whose  solici- 
tude you  believe  unselfish — when  I  find  you 
sacrificing  all  for  one  who  is  the  offspring  of 
guilt  and  shame . . . ." 
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**  Believe  it  not,  Lord  Vavasour;  it  is 
false." 

I   thank   you,"    retorted   his   lordship; 
you  are  at  least  courteous  in  your  manner 
of  replying." 

"  Forgive  me,  if  I  spoke  warmly ;  I  scarcely 
know  what  I  said." 

"  I  thought  as  much,"  replied  his  lordship, 
with  a  sarcastic  sneer ;  "  but  go,  sir  —  go  to 
the  favourite  who  holds  you  thus  in  bondage 
—  to  her  whose  disgraceful  chains  you  prefer 
to  an  honourable  alliance  that  I  had  in  view 
for  you,  one  calculated  to  procure  you  riches 
and  rank,  the  favour  of  your  uncle,  and  the 
consideration  in  the  world.  But,  leave  me, 
sir,"  said  he,  in  contemptuous  tones ;  "  you 
are  unworthy  of  the  name  you  bear.  (Jo  to 
this  mysterious  object,  whose  amorous  dalli- 
ance alone  is  suited  to  a  mind  grovelling  as 
yours." 

No  longer  able  to  contain  himself,  Frank 
burst  forth  with  a  vehemence  of  feeling  he 
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found  it  impossible  to  suppress.  That  such 
debasing  language  should  be  applied  to  the 
object  of  his  love  fired  him  with  indignation, 
and  he  vindicated  her  with  all  the  warmth 
due  to  her  injured  innocence;  while  at  the 
same  time,  Lord  Vavasour's  eyes  flashed  fire, 
and,  with  a  voice  almost  choked  with  passion, 
he  exclaimed,  "  Leave  me,  sir,  leave  my 
house/9  and,  denouncing  a  heavy  imprecation, 
he  flung  open  an  opposite  door,  closed  it  with 
violence,  and  disappeared. 

For  some  moments,  Frank  Vavasour  re- 
mained motionless,  until  roused  by  the  en- 
trance of  a  servant ;  he  hastily  left  the  house, 
inwardly  resolving  never  more  to  enter  it. 

Overwhelmed  by  the  result  of  the  inter- 
view with  his  uncle,  Frank  Vavasour  hurried 
through  the  streets,  scarcely  conscious  of  the 
direction  he  was  taking,  and  uncertain  whither 
he  should  go.  The  first  thought  that  pre- 
sented itself  was  that  of  seeking  Miss  Cal- 
endar.    Nevertheless,  until  he  could  in  some 
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degree  hide  the  too  visible  agitation  under 
which  he  laboured,  he  felt  himself  to  be  no  fit 
companion  for  her.  While  meditating  upon 
the  unfortunate  conference  he  had  just  held 
with  his  uncle,  he  bitterly  recalled  to  mind 
the  severity  of  his  conduct  towards  him,  ex- 
perienced from  the  earliest  youth,  and  to 
which  he  attributed  that  extreme  embarrass- 
ment which  usually  overwhelmed  him  when 
in  his  presence.  He  reflected  also  upon  his 
own  forbearance,  which  he  had  hitherto  inva- 
riably exercised  in  spite  of  his  natural  im- 
petuosity; and  felt  surprised  that  his  habi- 
tual respect  and  awe  of  his  uncle  should  have 
been  overcome  in  this  last  interview.  He 
was,  however,  far  from  regretting  the  circum- 
stance, as  he  had  now  asserted  for  the  first 
time  his  own  independence. 

Such  were  the  reflections  that  presented 
themselves  but  too  naturally  to  Vavasour's 
mind  on  the  occasion,  and  served  very  effec- 
tually to  check  the  rising  hopes  which  a  few 
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days  before  he  had  almost  ventured  to  indulge 
in.  Despondency,  however,  was  a  state  of 
feeling  very  little  consonant  to  his  disposition ; 
and,  after  a  great  deal  of  very  unprofitable 
reasoning  with  himself,  he  came  to  the  con* 
elusion  that  matters  were  by  no  means  worse 
than  heretofore  with  regard  to  Agnes.  He 
felt  that  the  adventitious  circumstance  of 
wealth  would  not  raise  him  in  her  estimation ; 
that  she  would  value  him  for  what  he  was, 
rather  than  for  what  he  had. 

"  Every  thing  in  this  world,"  say  the  opti- 
mists, "  has  its  bright  side ;"  and,  although 
it  may  sometimes  require  extraordinary  per- 
spicuity, or  a  very  powerful  reflecting  teles- 
cope, to  discover  the  luminous  phenomena  in 
question,  the  principle  is  a  good  one,  and  in 
itself  worth  a  whole  volume  of  exhortation  on 
the  duties  of  a  philosopher.  At  least,  so  Va- 
vasour thought,  and  for  a  time  he  acted  upon 
his  impression. 

Deferential  as  Frank  Vavasour's  feelings 
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had  ever  been  towards  his  uncle,  he  had  a 
much  greater  consciousness  of  independence 
upon  all  matters  of  consequence  than  he  sup- 
posed, and  the  undoubted  and  unquestionable 
power  of  acting  for  himself  often  rose  upon 
his  mind,  to  console  him  for  the  mortifications 
his  uncle's  haughty  nature  now  made  him  en- 
dure. Lord  Vavasour  had,  as  it  has  already 
been  shown,  great  and  comprehensive  facul- 
ties; but  his  power  of  reading  the  human 
heart  was  but  limited,  or  he  would  not  have 
overlooked  the  fact  that  every  word  of  his 
which  betrayed  a  want  of  respect  and  consi- 
deration, either  for  Agnes  or  her  guardian, 
roused  for  their  protection  a  feeling  of  manly 
firmness  within  the  bosom  of  Frank  Vavasour, 
more  certainly  hostile  to  his  wishes  than  the 
utmost  vehemence  of  passion  could  have  been. 
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CHAPTER  XXn. 


"  Then  along  the  floor, 
Chalk  mimics  painting ;  then  festoons  are  twirl'd ; 
Then  roll  the  brazen  thunders  of  the  door, 
Which  opens  to  the  thousand  happy  few, 
An  earthly  paradise  of '  or  molu.' " 

"  There  stands  the  noble  hostess,  nor  shall  siok 
With  the  three  thousandth  curtsy." 

"  Saloon,  room,  hall,  o'erflow  beyond  their  brink, 
And  long  the  latest  of  arrivals  halts, 
'Midst  royal  dukes  and  dames  condemn'd  to  climb, 
And  gain  an  inch  of  staircase  at  a  time.'* 

Byron. 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's  long  talked  of  and 
duly  announced  ball  was  about  to  take  place, 
and  Vavasour  fondly  hoped  that  it  might 
furnish  him  with  a  good  opportunity  of  un- 
burdening his  heart  to  Miss  Callendar.     The 
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glare  of  torches,  the  mass  of  moving  lights, 
flitting  and  glittering  in  all  directions,  the 
noise,  tumult,  and  confusion  in  the  immediate 
avenues  to  the  house,  the  trampling  and  paw- 
ing, of  horses,  the  oaths,  ribaldry,  and  conten- 
tions for  precedence,  the  cuttings  and  slash- 
ings of  rival  coachmen,  for  the  honour  of  their 
respective  masters,  without  a  thought  of  any 
minor  consideration  for  their  horses  and 
panels,  the  vociferations  of  police  constables, 
the  shouts  of  link  boys,  the  brilliant  appear- 
ance of  the  house,  and  the  exhilarating  strains 
of  Weippert  wafted  lightly  on  the  breeze, 
through  the  canvass  awnings  that  enclosed  the 
windows  of  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's  house  in 
Grosvenor  Street  —  all  these  proclaimed  an 
assembly  of  the  highest  ton. 

« 

The  chimes  of  a  neighbouring  church  had 
struck  midnight ;  and  at  that  "  witching  time," 
when  the  quiet  and  well-behaved  part  of  the 
community  are  enjoying  their  first  sleep,  the 
more  refined  classes  very  rationally  conclude 
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that  it  is  the  hour  for  commencing  their  even- 
ing's reveliy. 

Hundreds  were  being  ushered  through  a 
double  file  of  the  gorgeously  liveried  servants 
who  lined  the  entrance  halls,  their  names 
being  transmitted  through  the  regular  number 
of  heralds,  up  the  magnificent  staircase  to  the 
door  of  the  reception-room,  where  stood  or  sat 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  radiant  in  rouge,  dia- 
monds, and  satin,  and  greeting  the  arrival  of 
her  guests  with  engaging  cordiality  or  digni- 
fied condescension. 

The  ball-room  presented  a  scene  of  the 
most  brilliant  and  animated  character;  a 
blaze  of  light  and  jewels,  acres  of  satin  and 
velvet,  a  forest  of  plumes,  and,  above  all,  a 
galaxy  of  beauty. 

"  Agnes,  I  do  believe  you  have  not  danced 
a  step  to-night,"  said  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans, 
as,  late  in  the  evening,  that  is,  about  one  in 
the  morning,  she  found  her  still  sitting  with 
Lady  de  Vere. 
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"Even  so,  my  dear  Mrs.  Harcourt,"  said 
Agnes,  smiling  faintly. 

"  But  how  is  it  that  I  have  not  seen  any 
thing  of  Captain  Vavasour  to-night  ?  Is  he 
gone  ?" 

.  "  He  has  not  been  here  at  all,"  answered 
Agnes,  with  as  much  indifference  of  manner 
as  she  conld  assume. 

"  Indeed.  Oh,  then,  my  dear  Agnes,  I  un- 
derstand why  you  have  not  danced." 

Miss  Callendar  did  not  think  it  necessary  to 
make  any  reply  to  this  insinuation ;  and  she 
had  fortunately  the  excuse  by  the  arrival  of  a 
new  guest. 

"  You  are  very  late,  Mr.  Lumley,"  said  the 
widow  to  the  nouveau  venu. 

"  Most  provokingly  so,"  said  he.  "  But 
you  will  easily  guess  that  it  is  my  misfortune, 
not  my  fault.  We  have  had  an  interminable 
debate;  and  Heaven  only  knows  when  I  should 
have  got  away,  if  I  had  not  paired  off  with 
Vavasour,  who  was  equally  impatient  to  pay 
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his  respects  here.  By  the  way,  he  has  made 
a  brilliant  speech  to-night.  You  may  rely  on 
the  testimony  of  a  political  adversary." 

Miss  Callendar's  eye  brightened  and  her 
cheek  glowed  as  the  hostess  answered,  play- 
fully, "  You  are  an  unusually  candid  politician : 
liberal  in  every  respect.  But,"  continued  she, 
"  did  you  say  that  Captain  Vavasour  was 
coming  ?" 

"  He  is  in  the  house  at  this  moment,'9  said 
Lumley.  "  I  left  him  on  the  stairs,  where  he 
had  been  just  victimized  by  a  talkative  elderly 
gentleman,  who  was  congratulating  him  on  his 
new  appointment ;  and,  as  I  saw  no  chance  of 
his  button  being  released,  I  left  him  to  his 
fate." 

"  What  appointment  ?"  inquired  Mrs.  Har- 
court  Evans,  Miss  Callendar  being  all  atten- 
tion to  hear  the  reply. 

"  Have  you  not  heard  ?  he  is  to  be  the  new 
lord  of  the  admiralty :  but  talk  of  his  satanic 
majesty— you  know  the  saying — here  he  is." 
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Vavasour  made  his  appearance  accordingly ; 
and,  after  paying  his  respects  to  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans,  approached  Miss  Callendar.  Despite 
of  the  momentary  gleam  of  satisfaction  which 
shot  across  his  features,  the  latter  could  not 
help  observing  that  he  wore  an  aspect  but 
little  in  accordance  with  his  recent  parliamen- 
tary triumph,  or  his  reported  official  appoint- 
ment. The  careworn  expression  of  his  coun- 
tenance was  too  evident  to  be  overlooked  even 
by  an  uninterested  observer,  and  Agnes  was 
almost  startled  to  trace  the  lines  of  gloom  and 
despondency  on  his  contracted  brow,  in  place 
of  the  triumph  of  success  that  might  have 
been  expected  there. 

"  He  is  probably  overcome  by  the  heat  of 
the  house,"  thought  she,  as  she  addressed  him 
in  terms  of  congratulation. 

He  smiled,  or  rather  endeavoured  to  smile, 
as  he  said,  "  Your  congratulations  are,  I  am 
afraid,  premature ;  but,  whatever  may  be  my 
fate,  I  shall  be  consoled  if  I  may  flatter  myself 
that  you  are  not  indifferent  to  it." 
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Miss  Callendar  said  nothing,  for  she  could 
not  trust  herself  to  speak ;  but  the  colour  that 
rose  to  her  cheek  told  of  any  thing  but  indif- 
ference. Vavasour  (who  was  not  exempt 
from  that  vanity,  to  which,  however  much  we 
may  sneer  at  in  women,  our  own  sex  is  equally 
accessible)  was  at  no  loss  to  interpret  so  ex* 
pressive  a  silence,  and  for  a  moment  his  gloom 
was  dispelled. 

"  I  am  afraid  it  is  a  forlorn  hope,"  said  he, 
in  a  more  joyous  tone  of  voice,  "  to  expect  to 
find  you  disengaged  for  the  next  quadrille ; 
but  perhaps,  until  it  begins,  you  will  accom- 
pany me  to  the  refreshment  room." 

So  saying,  he  held  out  his  arm,  which  Miss 
Callendar  did  not  refuse  to  take,  in  spite  of 
a  very  significant  look  that  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans  directed  towards  her,  and  they  pro- 
ceeded to  the  refreshment-room.  Scarcely 
had  they  reached  it,  owing  to  the  usual  crowd 
that  blocked  up  the  doorway,  before  the  quad- 
rille began,  and  they  took  their  places  in  it. 
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In  spite  of  the  gay  scene  that  was  going  on, 
a  cloud  still  hong  over  Vavasour's  brow.  He 
was  evidently  distrait.  He  spoke  but  little, 
and  seemed  almost  as  incapable  of  following 
the  movements  of  the  dance  as  of  keeping  up 
the  conversation.  Miss  Callendar  was  totally 
at  a  loss  to  account  for  his  silence  and  ab- 
straction. 

"  I  am  afraid  yon  are  unwell  to-night/'  said 
she,  in  a  tone  of  unfeigned  interest. 

"  No,  Miss  Callendar,"  said  he,  "  I  am  not 
suffering  from  ill  health,  although  my  extreme 
dullness  may  well  have  led  you  to  suppose  the 
contrary ;  but  I  will  not  attempt  to  disguise 
from  you  that  my  mind  is  ill  at  ease,  and  that 
events  have  occurred  which  have  put  my  often- 
boasted  equanimity  to  a  severe  trial." 

"Iain  deeply  concerned  to  hear  you  say 
so,"  replied  Miss  Callendar ;  "  more  especially 
as,  from  what  I  have  heard  this  evening,  I  had 
expected  to  find  you  happy,  if  not  elated  with 
your  success :  nay,  if  we  may  believe  report, 
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you  are  on  the  highroad  to  fortune  and — what 
your  sex,  I  believe,  value  still  more  highly — 
power." 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  I  am  farther  than  ever 
from  happiness"  rejoined  Vavasour,  gloomily. 
"But  this  is  not  the  time  or  place  to  enter 
into  the  cause  of  the  depression  of  spirits  to 
which  I  plead  guilty." 

And  he  was  quite  right ;  for  his  partner  was 
just  at  that  moment  compelled  to  commence 
la  chaine  Anglaise ;  and,  before  the  figure  was 
finished,  every  idea  seemed  to  be  driven  out 
of  Vavasour's  head.  He,  however,  contrived 
to  add — 

"  Tis  the  last  drop  which  makes  the  cup 
run  o'er,  and  mine  was  full  already.  What 
would  you  say  if  I  were  suddenly  called  upon 
to  relinquish  the  pursuit  of  power  and  fame  at 
a  moment  when  my  prospects  of  success  are 
the  brightest,  to  retire  from  parliament,  where 
my  short  career  has  been  far  more  prosperous 
than  I  had  any  right  to  expect  ?" 
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Surely  you  cannot  be  in  earnest?"  said 
Miss  Callendar.  "  At  such  a  moment,  what 
can  induce  you  to  withdraw  from  public  life, 
when  your  path  seems  to  be  strewed  with 
roses  ?" 

"It  were  a  long  and  tedious  task  to  tell 
you,"  replied  Vavasour;  "suffice  it  to  say, 
that,  if  I  have  striven  for  fame  and  fortune,  it 
was  because  their  attainment  would  make  me 
independent  of  the  world.  It  was  not  to  gra- 
tify an  absurd  vanity,  which  I  might  dis- 
guise under  the  specious  mask  of  patriotism, 
but " 

Here  Lionel  Crouch,  who  certainly  was 
the  greatest  marplot  in  existence,  approached, 
and  interrupted  the  conversation  by  asking 
Miss  Callendar  to  take  a  turn  in  the  next  waltz 
with  his  particular  friend,  the  Count  Alexis 
Bomanewitz.  Agnes  pleaded  a  previous  en- 
gagement ;  and,  as  the  Tuft-hunter  retired,  to 
inform  his  patrician  friend  of  the  result  of  his 
mission,  Vavasour  briefly  added — 

VOL.  II.  K 
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"  You,  who  must  know  the  secret  motive  of 
my  ambition,  can  feel  what  a  sacrifice  it  is  for 
me  that  adverse  circumstances  compel  me  to 
such  a  step." 

Miss  Callendar  answered  not ;  but,  as  Va- 
vasour watched  her  changing  colour  and  agi- 
tated looks,  he  read,  in  those  silent  evidences 
of  the  state  of  her  feelings,  the  assurance  of 
her  sympathy  and  the  encouragement  of  his 
hopes.  After  all  that  had  passed,  Agnes  could 
not  affect  to  misunderstand  Vavasour's  obser- 
vations, or  repel  by  coldness  the  expression  of 
an  attachment  which  her  own  conduct  towards 
him  had  latterly  appeared  to  sanction.  She 
loved  Frank  Vavasour :  she  had  loved  him  long 
— even  before  he  had  ventured  to  hint  that  de- 
votion which  his  whole  behaviour  had  rendered 
sufficiently  intelligible.  Prepared  as  she  cer- 
tainly was  to  bestow  on  Vavasour  her  hand  and 
fortune,  her  scruples  of  delicacy  forbade  her 
to  give  him  any  hopes  until  every  legal  doubt 
as  to  her  birth  had  been  removed.     It  was 
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therefore  not  a  little  relief  to  her  when  the 
termination  of  the  quadrille  put  an  end  to 
this  interesting  but  embarrassing  conversa- 
tion, which  had  been  carried  on  between  them, 
sotto  voce,  in  the  intervals  of  the  figure,  under 
shelter,  be  it  observed,  of  Weippert's  full  band, 
and  the  universal  buzz  of  talk  that  prevailed, 
every  one  being  too  much  occupied  with  their 
own  particular  flirtation  to  pay  much  attention 
to  their  neighbours. 

But,  although  Miss  Callendar  had  been 
obliged  to  relinquish  Vavasour's  arm,  to  fulfil 
an  engagement  in  the  following  waltz,  with- 
out replying  to  the  pointed  observations  he 
had  made,  he  did  not  feel  disheartened  at  her 
silence ;  and  as  he  seated  himself  on  an  otto- 
man as  far  apart  from  the  rest  of  the  com- 
pany as  possible,  with  a  view  of  indulging  in 
"sweet  and  bitter  fancy,"  his  despondency 
was  not  altogether  uncheered  by  some  reflec- 
tions of  a  consolatory  character. 

But  Vavasour  was  not  left  long  to  the 
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solitary  enjoyment  of  his  own  thoughts ;  for 
Lionel  Crouch  approached,  and  commenced 
his  usual  dissertation  on  lords  and  ladies, 
calling  Vavasour's  attention  to  the  noble  list 
of  partners  that  he  himself  had  danced  with, 
and  assuring  him  that  two  of  the  greatest 
partis  were  at  the  feet  of  the  heroine  of  the 
evening. 

This  did  not  improve  the  state  of  Vavasour's 
feelings,  and  he  left  the  ball-room  as  dis- 
heartened and  dispirited  as  he  had  entered 
it. 

We  must  now  explain  to  our  readers  the 
cause  that  was  about  to  lead  to  Vavasour's 
retirement  from  public  life.  The  policy  of 
the  government  with  respect  to  a  question 
of  the  highest  importance  was  in  direct 
opposition  to  his  feelings  and  principles; 
and  as  on  this  point  he  could  not  give  them 
his  conscientious  support,  he  would  be  con- 
sequently under  the  necessity  of  voting  against 
the  party  with  whose  political  views  Lord 
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Vavasour's  were  entirely  identified.  He  had 
written  to  his  noble  uncle,  explaining  the 
motives  that  induced  him  to  vacate  his  seat 
by  accepting  the  Chiltern  Hundreds,  and  had 
received  a  most  diplomatic  letter  in  return, 
in  which  his  lordship  "  fully  appreciated  the 
honourable  and  upright  feeling  relative  to  his 
continuance  in  Parliament." 

The  secret,  however,  of  his  lordship's  com- 
placency, and  which  rendered  the  retirement 
of  his  nephew  less  embarrassing,  was  his 
anxiety  to  show  a  mark  of  respect  to  his  long- 
tried  and  valued  friend,  Mr.  Serjeant  Fawns- 
ley,  (the  said  serjeant,  be  it  said,  having,  de- 
spite of  all  bribery  laws,  guaranteed  the 
annual  sum  of  one  thousand  pounds  for  his 
seat).  In  conclusion,  his  lordship  again 
alluded  to  their  late  conversation,  vehe- 
mently  urging  his  nephew  to  the  necessity  of 
making  a  suitable  marriage,  always  bearing  in 
mind  that  birth  was  a  sine  qua  non>  and 
winding  up  with  the  following  aristocratical 
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peroration :  "  When  you  reflect  that,  in  the 
natural  course  of  events,  you  will  probably 
be  the  representative  of  one  of  the  most 
ancient  houses  in  England,  a  family  which 
can  trace  its  ancestry  back  to  the  Norman 
conquest — when  you  reflect  on  this,  you  will 
see  that  it  is  your  duty  to  consult  the  dignity 
of  your  noble  name,  by  selecting  for  your 
wife — the  sharer  of  your  ancestral  honours 
— a  person  whose  alliance,  if  it  does  not  add 
to  the  splendour  of  that  family,  will  at  least 
entail  no  discredit  on  the  future  inheritors  of 
Vavasour  manor." 
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CHAPTER  XXIIL 

"  Farewell !  farewell  1  the  voice  you  bear 
Has  left  its  last,  soft  tone  with  you— 

Its  next  must  join  the  seaward  cheer, 
And  shout  among  the  shouting  crew. 

"The  timid  eye,  I  dared  not  raise, 
The  hand  that  shook  when  pressed  to  thine, 

Must  point  the  gun  upon  the  chace, 
Must  bid  the  deadly  cutlass  shine. 

"  To  all  I  love,  or  hope,  or  fear, 

Honour,  or  own,  a  long  adieu ! 
To  all  that  life  has  soft  and  dear, 

Farewell  1— save  memory  of  you !" 

Walter  Scott. 

A  few  mornings  after  the  conversation  be- 
tween Agnes  and  Vavasonr  recorded  in  onr 
last  chapter,  a  letter  was  placed  in  Miss  Cal- 
endar's hands.  It  was  not  one  of  those  three- 
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cornered,  highly-scented  notes,  scribbled  a 
pattes  de  mouche,  which  constitute  the  u  airy 
nothings  "  of  a  London  correspondence,  but  a 
lawyer-like-looking  epistle,  the  address  of 
which  was  written  in  an  unknown  hand,  and 
the  seal  a  blank  impression.  A  presentiment 
came  across  the  mind  of  Agnes,  that  the  let- 
ter contained  some  information  connected  with 
her  history,  and  she  lost  no  time  in  opening 
it ;  and  no  sooner  had  she  perused  the  letter, 
than  it  dropped  from  her  hands,  and  she  burst 
into  a  flood  of  tears. 

Recovering  herself  after  a  little  time,  she 
carefully  placed  in  her  writing-desk  the  letter 
which  had  caused  her  so  much  uneasiness,  and 
which  our  readers  will  probably  recognise  as 
the  anonymous  one  written  by  Lord  Vavasour, 
with  the  intention  of  breaking  off  the  inti- 
macy between  Agnes  and  his  nephew.  The 
writer  alluded  in  the  most  unfeeling  terms  to 
the  obscure  birth  of  Agnes ;  taunted  her  with 
attempting  to  allure  young  Vavasour  into  a 
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step  that  would  be  his  ruin,  and  inevitably 
entail  misery  on  both  parties.  It  concluded 
by  saying,  that  if  she  communicated  to  Vava- 
sour the  warning  that  had  been  sent  her, 
serious  evil  might  accrue  to  him. 

While  Agnes  was  still  meditating  on  the 
contents  of  this  letter,  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's 
maid  entered,  with  her  mistress's  compliments, 
requesting  her  attendance  in  the  drawing- 
room,  where  she  found  her  hostess  busily  em- 
ployed in  arranging  her  visiting  list  for  the 
day ;  and  Agnes  sat  down  to  her  usual  morning 
employments  of  writing  invitations  and  ex- 
cuses. 

While  thus  employed,  a  servant,  coming 
behind  Miss  Callendar's  chair,  told  her  that 
she  was  wanted  in  the  next  room ;  but,  so 
soon  as  she  was  outside  the  door,  the  servant 
informed  her  that  Captain  Vavasour  was  in 
the  library,  and  begged  to  speak  a  few  words 
with  her.  Fearful  of  betraying  any  agitation 
or  conscious  reluctance  to  the  servant,  she 

K5 


202  THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 

hastily  went  forward  to  the  library ;  and  there, 
standing  with  the  door  open  to  receive  her, 
she  encountered  Vavasour  himself,  in  a  state 
of  agitation  which  effectually  deprived  him  of 
the  power  of  perceiving  hers-  He  led  her 
at  once  into  the  room,  and  without  relin- 
quishing the  hand  she  had  held  out  to  him 
at  meeting,  exclaimed,  in  a  rapid  breathless 
manner, 

"  Miss  Callendar,  for  a  length  of  time  I 
have  sought  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to 
you  on  a  subject  nearest  to  my  heart ;  and, 
should  I  be  so  blest  as  to  gain  a  favourable 
hearing,  the  devotion  of  my  life  shall  prove  my 
gratitude." 

"  Oh !  forbear,  forbear !"  exclaimed  Agnes, 
blushing  deeply.  "B  I  have  not  utterly 
mistaken  you " 

"  Forgive  me— forgive  me  for  interrupting 
you,"  he  continued,  imploringly.  "  I  entreat 
you,  Miss  Callendar,  to  listen.  You  have  not 
mistaken  me  if  you  believe  that  the  deepest, 
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the  most  ardent  affection  that  woman  ever 
awakened  in  man's  breast  beats  in  mine  for 
you." 

"  Oh !  cease,'  cease,  Captain  Vavasour," 
she  again  interposed;  "I  feel  flattered  — 
honoured  by  youj  preference— but — I  thought 
— you  had  known " 

"  Known,"  exclaimed  Vavasour,  wildly.  "  I 
heard  that  Lord  Montressor " 

u  Lord  Montressor !"  she  hastily  repeated, 
with  every  demonstration  of  the  contempt 
and  aversion  which  the  name  wakened  in  her 
at  such  a  moment.  "  I  spoke  not— I  thought 
not  of  Lord  Montressor — my  present  conduct 
would  be  the  same  if  I  had  never  seen  him, 
or  any  other — this  I  earnestly  wish  you  to 
believe — but  more  I  cannot  say." 

"  But  if  I  can  convince  you,"  said  Frank, 
in  a  low  altered  tone,  from  which  all  anima- 
tion and  life  seemed  to  have  fled,  "  that  my 
heart  is  devoted  to  you,  may  I  not  hope  that 
in  time  you  will  partake  of  my  sentiments  ? 
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Say  that  you  will  permit  me  to  endeavour  to 
make  myself  acceptable  to  you." 

"  Listen  to  me,"  said  Agnes,  in  the  calm- 
ness of  deep-felt  emotion.  u  That  my  happi- 
ness was  once  in  your  hands,  I  freely  acknow- 
ledge"— a  pause  ensued — "  that  time  is  past, 
never  again  to  return,"  continued  Agnes,  her 
voice  faltering.  "  What  we  have  been  to 
each  other — " 

"  Agnes,  by  heaven,"  exclaimed  Vavasour, 
wildly,  "  you  wrong  me !  your  happiness  is, 
and  shall  be,  the  study  of  my  future  life ;  say, 
then " 

"  No ;"  replied  Agnes,  mournfully ;  but 
with  an  earnestness  and  calmness  of  maimer 
that  proved  the  firmness  of  her  purpose; 
"  there  is  a  gulph,  a  deep,  deadly  gulph  be- 
tween us — I  never  can  be  yours." 

"It  is  enough,  Miss  Callendar;  I  see 
plainly  that " 

"  Captain  Vavasour,  you  are  hurt ;  and 
believe  me,  I  sympathize  in  the'  pain  which  I 
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inflict;  but  can  I,  in  justice  to  myself,  in 
fairness  to  you,  do  otherwise  ?  You  are  your- 
self aware " 

"  No,  Miss  Callendar,"  answered  Vavasour, 
in  a  tone  of  passionate  entreaty ;  "  do  not  go 
farther :  is  it  not  enough  to  crush  every  hope 
in  our  present  relative  situation  ?  do  not  carry 
your  resolutions  farther.  Should  my  uncle's 
objections  be  removed " 

"  It  is  indeed  vain,"  said  Miss  Callendar ; 
"their  removal  is  impossible;  and  I  only 
wish,  as  your  friend,  and  as  one  who  owes 
you  much,  that  you  would  suppress  this  un- 
fortunate attachment,  and  leave  a  country 
which  affords  no  scope  for  your  talents,  and 
.  to  resume  the  honourable  line  of  the  profes- 
sion which  you  seem  to  have  abandoned." 

"  Well,  Miss  Callendar,  your  wishes  shall 
be  obeyed ;  have  patience  with  me  one  little 
month,  and  if,  in  the  course  of  that  space,  I 
cannot  show  you  such  reasons  for  continuing 
my  residence  here  as  even  you  shall  approve 
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of,  I  will  bid  adieu  to  England,  and,  with  the 
same  breath,  to  all  my  hopes  of  happiness." 

"Not  so,  Captain  Vavasour;  many  years 
of  deserved  happiness  are,  I  trust,  before  yon ; 
but  it  is  fall  time  to  finish  this  conversation. 
I  cannot  force  yon  to  adopt  my  advice ;  but 
the  sooner  you  can  teach  your  mind  to  sub- 
mit to  the  inevitable  disappointment  of 
wishes  which  you  have  so  fatally  formed,  the 
more  highly  you  will  rise  in  my  esteem ;  in 
the  meanwhile,  for  your  sake  as  well  as 
mine,  you  must  excuse  my  desiring  to  close 
a  conversation  which  is  so  painful  to  both  of 
us." 

A  servant  at  this  moment  announced  that 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  desired  to  speak  with 
Miss  Callendar. 

"  Enough !"  said  Vavasour,  with  all  the  com- 
posure he  could  command.  "  I  must  not  think 
of  urging  a  suit  that  is  so  disagreeable  to 
you;"  and,  bowing  low,  he  left  the  room, 
without  another  word  being  uttered. 
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"And  she  is  then  lost  to  me  for  ever!" 
burst  forth  Vavasour,  as  he  rushed  from  the 
door,  in  a  state  bordering  on  distraction. 

After  rambling  through  the  park,  a  prey 
to  a  thousand  contending  feelings,  he  sud- 
denly determined  again  to  present  himself  in 
Grosvenor  Street,  to  communicate  to  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans  the  fearful  news  connected 
with  Agnes's  history,  which  had  only  that 
morning  come  to  his  knowledge.  Reaching 
the  house,  he  requested  that  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans  might  be  informed  that  he  wished  to 
see  her  on  urgent  business:  that  lady  lost 
no  time  in  obeying  his  summons:  she  had 
accidentally  met  Agnes  on  her  leaving  the 
library,  and,  struck  by  her  agitated  manner, 
had  just  succeeded  in  extracting  something 
of  the  truth  from  her.  As  the  matchmaker 
entered  the  room,  elated  with  the  idea  that 
a  proposal  had  actually  been  made  to  her 
young  protegee j  she  welcomed  Vavasour  most 
kindly. 
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"  Oh,  Captain  Vavasour,  I  am  so  happy  to 
see  you !  Agnes  tells  me ." 

"Excuse  me,"  said  Frank,  interrupting 
her,  "the  business  is  of  a  nature  so  im- 
portant, that  I  must  beg  of  you  to  allow  me 
to  communicate  it  without  further  delay." 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  prepossessed  with 
the  idea  that  she  already  knew  what  the  im- 
portant business  was,  gaily  exclaimed, 

"  Remember  the  old  proverb,  •  Faint  heart 
never  won  fair  lady:'  Agnes  is  young,  and 
scarcely  knows  her  own  mind." 

Here  Vavasour  again  interrupted  her :  "  I 
assure  you,  my  dear  madam,  you  have  entirely 
mistaken  my  object  in  claiming  this  inter- 
view; it  is  true  that  Miss  Callendar  has 
refused  me  in  a  manner  that  admits  of  no 
appeal ;  but  it  was  not  upon  that  subject  I 
wished  to  speak  with  you ;  it  is  on  one  more 
immediately  concerning  herself." 

"Proceed,"  said  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  a 
deep  colour  rushing  over  her  face. 
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"I  have  just  left  the  Temple,"  Vavasour 
proceeded,  "and  find  the  Chancellor  has 
given  his  final  decision." 

He  hesitated,  until  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans, 
in  an  earnest  voice,  besought  him  to  proceed, 
and  relieve  her  from  the  agony  of  suspense. 

"  Every  search  has  been  made  for  the  mar- 
riage certificate,  but  in  vain ;  under  this  cir- 
cumstance, Miss  Callendar's  claim  to  her 
father's  estates  has  been  rejected,  and  she 
has  been  declared  the  natural  daughter  of  the 
late  Sir  Charles." 

"  Poor  Agnes,  it  will  be  a  sad  blow  to  her 
uncle,"  said  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans,  despond- 
ingly;  "but  did  I  hear  her  right,  Captain 
Vavasour,  or  have  I  dreamt  that  she  told  me 
you  had  proposed  to  her." 

"  True  it  is,  alas !  and  that  she  has  re- 
jected me  in  a  manner  that  precludes  all 
hope." 

"  Good  heavens  !  did  you  tell  her  of  the 
decision  ?" 

"  No ;  certainly  not." 
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"  Oh,  why  did  you  not  ?  I  will  speak  to 
her." 

"  Do  not,  I  entreat  you ;  for  if  I  have  any 
insight  into  Miss  Calendar's  character,  hers 
is  a  pride  that  would  shrink  in  adversity 
from  accepting  a  hand  she  scorned  in  prospe- 
rity." 

"  True,  true !  and  is  it  possible  you  were 
willing  to  marry  her,  knowing  all  you  did  of 
her  sad  reverses  ?" 

"  Have  I  not  proved  it,  my  dear  madam?" 
replied  Vavasour. 

"Your  conduct  is  noble  and  generous," 
said  the  lady,  "  and  deserves  a  better  fate : 
but,  after  all,  you  would  have  starved  toge- 
ther, for  your  uncle  would  never  have  for- 
given you." 

"  How  could  I  think  of  that  at  such  a 
time  ?  My  own  fortune,  though  small,  would 
have  sufficed  with  Agnes ;  and  what  a  com- 
fort it  would  have  been  to  have  devoted  a 
whole  life  to  her !" 
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It  would  be  needless  to  attempt  to  describe 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's  feelings  at  this  disclo- 
sure ;  for  though,  as  we  have  said  before,  she 
was  not  without  her  foibles  and  absurdities, 
she  had  withal  a  far  greater  share  of  real 
kindness  of  heart  than  generally  falls  to  the 
•  lot  of  that  class  called  very  good  sort  of 
people. 

Thanking  her  for  her  sympathy,  and  anx- 
ious to  tear  himself  away  from  the  scene  of 
such  bitter  disappointment,  he  took  his  leave. 
The  recollection  of  Miss  Callendar's  words — 
"  I  never  can  be  yours"— occupied  his  imagi- 
nation exclusively :  but  with  these  were  uni- 
ted recollections  more  agitating,  if  less  pain- 
ful; her  hair-breadth  escape— the  fortunate 
assistance  he  had  been  able  to  render  her — 
yet,  what  was  his  requital  ?  Surely,  gratitude, 
at  least,  called  for  some  little  return :  but  no 
—she  could  not  be  unjust— it  was  no  part  of 
her  nature — she  only  desired  to  shut  the 
door  against  hope,  and,  even  in  pity  to  him, 
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to  extinguish  a  passion  she  could  never  re- 
turn. 

But  this  lover-like  mode  of  reasoning  was 
not  likely  to  reconcile  Vavasour  to  his  fate, 
since  the  more  amiable  his  imagination  repre- 
sented Agnes,  the  more  inconsolable  he  felt 
at  the  extinction  of  his  hopes.  Plans,  suit- 
ing the  inflamed  temper  of  the  brain  that  en- 
tertained them,  chased  each  other  through 
his  head,  irregular  as  the  motes  of  the  sun- 
beam. Then,  wearied  by  the  difficulties  with 
which  each  scheme  appeared  to  be  attended, 
he  buoyed  up  his  mind  to  the  strong  effort  of 
shaking  off  his  love,  and  resuming  the  profes- 
sion which  his  unrequited  affection  had  so 
fruitlessly  interrupted. 

While  brooding  over  this  sturdy  resolution, 
he  endeavoured  to  fortify  himself  by  every 
argument  which  pride,  as  well  as  reason,  could 
suggest. 

"  She  shall  not  suppose,"  he  said,  "  that, 
presuming  on  an  accidental  service,  I  am  de- 
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sirous  to  intrude  myself  upon  that  attention 
to  which,  personally,  she  considers  me  as 
having  no  title.  I  will  see  her  no  more.  I 
will  leave  this  country,  never  again  to  return 
to  it." 

But  we  must  return  to  Agnes.  Although 
she  would  have  infinitely  preferred  spending 
the  day  alone,  in  order  to  compose  her  spirits, 
and  think  calmly  over  the  change  that  a  few 
minutes  had  made  in  her  prospects  of  life, 
yet,  not  conceiving  that  she  had  a  sufficient 
excuse  for  doing  so,  she  prepared  to  obey 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's  summons  to  accom- 
pany her  in  her  usual  drive.  What  a  con- 
trast was  that  gay  scene — the  Park  —  to  her 
dark  and  dismal  feelings !  All  around  spoke 
of  joy,  lightness  of  heart,  and  happiness. 
London  now  became  hourly  more  distasteful 
to  Agnes,  and,  with  a  secret  impatience,  did 
she  look  forward  to  the  time  when  her  guar- 
dian had  promised  to  recall  her  to  Harefield  ; 
but  she  felt  too  grateful  for  Mrs.  Harcourt 
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Evans's  unremitting  kindnesses  to  express  a 
wish  to  accelerate  that  period,  and  she  sank 
unresistingly  under  the  decree  of  fate. 

But,  whatever  might  be  the  secret  pertur- 
bations of  Miss  Callendar's  feelings  under  a 
trial  so  grievous  and  so  perplexing,  there  was 
not  the  slightest  trace  of  agitation  to  be  dis- 
cerned in  the  composure  of  her  ordinary  ad- 
dress and  gentle  courtesy.  She  appeared  to 
have  taken  her  resolution  without  hesitation 
and  without  pain.  But,  however  it  had  been 
framed,  she  extended  not  the  secret  to  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans,  who,  on  her  own  part,  was 
too  delicate  and  too  considerate  to  intrude 
uninvited  upon  her  confidence.  Sometimes, 
indeed,  when  the  kind  widow,  moved  by  the 
sympathy  of  a  generous  heart,  was  tempted 
to  display  towards  her  young  friend  a  more 
than  ordinary  measure  of  tenderness  and  af- 
fection, and,  in  her  desire  to  divert  her  from 
herself,  urged  her  to  some  new  project  of 
amusement,  Agnes,  as  if  jealous  of  her  sus- 
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picions,  would  rouse  herself  to  an  unnatural 
degree  of  vivacity,  and  take  her  part  as  for- 
merly in  the  daily  routine  of  senseless  amuse- 
ment. 

Meanwhile,  the  hectic  cheek  and  fevered 
eye,  that  to  others  told  only  of  more  vivid 
beauty,  escaped  not  the  cool  but  scrutinizing 
gaze  of  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans.  With  the  true 
delicacy  of  female  regard,  she  sought  not  for 
any  explanation  of  those  feelings  which  it  was 
too  evident  Agnes  vainly  endeavoured  to  sub- 
due. Yet  some  few  words  of  renovated  kind- 
ness, or  implied  security,  occasionally  shed  a 
beam  of  comfort  on  her  agitated  spirits,  and 
more  than  once  the  considerate  attention  of 
this  judicious  friend  had  in  some  degree  com- 
posed that  despondency  of  mind  which  other- 
wise would  have  given  way  to  utter  despair. 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  had  issued  cards  for 
a  soiree,  and  Vavasour  had  received  a  special 
invitation.  The  evening  arrived,  and  a  small 
party  (a  London  small  party  of  one  hundred) 
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were  assembled.    Music  was  soon  proposed, 
and  seemed  to  meet  the  wishes  of  all. 

"  Do  you  play  the  harp,  Miss  Cailendar  ?  " 
inquired  Lady  Dalton. 

A  little,"  was  the  unassuming  reply. 

The  worst  of  the  harp  is,  every  girl  plays 
it c  a  little/  "  observed  Miss  Dalton,  to  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans,  as  she  assisted  her  in  ar- 
ranging her  music-books,  preparatory  to  her 
commencing  a  grand  fantasia  of  Bochsa's,  in 
which  she  was  vehemently  applauded.  Then 
came  a  solo  on  the  pianoforte  by  a  young 
lady,  one  of  Moschelles's  best  pupils,  as  her 
mamma  pronounced  her  to  be.  At  last  Mrs. 
Harcourt  Evans  asked  Agnes  to  take  her 
place  at  the  piano,  which  she  accordingly  did 
without  affectation,  and  at  once  broke  out 
into  the  symphony  of  that  beautiful  ballad, 
the  music  of  which  is  attributed  to  the  all- 
accomplished  Duchess  of  Devonshire.  No- 
thing could  exceed  the  deep  pathos  her  ex- 
quisite voice  gave  to  those  words  which  bore 
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so  strong  an  analogy  to  her  own  sad  feel- 
ings— 

"  I  have  a  silent  sorrow  here, 

A  grief  I'll  ne'er  impart ; 
It  breathes  no  sigh,  it  sheds  no  tear, 

But  it  consumes  my  heart." 

And  when  the  stirring  tones  of  that  full  and 
powerful  voice  gradually  subsided  into  a 
minor,  and  from  that  mournful  transition 
into  a  close  of  the  tenderest  beauty,  it  seemed 
to  realize  the  poet's  illustration  of  the  night- 
ingale singing  with  the  thorn  in  its  breast. 

It  has  been  said  that  the  voice  of  nature  is 
the  voice  of  truth,  and  this  was  verified  in 
Agnes's  singing,  which  went  directly  to  the 
heart  of  all  those  whose  tastes  were  not 
vitiated  by  a  sophisticated  and  often  ignorant 
adoption  of  such  rules  of  criticism  as  owe 
their  only  currency  to  the  stamp  of  fashion. 
Vavasour  was  spell-bound.  Every  feeling  of 
his  heart  was  more  than  ever  centred  in 
Agnes,  and  he  felt  that  some  exertion  must 
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be  made  to  free  himself  from  "  pangs  that 
rent  his  heart  in  twain." 

It  is  a  generally-admitted  axiom  that  "  ab- 
stinence is  less  difficult  than  moderation," 
and  so  thought  Vavasour,  for,  failing  in  his 
project  of  philosophically  decreasing  his  hap- 
piness gradually,  he  came  to  the  resolution 
of  abandoning  it  altogether,  and,  in  less  than 
a  month  from  the  interview  we  have  recorded 
in  the  former  part  of  this  chapter,  the  news- 
papers announced  the  appointment  of  Cap- 
tain Vavasour  (who  had  accepted  the  Chiltern 
Hundreds)  to  H.  M.  brig  Miranda. 

Vavasour  had  sought  this  command  in  the 
hope  that,  by  forcing  his  mind  into  active 
employment,  he  might  find  some  relief  from 
that  disappointment  of  all  his  earthly  hopes, 
which  he  found  was  making  alarming  in- 
roads on  his  peace  of  mind,  and  even  on  his 
health. 

Up  to  the  period  of  his  departure,  he  had 
scarcely  seen  Agnes  Callendar,  and,  when  they 
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did  meet,  it  was  only  in  a  crowded  room,  and 
he  fancied  her  manner  changed :  there  was 
an  averted  look,  a  slight  tremor  in  her  hand, 
though  it  was  extended  as  usual.  Each  time 
Lord  Montressor  was  by  her  side,  and  each 
time,  when  Vavasour's  eyes  met  Agnes's,  the 
blush  which  tinged  her  cheek  appeared  to  his 
jealous  fancy  to  avow  the  consciousness  of  de- 
serving his  censure. 

One  day,  when  Agnes  was  ruminating  over 
her  destiny,  and  thinking  of  one  so  intimately 
connected  with  it,  the  door  slowly  opened, 
and  Vavasour  himself  appeared.  His  cheeks 
were  flushed,  and,  hurrying  up  to  her,  he  sat 
down  at  her  side,  and  took  her  hand,  but  at 
first  appeared  totally  unable  to  speak.  In  a 
few  moments,  however,  making  a  violent  ef- 
fort to  command  himself, 

"  Miss  Callendar,"  said  he,  "  you  cannot 
have  imputed  the  manner  in  which  I  have  of 
late  estranged  myself  from  you  to  want  of 
kind  feeling  upon  my  part.     I  thought  this 
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separation  was  the  best  thing  for  ns  both." 
Agnes  replied  not,  and  he  continued :  "  I 
could  not,  however,  leave  England  for  the 
coast  of  Africa  without  taking  leave  of  you." 

"  Leave  England  for  the  coast  of  Africa !  " 
echoed  Miss  Callendar,  mournfully. 

"  Yes ;  in  foreign  countries,  I  hope  to  re- 
gain that  relief  to  my  wounded  feelings  which 
a  total  change  of  scene  and  a  course  of  regular 
occupation  seldom  fail  to  produce."  Agnes 
being  still  silent,  "  I  hope,"  continued  Vava- 
sour, "  to  be  at  Plymouth  to-morrow  even- 
ing. 

At  this  moment,  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  en- 
tered the  room,  and,  approaching  Vavasour, 
kindly  extended  her  hand. 

u  I  hope,"  she  said,  "  you  are  to  be  of  our 
party  to  Greenwich  to-day.  The  carriage  is 
ready,  Agnes;  and  the  steam-boat  leaves 
Whitehall  stairs  punctually  at  twelve." 

Vavasour  closely  bit  his  quivering  lips,  and, 
explaining  his  proposed  departure,  took  leave 
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of  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans.  He  then  approached 
Agnes,  and  drew  her  arm  within  his.  As  they 
descended  the  stairs  together,  he  ottered  not 
a  word.  The  hand  which  pressed  his  arm 
trembled  violently,  and  he  felt  one  convulsive 
grasp  as  he  placed  her  in  the  carriage.  At  this 
moment  Lord  Montressor's  cabriolet  drove  up. 
Vavasour  looked  round  ;  Agnes  was  gone. 

Vavasour  reached  Plymouth  late  on  the  fol- 

♦ 

lowing  day,  and,  driving  up  to  the  Royal 
Hotel,  he  found  two  of  his  boat's  crew  in  at- 
tendance at  the  door.  The  coxswain  made 
his  way  to  the  chaise  window,  and,  respect- 
fully touching  his  hat,  put  into  his  commander's 
hands  a  letter,  the  purport  of  which  required 
his  appearance  at  the  Admiral's  Office  immedi- 
ately on  his  arrival,  and,  as  the  order  was 
countersigned  "  Urgent,"  he  proceeded  on  in 
the  same  chaise,  without  alighting,  especially 
as  he  was  informed  the  boat  was  waiting  for 
him  at  Mount  Wise,  in  Stonehouse  Pool. 
He  had  taken  the  coxswain  in  with  him, 
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and  on  their  road  the  man  stated  that  orders 
had  been  sent  on  board  by  the  admiral  to  pre- 
pare for  sailing,  and  he  believed  their  destina- 
tion was  the  Coast  of  Africa.  In  consequence 
of  this,  the  first  lieutenant  had  got  the  brig 
unmoored,  and  she  was  now  lying  in  the 
Sound,  a  "  short  stay  peak"  on  the  small 
-  bower,  with  the  topsails  sheeted  home  and 
hoisted,  and  the  yards  braced  ready  for  casting. 

Vavasour  had  an  interview  with  the  admiral, 
(which  lasted,  however,  but  a  few  minutes) 
and,  having  received  his  instructions,  he  hur- 
ried to  the  boat,  the  sailors  having  previously 
stowed  away  the  luggage  he  had  brought  with 
him  in  the  chaise. 

Evening  was  on  the  advance,  the  breeze 
was  blowing  freshly  from  the  eastward,  and 
the  scud  was  flying  swiftly  before  it ;  the 
swelling  waves,  as  they  came  rolling  on  the 
shore,  broke  upon  the  rocks,  and  died  away  in 
foam.  The  gig  was  ready,  and  the  hurry  of 
the  moment  was  just  suited  to  Vavasour  in 
his  present  state  of  feeling.     He  stepped  into 
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the  boat,  the  men  seized  their  oars,  and,  toss- 
ing the  blades  perpendicularly  in  the  air, 
awaited  the  signal  from  the  coxswain,  who 
had  taken  his  station  abaft.  The  bowman 
shoved  off,  the  light  boat  was  quickly  away 
from  the  shore,  the  word  "  down  "  was  given, 
and  the  oar-blades  fell  with  a  loud  simulta- 
neous splash  upon  the  waters. 

Those  who  have  been  forced  by  adverse 
circumstances  to  quit  their  native  shore,  and 
to  leave  behind  them  all  that  their  soul  held 
dear,  will  remember  full  well  the  shock  which 
that  splash  on  finally  leaving  the  land  gives  to 
the  heart.  As  the  sound  vibrated  on  Vava- 
sour's ears,  it  produced  feelings  of  the  most 
painful  nature;  for  he  felt  himself  severed 
from  Agnes,  and  from  all  he  loved  on  earth. 

The  tide  was  ebbing  out,  but  there  was 
sufficient  water  to  cross  the  bridge,  though 
the  current  boiled  and  bubbled  up,  as  it  ra- 
pidly bore  the  gig  between  Drake's  Island  and 
the  main  into  the  Sound,  till  they  opened  the 
brig,  and  then  pulled  cheerily  towards  her. 
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In  the  mean  time,  a  sharp  look-oat  was 
kept  on  board  the  Miranda  for  the  coming  of 
the  captain.  The  quarter-master  had  had  his 
glass  constantly  at  his  eye,  and  the  moment 
he  saw  the  gig  with  the  commander  in  her,  he 
reported  it  to  the  first  lieutenant,  who,  in 
obedience  to  the  orders  of  the  admiral,  imme- 
diately got  the  brig  under  way,  the  anchor 
was  catted  and  fished,  and  she  lay-to  in  the 
Sound,  with  her  main  topsail  to  the  mast. 

As  soon  as  the  boat  got  alongside,  Vavasour 
ascended  the  gangway,  and  was  received  on 
the  quarter-deck  with  the  usual  honours,  and, 
after  a  few  minutes'  conversation  with  the  first 
lieutenant,  he  ordered  the  gig  to  be  hoisted 
in,  and  sail  made  upon  the  vessel.  The  order 
was  obeyed,  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  courses 
top-gallant  sails  and  jib  were  set,  and  the 
beautiful  craft,  like  a  racer  released  from  re- 
straint, and  put  upon  his  speed,  darted  on  her 
way  round  Penlee  Point,  at  the  rate  of  ten 
knots  an  hour. 
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Vavasour  had  descended  to  his  cabin, 
whilst  this  duty  was  going  on,  bnt  he  returned 
to  the  deck  when  abreast  of  the  Ram  Head, 
and,  leaning  over  the  taffrail,  alternately 
watched  the  dark  frowning  land  to  which  he 
was  bidding  adieu,  and  the  twinkling  gleams 
of  the  Eddystone  light,  as  it  shone  through 
the  gloom,  like  the  star  of  Hope  receding 
from  his  view.  At  length,  even  that  last  link 
was  severed  ;  the  light  disappeared ;  and  then, 
in  the  indulgence  of  moody  thought,  he  paced 
the  quarter-deck  till  midnight,  when  heavy 
rains  drove  him  into  his  cabin  for  shelter. 

The  night  was  squally,  and  a  mist  was  on 
the  ocean,  so  that  they  did  not  sight  the  Li- 
zard lights  ;  and  when  at  break  of  day  Vava- 
sour was  again  looking  from  the  stern  of  the 
brig  for  the  shores  of  his  father-land,  they  had 
now  entirely  disappeared,  and  he  saw  nothing 
but  one  unvaried  expanse  of  sea  and  sky.  The 
events  qf  the  last  few  hours  had  been  so  hur- 
ried, that  the  dead  pause  which  succeeded 
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helped  by  contrast  to  confuse  Vavasour's 
mind,  and  he  felt  bewildered,  as  one  awaking 
from  a  frightful  dream.  Bat  a  few  hoars  be- 
fore he  was  at  Agnes's  side ;  he  had  gazed  on 
her  face,  had  heard  her  voice,  had  pressed  her 
hand ;  and  now  she  was  away,  and  he  alone, 
and  oncared  for  —  an  exile  from  his  native 
land  —  without  a  ray  of  hope  to  beacon  him 
back  again. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 


"  Approach,  and  through  the  unlatticed  window  peep. 

Nay,  shrink  not  back — the  inmate  is  asleep ; 

Sunk  'mid  yon  sordid  blankets,  till  the  sun 

Stoop  to  the  west,  the  plunderer's  toils  are  done. 

Loaded  and  primed,  and  prompt  from  desperate  hand, 

Rifle  and  fowling-piece  beside  him  stand, 

While  round  the  hut  are  in  disorder  laid 

The  tools  and  booty  of  his  lawless  trade ; 

For  force  or  fraud,  resistance  or  escape, 

The  crow,  the  saw,  the  bludgeon,  and  the  crape. 

His  pilfer'd  powder  in  yon  nook  he  hoards, 

And  the  filched  lead  the  church's  roof  affords. 
•  •  •  •  • 

The  fish  spear  barb'd,  the  sweeping  net  are  there, 
Doe  hides,  and  pheasant  plumes,  and  skins  of  hare, 
Cordage  for  toils,  and  wiring  for  the  snare." 

Walter  Scott. 

It  is  time  we  should  give  some  account  of 
the  other  actors  in  our  drama,  the  interest  due 
to  the  principal  personages  having  for  some 
time  engrossed  our  attention  exclusively. 
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Distant  something  more  than  two  miles 
from  Ravensbrook,  at  the  lower  extremity  of 
a  steep  and  rugged  lane,  might  be  seen  an  ob- 
scure and  melancholy  hovel.  The  low  roof 
and  outer  wall  were  but  just  perceptible 
among  the  branches  of  the  hedgerows,  which, 
uncultured  and  untrimraed,  ran  between  it 
and  the  road.  On  reaching  the  door,  through 
mud  and  brier,  a  scene  presented  itself  of  the 
most  abject  misery.  The  room  (for  the  hovel 
consisted  but  of  one)  was  dark  and  dirty,  with 
nothing  on  the  walls  but  the  bare  beam  ;  the 
window  was  stopped  by  rags  and  mouldy 
paper;  a  table,  two  broken  chairs,  and  a 
stretcher,  were  all  the  furniture.  By  the  side 
of  a  miserable  fire,  sat  a  man  lost  in  thought ; 
fish  spears,  nets,  wires,  a  fowling-piece,  showed 
his  lawless  trade. 

It  was  near  twelve  o'clock  at  night,  when  a 
gentle  knock  at  the  door  was  heard. 

"Who's  there?"  exclaimed  the  inmate  of 
the  hovel,  starting  up,  and  seizing  his  gun. 
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u  Vachi,"  replied  the  new  comer,  giving  the 
parole  in  gipsy  language. 

"  Come  in,  Ned,"  said  the  former  speaker, 
unfastening  the  bolt.     "  It's  a  fair  night." 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  other,  "  for  love-sick 
maidens,  and  other  moon-gazers,  but  bad  for 
our  work.  Oliver*  shines,  and  the  beaks  f  are 
out  on  the  nose."  % 

The  last  speaker,  Ned  Buckland,  or,  as  he 
was  commonly  called,  "  Black  Ned,"  was 
some  years  younger  than  the  occupier  of  the 
hovel,  of  rough  manners,  and,  as  was  generally 
reported,  of  a  nature  still  more  rough ;  his 
eyes  were  jet  black,  his  lips  thin  and  com- 
pressed, his  complexion  dark  and  swarthy. 

But  to  resume  our  narrative  : — It  was  a  lit- 
tle after  twelve  o'clock,  of  a  lovely  moonlight 
night  in  autumn,  when  Mark  Hindley,  for 
such  was  the  inmate  of  the  hovel,  accompa- 
nied by  Ned  Buckland,  set  out  on  their  law- 

*  Oliver,  the  moon.  f  Beaks,  magistrates. 

\  On  the  nose,  on  the  look-out. 
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less  expedition.  They  were  both  well  armed ; 
the  former  took  with  him,  in  addition  to 
a  double-barrelled  gun,  a  stout  oaken  cndgel ; 
while  the  latter,  in  addition  to  an  air-gun, 
thrust  a  small  loaded  pistol  into  a  secret 
pocket,  designedly  made  for  its  reception  in 
the  breast  of  his  outer  coat.  The  night  was 
beautifully  still  and  serene :  the  air,  without 
being  cold,  had  that  vivid  freshness  which 
invigorates  the  human  frame,  and  gives  such 
a  cheering  impulse  to  the  animal  spirits,  when 
the  sultry  beams  of  an  autumnal  sun  are  with- 
drawn from  the  horizon. 

On  reaching  a  preserve  on  the  verge  of 
Charlton  forest,  the  poachers  were  joined  by 
three  sturdy  men  in  the  garb  of  gipsies ;  their 
operations  then  began,  and  were  for  some  time 
carried  on  most  successfully.  At  length  a 
man,  who  had  been  employed  as  a  scout,  gave 
the  signal  of  alarm  that  the  keepers  were 
abroad. 

"  Quick,   quick — hide  the   game  and  the 
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nets,"  cried  Hindley,  in  a  voice  that  showed 
he  was  accustomed  to  command ;  "  now  fall 
back  to  the  ravine  near  Cairney's  oak." 

The  party  obeyed  in  silence,  and  with  the 
greatest  regularity  and  caution  gained  the 
ravine;  there,  forming  an  ambuscade,  they 
awaited  their  fate. 

"  See,"  said  one  of  the  gipsies,  "  the  keeper 
crosses  the  alley.  I'll  mark  him  for  his  kind- 
ness to  me  last  winter." 

"  Hold ! "  cried  Mark,  throwing  up  the 
man's  gun  from  the  fatal  aim  he  was  taking ; 
"  remember  your  oath,  never  to  fire  except 
in  self-defence." 

This  colloquy  was  put  an  end  to  by  the 
approach  of  the  keepers,  who,  with  two  blood- 
hounds in  a  leash,  emerged  from  the  covert 
of  a  dark  dingle,  and  advanced  cautiously, 
following  a  smaller  dog  which  ranged  in  front. 
They  halted,  unloosed  one  of  the  bloodhounds, 
and  cocked  their  guns. 

"  Lufra  will  wind  them,  as  sure  as  eggs  is 
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eggs,  if  they  be  in  the  wood,"  said  the  leader, 
in  an  under-tone. 

"  Hark  to  him !"  whispered  another;  " he's 
on  it." 

"  Ay,  that's  it,"  rejoined  the  head-keeper. 
"  Now,  lads,  no  firing,  unless  they  fires  first ; 
butt-ends,  cudgels,  and  nothing  else." 

Suddenly  the  hound,  striking  a  loud  bay, 
bounded  into  the  small  ravine. 

"  There  they  be ! "  exclaimed  the  head- 
keeper,  "  Lufra  has  'em." 

At  this  moment  the  gipsy,  who  had  at 
the  onset  taken  aim  at  the  keeper,  raised  his 
piece,  fired,  and  lodged  the  contents  in  the 
bloodhound's  body.  A  yell  of  agony  escaped 
the  dying  animal,  and  then  the  clicking  of  a 
lock  was  heard. 

"  Fire !"  cried  the  head-keeper :  the  order 
was  obeyed — nothing  stirred.  "  Forward,  my 
lads,  I  know  they  are  here,"  continued  the 
speaker,  "  there's  one  behind  the  holly  clump ; 
I'll  bring  him  down." 
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The  keeper  was  as  good  as  his  word ;  he 
fired,  and  Ned  Buckland  fell  wounded. 

"  Hurrah,  my  lads !  forward,"  shouted  the 
whole  party.  The  poachers  allowed  the  ene- 
my to  advance :  at  a  signal  given  by  Hindley, 
their  pieces  were  all  fired  at  once,  and  the 
head  -  keeper  received  a  fatal  shot !  The 
poachers,  taking  advantage  of  the  consterna- 
tion, lost  no  time  in  escaping,  and  conveying 
their  wounded  companion  to  a  secret  haunt 
in  the  extremity  of  the  forest.    ; 

An  enormity  like  this  could  not  fail  to  lead 
to  a  decisive  catastrophe.  The  magistrates 
assembled  to  deliberate  upon  the  most  effec- 
tual means  of  breaking  up  this  atrocious  gang ; 
a  reward  of  two  hundred  pounds  was  offered 
to  any  one  who  would  bring  the  offenders  to  . 
justice;  and  all  the  hardy  yeomen  of  the 
neighbourhood  joined  an  expedition,  headed 
by  the  keepers,  to  scour  the  forest  where  it 
was  strongly  suspected  some  of  the  gang  still 
lurked. 
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The  plan   arranged  was,  to  surround  the 
wood,  contracting  the  circle  by  degrees,  by 
which  the  escape  of  the  poachers  would  be 
rendered  impossible.     Buckland,  as  we  have 
already  said,  had  been  severely  wounded  in 
the  affray  with    the   keepers,   and   nothing- 
could  induce  Mark  Hindley  to  leave  him.     A 
small  hoop  tent,  which  the  latter  had  procured 
from  a  neighbouring  camp  of  gipsies,  formed 
their  rude  habitation;   a  small  fire  on  the 
ground,  with  a  kettle  hanging  over  it,  hitched 
on  cross  sticks,  added  in  some  little  degree 
to  their  comfort.     On  a  straw  pallet,  with 
his  arm  and  forehead  bandaged  up,  lay  ex- 
tended the  wounded  man ;  by  his  side  sat  Bar- 
bara Cooper — his  wife  in  all  but  name — one 
who  in  thought,  word,  and  deed,  had  "  loved, 
honoured,  and  obeyed."     No  sooner  had  she 
heard  of  Edward  Buckland's  danger,  than  she 
left  her  wild  home  to  administer  to  his  com- 
forts, to  soothe  and  cheer  him  in  the  hour  of  ill. 

The  second  evening  had  closed  in ;  Hindley 
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was  busily  employed  arranging  some  wires, 
and  Barbara,  taking  advantage  of  a  slight 
slumber  Buckland  had  fallen  into,  was  repair- 
ing a  net,  when  she  suddenly  exclaimed, 

u  Hark !  I  heard  a  noise." 

The  terrified  girl  put  her  ear  to  the  ground, 
and  listened  breathlessly. 

"  Yes — it  is  the  keeper's  whistle.  Ned — 
Ned,  awake !" 

The  wounded  man  started  up,  and  tried  to 
seize  a  pistol  which  hung  by  his  side.  The 
exertion  was  too  much,  and  he  fell  back  lan- 
guidly on  his  rude  couch.  Barbara  poured 
the  contents  of  a  small  phial  into  his  parched 
throat,  and  he  shortly  gave  signs  of  recovery. 

•c  Dowse  the  glims,"*  exclaimed  Hindley,  in 
an  under  voice. 

In  an  instant  the  fire  was  extinguished,  an 
old  wet  sack  was  thrown  over  the  embers, 
and  silence  commanded. 

"  Prepare  for  defence,"  cried  Mark,  starting 

•  Dowse  the  glims — put  out  the  lights. 
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up,  as  the  rustling  noise  in  the  thicket  proved 
that  the  gipsy  girl's  fears  were  but  too  true, 
and  that  the  keepers  were  upon  their  track ; 
a  glare  of  torches  now  showed  the  extent  of 
the  force. 

"  Arm  yourself,  Barbara — the  air-gun — the 
pistol — wait  for  the  word — why !  what's  the 
matter  with  the  girl  ? — they  approach." 

Poor  Barbara  heeded  him  not ;  her  all-ab- 
sorbing thought  was  Edward.  Kneeling  by 
his  side,  she  gently  murmured,  in  her  own 
gipsy  tongue :  "  Ache  mai  deviel  (may  God 
bless  thee !).     Edward,  we'll  die  together." 

"  Rouse  yourself,  girl !  their  numbers  are 
less  than  I  first  thought  they  were,"  cried 
Hindley,  now  raised  to  a  pitch  of  frenzy. 

" Surrender,  or  we  fire!"  exclaimed  the 
leader  of  the  keeper's  party. 

"  Never !"  replied  the  poacher,  now  driven 
to  desperation. 

Make  ready,"  continued  the  first  speaker ; 

present," — and  the  word  fire  would  have 


it 
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escaped  his  lips,  had  it  not  been  for  Barbara 
Cooper,  who,  with  that  courage  which  the 
female  sex  possess  to  a  most  extraordinary 
degree  in  the  honr  of  imminent  danger,  now 
stood,  a  second  Helen  M'Gregor,  armed  and 
prepared  to  sell  her  own  and  Edward's  life 
dearly. 

"  Recover  arms,"  cried  the  keeper.  "  Re- 
sistance is  useless;  our  numbers  must  over- 
power you." 

At  this  moment  a  rustling  in  the  leaves  an- 
nounced the  approach  of  the  remaining  party 
in  the  rear  of  the  poachers'  haunt. 

"  Why  add  the  murder  of  an  innocent  wo- 
man/' resumed  the  speaker,  "  to  your  other 
crimes  ?" 

Hindley  paused  :  his  thoughts  in  quick  suc- 
cession reverted  to  the  days  when  he  himself 
had  felt  woman's  power ;  he  gazed  upon  the 
young  gipsy,  a  tear  stood  on  her  beautiful 
eyelids,  a  suppressed  cry  of  terror  escaped 
her,  as  a  groan  from  the  wounded  man  reached 
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her  ears.  Mark's  better  nature  now  triumphed, 
and,  throwing  his  arms  down,  he  surrendered 
himself  to  the  keepers. 

Every  attention  was  paid  to  the  suffering' 
Buckland,  who  was  conveyed  upon  a  litter  to 
the  hospital  of  the  county  goal ;  where  also 
Mark  Hindley,  guarded  by  an  armed  party, 
was  escorted.  The  gipsy  girl,  Barbara  Cooper, 
was  allowed  to  go  free. 

The  coroner's  inquest  being  justly  consi- 
dered as  one  of  the  most  important  and  valu- 
able institutions  of  our  country,  its  functions 
in  the  provinces  are  commonly  delegated  to 
the  most  obtuse  and  ignorant  members  of  the 
community !  The  rich  and  the  intelligent 
have  always  influence  enough  to  evade  its 
duties ;  so  that  the  "  crowner's-quest  law " 
generally  devolves  upon  some  dozen  d under- 
headed  boobies,  who  serve  habitually  as  jury- 
men for  the  parish  in  which  they  may  happen 
to  reside.  They  follow  implicitly  their  leader, 
the  foreman;  who  as  implicitly  follows  his 
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leader,  the  coroner ;  the  latter  personage 
being  usually  a  perfect  Dogberry,  furnished 
with  a  few  technical  terms  and  legal  distinc- 
tions, which  enable  him  to  decide  between 
Accidental  Death,  Found  Drowned,  Wilful 
Murder,  Justifiable  Homicide,  and  Felo-de-se. 

Whether  Mr.  Quillet,  the  official  function- 
ary of  Ravensbrook,  belonged  to  this  class, 
will  be  seen  by  the  proceedings.  The  prepa- 
rations for  the  inquest  had  been  made  in  "  the 
parlour"  of  the  Robin  Hood,  a  small  wayside 
public-house,  near  the  skirts  of  the  wood  where 
the  unfortunate  gamekeeper  was  murdered. 
The  room  was  small,  and  incapable  of  accom- 
modating the  numerous  persons  who  had  been 
attracted  by  curiosity  and  idleness. 

A  vacant  arm-chair  awaited  the  occupation 
of  the  coroner.  At  the  head  of  the  long  ta- 
ble, on  its  right,  sat  Mr.  Tubbs,  ex,  or  rather 
double  XX  brewer,  the  foreman,  and  on  either 
side  the  rest  of  the  jurors,  with  serious  counte- 
nances, all  decidedly  conscious   of  the  tem- 
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porary  importance  with  which  their  office 
invested  them,  and  as  resolutely  silent  as  if 
they  had  all  been  engaged  as  a  party  of 
mutes. 

As  far  aloof  as  the  size  of  the  room  permit- 
ted, Sir  Walter  Callendar,  the  Reverend  Mr. 
Walford,  and  another  county  magistrate  took 
their  stations.  Old  Luke,  the  gamekeeper, 
with  his  assistants,  formed  a  group  apart,  one 
of  the  latter  holding  the  fatal  double-barrelled 
gun,  and  a  few  of  the  tenantry  completed  the 
presence. 

There  was  no  conversation,  unless  a  brief 
occasional  whisper  might  be  called  so.  This 
silence  was,  however,  speedily  broken  by  the 
sound  of  a  footstep,  and  the  clamour  of  seve- 
ral tongues,  above  which  the  stentorian  voice 
of  the  landlord  of  the  Robin  Hood  was  dis- 
tinctly recognisedL 

"  This  way,  Mr.  Quillet ;  the  jury  are  assem- 
bled ;  would  you  like  to  take  a  glass  of  any 
thing  after  your  ride  ?" 
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No,  no,  Mr.  Harris ;  business  first,  plea* 
sure  afterwards  :   show  me  to  the  inquest- 


room." 


The  landlord  bustled  along  the  passage,  and, 
opening  the  "  parlour"  door,  announced  Mr. 
Quillet,  an  over-smartly  dressed,  bustling  little 
man,  with  a  florid  countenance,  edged  with 
much  black  whisker.  He  wore  his  hat  —  a 
silk  hat— on  one  side  of  his  head,  a  coloured 
handkerchief  round  his  neck,  and  a  pair  of 
glazed  top-boots  on  his  nether  ends ;  a  chain, 
questionable  as  to  metal,  guarded  an  equivo- 
cal watch  over  a  velvet  waistcoat.  Such  was 
Mr.  Quillet,  attorney-at-law,  and  coroner  for 
the  county. 

"  Good  morning,  Sir  Walter — proud  of  the 
honour  of  meeting  you.  Good  day,  Mr.  Wal- 
ford.  Mr.  Tubbs,  your  servant.  Trust  I  have 
not  kept  the  gentlemen  of  the  jury  waiting. 
Sharp  work  for  one  day ;  a  found  drowned, 
accidental  death,  and  a  died  from  want  at  the 

VOL.  II.  M 
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Union.    Mr.  Foreman,  count  the  jury.     Wit- 
nesses in  attendance,  Mr.  Smith  ?" 

This  latter  speech  was  addressed  to  his 
clerk,  a  tall,  spare,  sallow-looking  man,  with 
long,  straight,  black  hair,  his  coat  brownish- 
black,  his  linen  begrimed  with  three  days' 
dirt,  his  hands  red  and  gloveless.  Mr.  Smith 
nodded  assent. 

"  Now,  gentlemen,  if  you  please,  we'll  view 
— where's  the  body  ?  Mr.  Harris,  show  the 
way." 

And,  jumping  from  his  chair,  the  coroner, 
accompanied  by  his  twelve  satellites,  followed 
the  landlord  to  a  small  outhouse,  where  the 
body  lay,  and,  after  a  momentary  glance,  re- 
turned to  the  inquest-room. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,  you've  seen  the  deceased 
—  very  simple — lies  in  a  nutshell  —  where 
is  the  principal  witness  ?  Mr.  Smith,  swear 
Luke  Palmer." 

The  gamekeeper  being  duly  sworn,  pro- 
ceeded to  relate  the  occurrences  of  the  night 
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upon  which  Joseph  Moorsom  was  murdered, 
and  which  our  readers  are  already  acquainted 
with. 

"That  will  do,  sir,"  said  the  coroner  — 
"  very  clear.  Well,  gentlemen,  you  have 
heard  all— capital  evidence  —  needn't  read 
it  over — obliged  to  be  at  Alderley  at  three. 
Mr.  Smith,  be  kind  enough  to  order  my  chay. 
Gentlemen,  you  have  heard  the  case;  you 
must  dismiss  all  prejudice ;  there  can't  be  two 
opinions  as  to  who  the  murderer  is.  Poaching 
horrible  crime  —  leads  to  the  gallows.  If 
you've  a  doubt,  you'll  give  the  suspected  party 
the  benefit  of  it.  Mr.  Smith,  take  down  the 
verdict." 

A  pause  ensued  for  some  minutes.  The 
twelve  jurors  turned  round,  and  buzzed  toge- 
ther like  so  many  huge  bluebottles  for  a  few 
minutes,  during  which  brief  period,  Mr.  Quillet 
got  very  testy  and  impatient,  for,  to  let  the 
reader  into  a  secret,  he  had  not  dined. 
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"  Gentlemen/'  said  Mr.  Quillet,  "  I  should 
be  sorry  to  hurry  your  decision,  or  to  inter- 
fere with  you  in  the  conscientious  discharge  of 
your  duty ;  but  time  is  precious — the  servants 
of  the  public " 

Here  the  tirade  was  interrupted  by  Mr. 
Tubbs  rising,  and,  looking  as  burly  as  a  Sunday 
beadle,  propounded  as  follows :  "  Mr.  Coroner, 
we  are  all  in  favour  of  wilful  murder  against 
Mark  Hindley  and  others." 

"  And,  gentlemen,  allow  me  to  say— is  the 
chay  ready  ?  (aside)— a,  very  right  decision — 
sound  judgment  —  Mr.  Smith,  enter  the  ver- 
dict. Sir  Walter,  I  have  the  honour  to  wish 
you  a  good  day — hope  to  meet  you  at  the 
Infirmary  dinner.  Nothing  in  this  country" 
(he  continued,  with  a  facetious  look)  "  to  be 
done  without  eating— ay,  and  drinking,  too— 
it's  the  rosin  to  the  bow — there  is  no  fiddling 
without  it.  Mr.  Walford,  your  most  obedient. 
Gentlemen,  you've  done  your  duty.  Land- 
lord, order  the  chay  to  the  door." 
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And  away  bustled  the  man  of  law,  repeat- 
ing as  he  went  his  former  words, "  Sharp  work 
for  one  day  ;  a  found  drowned,  accidental 
death,  a  died  from  want  at  the  Union,  and  a 
wilful  murder !" 

xGreat  had  been  Sir  Walter  Callendar's  sur- 
prise  when  the  information  reached  him  that 
Mark  Hindley,  whom  he  had  thought  dead, 
had  been  so  long  concealed  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. No  sooner,  therefore,  had  the  inquest 
terminated,  than  he  despatched  his  lawyer 
to  the  county  goal,  with  instructions  to  gain 
from  Mark  Hindley  any  intelligence  con- 
nected with  the  papers  with  which  he  had 
been  entrusted  on  his  departure  from  Que- 
bec. But  this  was  frustrated  by  the  attor- 
ney, in  whose  hands  the  prisoner  had  placed 
his  case,  and  who  insisted  upon  no  one  except 
himself  seeing  his  client  until  the  trial  was 
over,  as  his  mind  must  not  be  diverted  from 
his  defence. 

Sir  Walter  felt  the  truth  of  this  observation, 
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and  patiently  awaited  the  time  when  he  hoped 
to  obtain  that  information  which  would  re- 
move every  doubt  that  had  hung  over  his 
niece's  birth. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 


"  The  charge  is  prepared,  the  lawyers  are  met. 
The  judges  all  ranged — a  terrible  show !" 

Beggars9  Opera. 

Nothing  is  more  painful  to  the  contempla- 
tion of  those  who  have  any  regard  to  the  well- 
being  of  society,  than  the  alarming  extent  to 
which  the  practice  of  poaching  has  now  ar- 
rived. Those  who  regard  it  as  a  mere  tres- 
pass upon  the  property,  or  even  an  invasion 
of  the  rights  of  another,  take  but  a  contracted 
view  of  the  subject,  and  have  but  a  feeble  no- 
tion of  its  ultimate  consequences.  We  hesi- 
tate not  to  say,  it  is  the  very  parent  and 
nurse  of  crime.      It  inculcates  an  habitual 
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disregard  of  the  law,  and  an  indifference  about 
its  violation ;  a  love  of  a  roving  and  vagabond 
life,  and  a  disinclination  to  any  thing  like 
work ;  for  it  must  be  obvious  to  every  one, 
that  he  who  passes  his  nights  in  poaching, 
cannot  spend  his  days  in  labour; — sabbath- 
breaking  follows,  and  moralists  have  always 
regarded  that  as  containing  within  it  the  very 
germ  of  future  wickedness.  Detection  in  the 
crime  is  perhaps  the  next  step;  and  does 
murder  now  scare  the  poacher  f  Every  news- 
paper affords  a  melancholy  answer  to  this 
question. 

The  assizes  commenced  on  the  following 
week,  and  the  first  day  was  to  witness  the 
trial  of  the  terror  of  Alderley.  From  a  very 
early  hour  the  greatest  excitement  was  appa- 
rent in  the  vicinity  of  Ravensbrook.  A  few 
minutes  before  nine  o'clock,  the  shrill  blasts 
of  the  trumpets  announced  that  the  judges 
were  on  their  way  to  the  court-house,  the 
approach  to  which  was  crowded  with  car- 
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riages  and  pedestrians.  As  the  clock  struck 
nine,  the  judge  took  his  seat,  and  the  swear- 
ing-in of  the  jury  commenced.  The  court 
was  crowded  to  suffocation,  the  ordinary  en- 
trances were  blocked  up,  and  rows  of  seats 
were  placed  in  the  passages,  and  upon  the 
bench  some  of  the  judges'  seats  were  re- 
moved, and  chairs  were  placed  in  their  stead ; 
all  the  chief  places  being  filled  with  persons 
of  distinction  in  the  county. 

The  clerk  of  the  arraigns  called  Mark  Hind- 
ley  to  the  bar.  The  prisoner  advanced  with  a 
firm  step.  The  indictment  was  then  read,  set- 
ting forth  that  the  prisoner,  Mark  Hindley, 
did  make  an  assault  with  a  loaded  gun  upon 
Joseph  Moorsom,  and  thereby  inflicted  a  mor- 
tal wound,  of  which  he  died :  to  which  the 
prisoner  pleaded  not  guilty. 

The  panel  of  jurors  was  then  sworn,  and 
the  prisoner  was  told  he  was  at  liberty  to 
challenge  any  of  them,  which  he  declined. 
More  than  one  eminent  counsel  appeared  for 
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the  prosecution,  and  a  learned  sergeant  de- 
fended the  prisoner;  bat  one  remark  from 
Hindley  seemed  to  have  more  effect  upon  the 
court  than  the  five-guinea  eloquence  of  his 
counsel.  When  asked  what  first  brought  him 
to  poaching,  he  replied — "  Work  scarce,  game 
plentiful." 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  trial,  the  usual 
question  was  asked — "  How  do  you  say,  gen* 
tlemen;  have  you  agreed  on  your  verdict? 
Do  you  find  the  prisoner  guilty  or  not  guilty 
of  the  felony  of  murder,  of  which  he  stands 
charged  ?" 

The  foreman  of  the  jury,  in  a  low  voice, 
replied,  we  find  him  guilty.  The  clerk  of  the 
court  then  said  — "  You  have  been  found 
guilty  of  the  wilful  murder  of  Joseph  Moor* 
som;  what  have  you  to  say  why  the  court 
should  not  give  you  sentence  to  die,  accord- 
ing to  law?" 

The  prisoner  made  no  reply;  the  usual 
proclamation  for  silence  was  then  made,  and 
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the  judge,  having  put  on  the  black  cap, 
passed  sentence  of  death  on  the  prisoner,  in 
the  usual  form. 

Hindley  heard  his  fate  pronounced  without 
evincing  the  slightest  emotion.  As  he  left 
the  court,  he  fancied  he  heard  the  word 
"  midnight"  uttered  in  the  gipsy-tongue  by  a 
female  voice.  He  looked  at  the  spot  from 
whence  it  came,  and  saw  a  female,  muffled 
up  in  a  cloak,  trying  to  approach  him ;  but 
her  endeavours  were  rendered  futile  by  the 
crowd  that  surrounded  the  dock,  to  take  a 
last  look  at  the  condemned  man. 

The  prison-clock  had  struck  twelve :  the 
quarter,  the  half-hour  had  sounded— every 
moment  seemed  an  age  to  Mark,  as,  lying 
with  watchful  thoughts  upon  his  bed,  he 
listened  in  breathless  anxiety,  expecting  the 
promised  succour.  Another  quarter  passed, 
and  he  was  beginning  to  despair,  when  a  small 
stone,  striking  the  iron  grating  of  the  window, 
fell  into  his  cell.    Starting  up,  he  heard  his 
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name  pronounced  in  a  low  voice ;  he  listened 
— again  he  was  called* 

"  Hist !  ho !  are  you  awake,  Mark?" 

"  I  am,"  replied  Hindley.  "  Who  calls 
me?" 

"  Ned." 

"  Where  are  you  ?" 

"  Here,  on  the  spikes,  underneath  your 
window.     Come  nearer-— we  shall  be  heard.'* 

Mark  sprang  up,  and,  groping  his  way  to 
the  window,  endeavoured  to  get  a  glimpse  of 
Buckland. 

"  I  am  here,  Ned,  heavily  fettered.  What's 
to  be  done  ?" 

"  Take  this  iron  bar ;  it  will  act  as  a  wedge ; 
the  fastenings  to  the  grating,  in  the  further 
corner  of  the  cell,  are  old ;  remove  them,  and 
descend :  when  once  in  the  passage,  make  for 
the  window." 

Hindley  now  applied  the  wedge  to  the  iron 
bars  of  the  grating,  which,  after  some  diffi- 
culty, gave  way.    But  even  then  the  aperture 
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was  not  sufficiently  large  to  admit  his  body. 
He  then  proceeded  to  remove  the  stone-work, 
which,  in  time,  he  accomplished,  descending 
into  a  passage  underneath  his  former  cell.  A 
grated  window  alone  was  now  between  him 
and  the  prison-yard.  Applying  the  crow-bar 
to  the  stone-work  and  iron  fastenings  of  the 
weakest  part,  he  had  got  nearly  half  through 
his  work,  when  a  sudden  crash  caused  a  cry 
of  alarm  from  Buckland. 

"  The  wall  is  going !" 

It  was  even  so — the  strain  upon  the  old 
stone-work  had  been  too  much,  and  a  large 
portion  of  it  was  precipitated  into  the  yard. 
With  the  agility  of  a  cat,  Buckland  had 
sprung  aside. 

"  Now,  Mark,  let  yourself  down ;  the  rub- 
bish will  break  your  fall— quick,  quick !" 

Hindley  lost  no  time  in  obeying  this,  and, 
in  a  second,  the  partners  in  crime  found  them- 
selves together,  with  still  a  high  wall  between 
them  and  liberty. 
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"  Now,  Mark,  off  with  the  cramp-rings,"* 
said  Buckland,  giving  his  companion  a  small 
file  —  u  It's  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody 
good,"  continued  the  gipsy,  coolly,  taking  up 
from  the  rubbish  a  large  stone,  with  a  small 
iron  bolt  in  it,  and  fastening  it  to  the  end  of 
a  long,  platted  rope,  which  he  had  formed  of 
his  bedticjdng  and  blankets. 

"  Now,  Mark,  hold  this  end  fast,  while  I 
throw  the  other  over  those  spikes." 

Coiling  the  rope  up,  and  swinging  the 
loaded  end  two  or  three  times  round  his  body, 
he  with  great  force  hurled  it  into  the  air. 
The  first  attempt  was  futile :  it  caught  in 
the  loose  brick  parapet  at  the  top  of  the  wall, 
bringing  some  of  the  bricks  down  with  it. 

It  was  a  night  well  suited  to  the  purpose 
of  the  poachers.  The  wind,  which  had 
hitherto  blown  in  heavy  squalls,  now  in- 
creased to  a  hurricane,  and  the  rain  came 
down  in  torrents ;  so  that  it  was  almost  im- 

•  Cramp-rings— fetters. 
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possible  for  any  one  within  the  prison  to  hear 
other  noises  without,  save  those  of  the  fierce, 
jarring  elements.  The  gipsies'  second  at- 
tempt was  successful,  and  the  stone  caught 
firm  hold  in  the  iron  spikes  which  ran  round 
the  wall,  about  a  foot  from  the  top. 

"  Now,  Mark,"  said  Ned,  "  lose  no  time — 
quick,  quick !" 

"  Fair  play 's  a  jewel,"  replied  the  other. 
"  We'll  draw  lots ;  the  longest  goes  first." 

Taking  up  two  pieces  of  straw,  he  held 
them  in  his  hand.  Buckland  drew  the  longest 
piece.  First  shaking  his  comrade's  hand,  he 
seized  hold  of  the  platted  rope,  and,  putting 
his  feet  to  the  corner  stone  rustics,  with 
apparently  little  difficulty  reached  the  pa- 
rapet. 

A  low  whistle,  during  the  lull  of  the  storm, 
now  gave  the  signal  to  his  companion  to 
ascend.  Hindley  tried  the  rope :  he  fancied 
it  gave  a  little  to  his  pull;  on  his  second 
essay  it  crackled  with  his  weight,  and  broke 
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off  about  the  middle,  having  been  chafed  bj 
an  abutting  iron  grating. 

"  Ned,"  said  Hindley,  despondingly,  "  my 
chance  is  over:  lose  not  yours — bless  you, 
Ned." 

"  What !  leave  you  in  distress  ?"  replied 
Buckland ;  "  you  that  saved  my  life  in  the 
forest  ?  Never !  Cheer  up,  all  will  yet  be 
well." 

The  gipsy,  nothing  daunted,  now  began  to 
consider  how  the  damage  might  be  repaired. 
We  have  already  said  that  a  row  of  spikes  ran 
along  the  wall,  some  eighteen  or  twenty  feet 
in  length ;  to  file  them  off  at  each  end  with 
a  strong  file  that  he  carried  concealed  about 
his  person,  to  place  them  in  a  perpendicular 
line  down  the  wall,  and  to  fasten  them  to  an 
iron  spike  on  the  top,  with  a  strong  leather 
belt  which  he  wore  around  his  waist,  was  the 
work  of  a  few  minutes.  Descending  by  the 
rails  of  the  spikes,  which  formed  a  ladder,  he 
reached  the  iron  grating  before  mentioned. 
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Then,  adopting  a  plan  which,  in  the  good  old 
days  of  shilling  galleries,  might  nightly  be 
witnessed  at  the  theatres  when  a  hat  fell  from 
the  region  of  the  gods,  of  fastening  his  neck- 
handkerchief,  braces,  and  strips  of  his  jacket, 
which  he  tore  off,  to  the  unbroken  half  of  the 
rope  hr  his  possession,  he  let  it  down,  and  in  a 
moment  drew  up  the  broken  portion,  which 
Mark  had  attached  to  it.  Then  splicing  the 
two  strongly  together,  he  fastened  it  to  the 
bar  of  the  grating,  and,  mounting  the  ladder, 
anxiously  awaited  his  comrade. 

Hindley's  second  attempt  was  prosperous : 
he  reached  the  parapet  in  safety.  The  friends 
warmly  greeted  each  other,  proceeding  over 
the  roofs  of  the  houses  that  adjoined  the 
prison,  and  making  an  entrance  into  one, 
through  the  attic  windows,  they  found  them- 
selves, before  daybreak,  at  the  gipsy  camp. 

END  OF  VOL.  II. 
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"  Charlotte.  Betides,  sir,  I  have  other  proofs  of  your  hero's  vanity. 

*'  Serjeant  Groat.  Cite  them. 

"  Charlotte.  The  paltry  ambition  of  levying  and  following  titles. 

"  Serjeant.  Titles  1  I  don't  understand  you. 

"  Charlotte.  I  mean  the  poverty  of  fastening  in  public  upon  men  of  distinc- 
tion, for  no  other  reason  but  because  of  their  Tank ;  adhering  to  Sir  John,  till 
the  baronet  is  superseded  by  my  lord;  quitting  the  puny  peer  for  an  earl; 

and  sacrificing  all  three  for  a  duke." 

Foots. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 


"  Behold 
How  London  did  pour  out  her  citizens. 
The  mayor  and  all  his  brethren  in  best  sort !" 

Shakspeare. 

"  Men  may  talk  of  country  Christmasses, 

Their  thirty  pound  buttered  eggs,  their  pies  of  carps'  tongues. 

Their  pheasants  drenched  with  ambergris,  the  carcases 

Of  three  fat  wethers  bruised  for  gravy,  to 

Make  sauce  for  a  single  peacock ;  yet  their  feasts 

Were  fasts  compared  with  the  city's." 

Massinger. 

The  coarse  of  our  errant  narrative  now 
calls  us  to  a  scene  whither  the  more  refined 
and  "  fashionable"  portion  of  our  readers  may 
perchance  object  to  accompany  us.    But  our 
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duty  as  recorders  will  not  allow  us  to  give 
way  to  a  delicacy  in  which,  to  say  the  truth, 
we  do  not  participate.  A  good  dinner  is  a 
good  thing,  whether  it  occur  in  Eastcheap 
or  in  Eaton  Square ;  and  that  particular  good 
dinner  which  annually  occupies  half  a  dozen 
columns  of  the  most  fashionable  of  our  jour- 
nals, may  surely  claim  a  few  pages  in  a  "  ro- 
mance of  real  life,"  which  is,  at  this  present 
writing,  fashionable  only  in  prospect.  More- 
over, the  "  Civic  Annual"  in  question  (edited 
by  the  lord  mayor  and  lady  mayoress)  is  one 
which,  if  we  do  not  greatly  mistake  the  mat- 
ter, will  outlive  all  the  other  annuals  extant, 
and  may  therefore  well  claim  a  few  tributary 
lines  at  our  hands,  as  part  and  parcel  of  the 
social  features  of  those  "  times  "  which  it  is 
our  business  to  illustrate. 

As,  however,  the  fact  we  have  just  cited— 
namely,  the  voluminous  newspaper  records 
which  annually  await  the  great  city  festival 
of  Lord  Mayor's  Day,  precludes  our  entering 
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into  those  minutise  touching  the  precise  num- 
ber of  tureens  of  real  mock  turtle  and  other 
"  savoury  messes/9  which  are  any  thing  but 
palatable  on  paper,  we  shall  adopt  the  expe- 
dient of  going  a  few  hundred  years  back,  and 
letting  the  curious  reader  know  how  their  an- 
cestors in  the  twentieth  generation  managed 
these  matters,  the  rather  that  the  account  in 
question,  though  "  written  in  very  choice " 
English,  is  still  inedited,  and  more  than  likely 
to  remain  so,  unless  by  favour  of  the  present 
appropriate  occasion.  The  account,  be  it 
understood,  is  written  by  one  William  Smythe, 
citizen  and  haberdasher  of  London,  and  is 
dated  in  the  year  of  our  Lord,  1575.  "  And 
first  of  all  cometh  two  great  standards, 
one  having  the  arms  of  the  city,  and  the  other 
the  arms  of  the  mayor's  company :  next  them 
two  drums  and  a  fife,  then  an  ensign  of  the 
city,  and  then  about  hex  or  lxxx  poore  men, 
inarching  two  and  two,  in  blue  gowns,  with 
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"  Charlotte.  Besides,  sir,  I  have  other  proofs  of  your  hero's  vanity. 

*'  Serjeant  Circuit  Cite  them. 

"  Charlotte.  The  paltry  ambition  of  levying  and  following  titles. 

"  Serjeant.  Titles  I  I  don't  understand  you. 

"  Charlotte.  I  mean  the  poverty  of  fastening  in  public  upon  men  of  distinc- 
tion, for  no  other  reason  but  because  of  their  rank ;  adhering  to  Sir  John,  till 
the  baronet  is  superseded  by  my  lord)  quitting  the  puny  peer  for  an  earl; 

and  sacrificing  all  three  for  a  duke." 

Foots. 
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allude  to,  in  addition  to  the  above,  we  most 
add  a  military  band,  whose  fingers  were  so  be- 
numbed, that  they  in  Tain  attempted  to  bring 
forth  a  "  concord  of  sweet  sounds,"  two  men 
in  armour,  one  mounted  on  a  huge  boned, 
deep  barrelled,  piebald  horse,  and  the  other 
on  the  identical  grey,  that,  for  the  last  ten 
years,  has  carried  Massaniello  in  the  ballet  at 
the  Opera  House.  Both  these  animals  seemed 
to  dislike  the  day  as  much  as  their  masters, 
for  they  snorted  and  tossed  their  heads  as  the 
sleet  struck  into  their  nostrils  and  eyes,  and 
kept  tickling  the  susceptible  hairs  inside  their 
ears ;  and,  instead  of  the  band  of  gentlemen 
ushers  in  velvet  coats,  wearing  chains  of  gold, 
and  bearing  white  staves,  there  were  a  dozen 
full -dressed  footmen,  with  huge  bouquets, 
powdered  heads,  and — umbrellas ! 

Proceed  we  now  to  the  Guildhall,  sparing 
our  readers,  as  in  duty  bound,  the  usual  cfej- 
agremens  of  getting  there,  through  the  leve 
en  masse,  of  fussy  deputies  and  frowsy  citi- 
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sens,  with  their  fubsy  wives,  may-pole  daugh- 
ters, &c.  &c. 

The  occasion  of  our  requiring  the  reader's 
presence  on  this  "  auspicious  day'9  was  simply 
this-— that  our  Tuft-hunting  hero  himself  was 
present  there — his  dignity  (especially  where 
a  good  dinner  was  in  the  case)  being  by  no 
means  above  consorting  with  any  possible 
possessor  of  the  title  of  "  Lord  "  — -  even  a 
Lord  Mayor ! — not  to  mention  that  he  came 
as  the  shadow  and  echo  of  that  "  real "  Lord 
(Lord  Montressor),  with  whom  we  have  so 
often  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  him. 

At  dinner,  Lionel  Crouch  found  himself 
placed  next  to  a  lady,  dressed  in  the  extreme 
of  fashion.  She  was  evidently  a  foreigner, 
and  as  the  Tuft-hunter  was  racking  his  brain 
to  ascertain  the  name  and  quality  of  his 
neighbour,  his  curiosity  was  gratified  by  a 
portly,  red-faced  gentleman,  who  sat  on  the 
other  side,  begging  he  would  take  care  of  the 
Countess  Grabowe  Sandomir. 
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"  She  is  a  foreigner,"  continued  the  apo- 
plectic-looking Alderman  (a  modern  Falstaff, 
with  all  the  gluttony  and  buffoonery  of  old 
Jack,  shorn  of  his  wit),  "  and  probably  don't 
know  what  turtle  is.  She'll  find  a  little 
difference  between  that  and  her  Frenchified 
soup-meagre ! " 

Crouch,  disgusted  with  one  neighbour,  was 
now  all  attention  to  the  other,  and,  turning  to 
the  distinguished  foreigner,  asked  in  tolerable 
French,  though  marred  in  a  great  degree  by 
the  English  pronunciation — "  Est-ce  la  pre- 
miere fois  Madame  la  Comtesse  que  vous  etes 
venue  en  Angleterre  ?  " 

"  Oui,  monsieur,"  replied  the  countess. 

"  Vous  avez  sans  doute  etudie  notre 
langue,"  continued  Crouch. 

"  Oui,  monsieur,  et  je  l'aime  beaucoup." 

"  Comment  trouvez  tous  notre  ville  de 
Londres  ?  " 

"  Admirable ;  et  par  son  etendue  et  par 
son  opulence.    J'admire  surtout  ces  beaux 
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trottoirs  qui  mettent  le  pieton  a  Tabri  de  ces 
miriades  de  voitures." 

"  But,"  continued  the  Tuft-hunter,  "  Ma- 
dame  La  Comtesse  understands  English."  The 
lady  smiled  assent.  "  And  do  you  prefer 
London  to  Paris  ? " 

"  Le  Lapon  prefere  sa  hutte  a  un  palais." 

Here  Lionel  Crouch  was  somewhat  at  a 
nonplus,  for  mistaking  Lapon  for  Lapin,  he 
could  not  quite  understand  the  allusion.  He, 
however,  took  courage,  and  continued — 

u  Are  you  fond  of  English  society,  coun- 
tess?" 

"  Elle  me  plait  beaucoup,  je  vous  assure ; 
les  Anglais  ont  tant  d'egards  pour  les  etran- 
gers ;  ils  s'en  font  une  sorte  de  devoir." 

The  dinner  passed  off  agreeably  enough. 
The  Countess  imagining  her  neighbour  to  be 
a  worthy  citizen  of  London,  kept  periodically 
praising  England  as  the  only  nation  in  the 
world  which  furnished  the  brightest  orna- 
ments to  society  in  the  bar  and  senate,  from 
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trades  and  professions — throwing  in  an  agree- 
able observation  now  and  then,  that,  if  such 
were  the  facility  in  other  countries,  the  intel- 
lects of  the  people  would  prevent  their 
availing  themselves  of  it,  and  concluding  with 
the  remark  of  the  French  sage,  who,  com- 
paring our  population  to  our  porter,  said — 
"  that  the  top  was  all  froth,  the  bottom  all 
dregs,  and  the  middle  the  stout  and  efficient." 

The  toast-master,  fortunately  for  Crouch, 
who  could  not  at  all  understand  why  the 
countess  should  make  such  invidious  remarks 
on  the  noblesse f  now  gave  the  health  of  the 
king  and  queen,  the  national  anthem  was 
played,  and  the  Tuft-hunter,  anxious  to  change 
the  conversation,  asked — 

"  Are  you  fond  of  music,  countess  ?  " 

"  J'aime  la  musique  a  la  folie,"  replied  the 
countess. 

At  this  moment  some  juvenile  choristers, 
whose  nasal  flats  and  squeaking  trebles  pro- 
duced a  noise  bearing  a  strong  affinity  to  the 
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mewing  of  cats,  gave—"  Here's  a  health  to 
all  good  lasses."  The  weather,  the  company, 
the  on-dits  of  the  day,  and  the  approaching 
ball  for  the  Polish  exiles,  were  all  respectively 
touched  upon, 

"  Have  you  heard  poor  James  Smith's  last 
epigram  upon  the  Polish  ball,  countess  ?  " 

"  Non,  monsieur." 

"  Aloft  io  rotatory  motion  hurl'd 
Through  endless  space  the  Poles  support  the  world, 
But  these  our  days  a  different  law  controuls, 
The  world  is  called  on  to  support  the  Poles." 

"  Ah !  ver  well !  dat  is  var  good,"  said  the 
countess,  with  that  peculiar  pronunciation  of 
English,  which  gives  such  a  piquancy  to  the 
language  in  the  mouth  of  a  pretty  woman. 

This  led  to  a  discussion  upon  the  subject 
of  the  Polish  exiles,  during  which  Crouch 
discovered  that  Madame  La  Comtesse  Grabowe 
Sandomir  was  a  French  woman  by  birth,  and 
the  wife  of  a  Polish  nobleman,  Count  Jorre- 
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fowier  Piatreswesh  Grabowe  Sandomir  — -  a 
refugee,  who,  according  to  the  countess's  ac- 
count, was  considerably  aggrandized  by  his 
misfortunes. 

"  L'adversite  qui  abat  les  coeurs  faibles, 
grandit  les  ames  fortes,"  said  the  lady,  in  a 
dignified  heroic  style. 

Crouch,  of  course,  agreed  to  the  truth  of 
the  sentiment.  Here  the  toast-master  pro- 
posed "a  bumper,  three  times  three — the 
ladies." 

Immediately  after  which,  a  very  loud 
"  hem ! "  from  the  Lady  Mayoress  gave  a 
hint  to  the  ladies  to  depart,  and  the  Appician 
rights  being  concluded,  in  which,  to  say  the 
truth,  most  of  the  worshippers  displayed  a 
devotion  and  zeal  -perfectly  astounding — the 
company  retired. 

Without  being  regularly  handsome,  the 
Countess  Sandomir  was  decidedly  what  is 
called  a  gentleman's  beauty;  and,  after  all, 
without  any  disparagement  to  ladies'  tastes, 
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the  gentlemen  are  not  the  worst  judges. 
Men  are  captivated  by  a  thousand  nameless 
attractions,  which  women  cannot  appreciate, 
judging,  as  they  do,  solely  by  the  features. 
It  may  generally  be  set  down  as  a  rule,  when 
females  particularly  "  wonder  what  the  men 
can  see  to  admire  "  in  any  individual  of  their 
own  sex,  that  she  is  a  very  interesting  and 
attractive  person.  Now  the  glances  which 
the  countess  occasionally  threw  from  beneath 
her  long  lashes,  so  expressive  and  full  of 
meaning,  could  hardly  fail  to  make  an  im- 
pression upon  any  man  who  came  within  the 
range  of  so  powerful  a  battery ;  though  ladies 
might  perhaps  be  inclined  to  misinterpret 
such  innocent  demonstrations. 

Upon  Lionel  Crouch's  entering  the  music- 
room,  he  observed  the  countess  seated  in  an 
arm  chair,  immediately  opposite  to  the  door 
of  entrance,  while  several  other  ladies,  who 
filled  the  seats  and  benches  round  her,  seemed 
all  disposed  to  bend  towards  her,  as  their  com- 
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mon  centre.  Indeed,  her  peculiarly  elegant 
attire,  as  well  as  her  whole  air  and  manner, 
proclaimed  her  to  be  a  person  of  first-rate 
fashion  and  consequence. 

A  gentleman  with  prodigiously  handsome, 
dark  eyes,  mustachios,  favoris,  and  a  foreign 
order,  leant  gracefully  upon  the  back  of  the 
countess's  chair.  He  was  evidently  not  an 
Englishman,  and  his  complexion  was  almost 
dark  enough  for  a  Spaniard. 

"  Who  is  he  V  exclaimed  a  young  lady  in 
a  muslin  frock,  whose  bright  eyes  were  ear- 
nestly  fixed  upon  him. 

"  Do  n't  you  know,  my  dear, "  replied  her 
chaperon.  "  It  is  the  Count  Grabowe  San- 
domir,  a  brave  and  unfortunate  Pole." 

"  Oh,  mamma,  how  beautiful,  how  interest- 
ing he  is !" 

The  Tuft-hunter  now  approached  the 
countess,  and  was  in  due  form  presented  to 
Count  Sandomir. 

"  I  hope  we  shall  have  the  pleasure  of 
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meeting  next  week  at  Lady  Beechey's,"  said 
Crouch,  anxious  to  show  off  his  intimacy  with 
"  lords  and  ladies"  to  his  new  acquaintance. 
"  It  will  be  a  brilliant  affair.  All  the  foreign 
ministers  will  be  there." 

The  countess  replied,  in  a  rather  ambigu- 
ous manner,  that  they  went  out  very  little. 
The  count's  avocations  kept  him  much  at 
home.  He  was  writing  a  history  of  the  in- 
surrection of  1830. 

"  At  all  events,  we  shall,  I  hope,  meet  at 
the  Polish  ball ;  for  where  is  the  heart  that 
does  not  sympathize  in  the  cause,"  responded 
Crouch,  with  a  glance  that  was  meant  to  be 
killing. 

The  countess  now  rose,  and  replying  only 
by  a  little  laugh  and  a  bow  to  this  observation, 
took  the  arm  of  Count  Sandomir,  who  being 
remarkably  tall,  gave  it  her  with  a  sidelong 
bend  of  his  body,  like  a  ship  making  a  lurch  on 
an  awkward  tack,  but  at  the  same  time  with 
such  an   air  of  self-satisfaction,  that  it  was 
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evident  he  gloried  in  the  constrained  position 
which  offered  him  an  opportunity  of  displaying 
at  once  his  gallantry  and  his  noble  stature. 

No  sooner  had  the  Countess  Sandomir  de- 
parted than  Crouch  caught  a  view  of  the 
Marchioness  of  Dorville  and  her  daughter. 
To  be  seen  talking  to  so  great  a  personage 
at  a  civic  feast  would,  in  the  Tuft-hunter's 
opinion,  elevate  him  in  the  eyes  of  all  present. 

"  Introduce  me  to  Lady  Emily  Dorville, 
will  you?9'  said  he,  addressing  Lord  Mon- 
tressor. 

"  I  will  first  ask  Lady  Dorville's  permis- 
sion," replied  the  patron, 

Montressor  approached  the  ladies,  and  mur- 
mured a  few  words.  A  shade  of  displeasure 
passed  over  the  countenance  of  the  mar- 
chioness. Montressor  returned,  and  told  his 
friend  that  Lady  Emily  was  engaged  for  as 
many  quadrilles  as  she  meant  to  dance ;  and 
then,  rejoining  them,  entered  into  a  languidly 
sustained  conversation  with  Lady  Dorville. 
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Crouch,  nothing  daunted  by  his  disappoint- 
ment, sidled  imperceptibly  within  reach  of 
the  arm  of  his  companion,  through  which  he 
thrust  his  own ;  and  having  thus  effected  a 
sort  of  collateral  acquaintanceship  with  no- 
bility, and  further  dignified  himself  by  stand- 
ing for  a  few  moments  in  the  ennobling  neigh- 
bourhood of  rank,  began  to  make  sundry 
courageous  attempts  to  edge  in  a  word ;  in- 
novations which  were,  however,  resisted  on 
the  part  of  the  marchioness  with  the  most 
aristocratic  firmness. 

But  here  it  may  be  necessary  to  give  the 
reader  some  little  insight  into  the  birth,  pa- 
rentage, and  education,  of  Count  Jorrefowier 
Piatreswesh  Grabowe  Sandomir.  If  being 
born  in  a  stable  makes  a  man  a  horse,  by  the 
same  principle  the  count  was  an  Englishman ; 
for  he  first  saw  light  in  Orange  Court,  Leices- 
ter Square.  His  father,  Nicholas  Schultens, 
was  one  of  those  German  exotics  who  are 
hourly  to  be  seen  perambulating  the  Quad- 
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rant,  Regent  Street,  and  St  Martin's  Street, 
where  formerly  dwelt  Sir  Isaac  Newton,  but 
which,  like  its  neighbouring  square,  is  now 
degenerated,  and  can  only  boast  of  hdieU 
Franpais,  cafis  a  la  mode  de  Paris,  "  silver 
pandemoniums,"  cigar  divans ;  and  other  equi- 
vocal emporia  of  every  description. 

The  avocations  of  Nicholas  Schultens  were 
mysterious,  and  not  easily  to  be  got  at.  It 
is,  however,  to  be  feared  that  the  commodi- 
ties he  dealt  in  were  chiefly  contraband,  and, 
like  himself,  very  much  in  the  fancy  line— -ar- 
tificial flowers,  cambric  handkerchiefs,  rouge, 
rouge  el  noir,  smuggled  lace,  loaded  dice, 
Chantilly  veils,  packed  cards,  or-mdu  clocks, 
fiddle-strings,  and  French  millinery. 

It  was  upon  a  fine  evening  in  June  that 
Nicholas  Schultens  strolled  — "  his  custom 
always  in  the  afternoon," — to  a  celebrated 
cafe  in  the  Haymarket.  His  costume  was 
attractive,  as  will  be  seen  by  the  sequel: 
glossy   black   mustachios    and  whiskers,  a 
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braided  military  frock  coat,  a  flashy  satin 
waistcoat,  huge  Cossack  unmentionables,  or- 
namented with  yelvet  stripes  down  the  sides, 
and  a  profusion  of  Birmingham  jewelry  and 
Bristol  stones.  Upon  entering  the  cafS 
Nicholas  was  struck  with  the  appearance  of 
Madame  Ghistel  Potee,  a  fine  specimen  of 
widowhood,  "fair,  fat,  and  forty."  We 
pass  over  the  courtship :  suffice  it  to  say, 
Madame  Potee  gave  her  hand  and  heart  to 
the  beau  Schultens,  and  was  transferred  from 
her  situation  as  directrice  of  the  Cafe  de 
Dieppe,  to  a  snug  fancy  warehouse  in  Orange 
Court. 

There  the  soi-disant  Count  Sandomir  was 
born.  Following  his  father's  steps,  he  shortly 
became  initiated  in  all  the  mysteries  of  con- 
trabandism.    But  he  had  a  soul  above  laces 

and  millinery,  and  devoted  his  mornings  to 

■ 

the  shooting-galleries,  and  his  nights  to  the 
fashionable  gaming-houses*  In  due  time  he 
became  a  perfect  chevalier  <P Industrie;  and 
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thinking  a  count  on  the  continent  was  like 
a  captain  in  England  —  a  good  travelling 
name— he,  from  the  known  sympathy  univer- 
sally extended  to  the  Poles,  rechristened  him- 
self Jorrefowier  Pietreswesh  Grabowe  Sando- 
tnir ;  and  with  that  title,  good  looks,  a  large 
stock  of  impudence,  and  a  few  Napoleons,  he 
took  leave  of  his  father — old  Nick,  as  he  was 
called — and  quitted  the  foggy  atmosphere  of 
London  for  the  more  genial  climate  of  Paris. 
The  closing  of  the  Paris  gambling-houses, 
and  the  active  operations  carried  on  by  a 
vigilant  police  against  the  maisons  de  bouil- 
lotte%  have  disturbed  many  an  existence,  and 
turned  into  the  streets  a  host  of  individuals 
whose  art  consisted  in  turning  to  their  own 
advantage  the  chances  of  fortune — a  large 
community,  upon  whom  an  outrage  to  inter- 
national courtesy  has  conferred  the  appella- 
tion of  t€  Greeks."  The  most  substantial 
among  the  Greeks,  being  struck  by  the  law's 
ostracism,  have  sought  a  refuge  in  bordering 
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countries,  where  Fortune  —  that  blind  god- 
dess— still  keeps  open  court  for  wealthy  idle- 
ness, gilded  vice,  and  arrant  knaves,  who  are 
ever  in  quest  of  dupes.  Greeks  and  profes- 
sional gamesters,  gamesters  from  taste,  and 
gamesters  from  calculation,  have  either  pitched 
their  tents  at  Boulogne,  Dieppe,  Calais,  and 
other  watering-places,  whither  the  deities  of 
roulette,  trente  et  un,  passe  dix,  pharo,  and 
rouge  et  noir  have  removed  their  subverted 
altars ;  or  knocked  at  the  doors  of  the  cercles 
of  the  provinces  or  foreign  countries,  which 
their  Parisian  fame  had  not  yet  reached. 

The  oi  pottoi,  the  vulgar  herd  of  Greeks 
and  swindlers,  have  submitted  to  their  fate, 
and,  after  some  unsuccessful  attempts  at  re* 
sistance  to  the  police,  have  betaken  themselves 
to  many  crafts.  We  must,  however,  add,  that 
a  very  notable  portion  of  the  corps,  a  gentry 
of  freer  habits,  have  found  means  of  procuring 
board  and  lodging  gratis  in  Pans,  at  the  ex* 
pense  of  the  state,  in  a  number  of  houses,  ad- 
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mirably  kept,  in  pursuance  of  articles  401, 
405,  and  408,  of  the  Penal  Code. 

One  of  the  exceptions  to  the  above  list  of 
gambling  absentees  was  the  Count  Sandomir, 
who,  despite  of  the  law,  still  carried  on  the 
system  of  private  play  to  a  great  extent.  The 
countess,  whose  history  we  defer  for  the  pre- 
sent, opened  her  house  nightly  in  the  Champs 
Elysees  to  a  small,  select  party.  Upon  one 
occasion,  the  attention  of  those  who  were  not 
playing  was  drawn  to  one  of  the  ecarte  tables, 
where  high  words  seemed  to  pass  among  the 
ladies  who  composed  the  party.  On  draw* 
ing  near  to  the  scene  of  action,  it  was  found 
that  a  direct  attack  had  been  made  by  one 
of  them  against  the  hostess,  taxing  her,  in 
downright  terms,  with  cheating.  Expostula- 
tions and  explanations  were  in  vain  brought 
forward  to  mollify  the  offended  fair  one,  but 
with  no  success.  The  party  broke  up;  and, 
the  police  getting  wind  of  the  affair,  the  fair 
occupier  of  the  Elysian  pandemonium,  accom- 
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panied  by  her  husband,  broke  up  their  esta- 
blishment the  next  day,  and  shortly  quitted 
Paris.  But,  possibly,  before  this  history  con- 
cludes, one  of  these  worthy  personages  may 
again  find  his  or  her  way  into  our  pages. 
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CHAPTER  XXVH. 

*'  Refuse  a  lord? — a  saucy  lady  this!" 

The  Hunchback. 

The  second  season  of  our  heroine's  sSjour  in 
London  was  now  drawing  to  a  close.  It  would 
be  uninteresting  to  our  readers  to  dwell  upon 
that  period  which  intervened  between  Vava- 
sour's departure  and  the  present  time.  The 
London  season  was  over;  the  speculative 
were  flying  to  other  regions  to  prosecute  new 
schemes;  the  disappointed  to  seek  an  anti- 
dote in  forgetfulness,  or  other  views;  the 
weary,  repose;  the  blase,  excitement;  the 
sick,  health ;  and  the  idle,  pleasure. 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  came  under  the  latter 
denomination.     A  variety  of  gay  watering- 
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places  were  named,  at  home  and  abroad :  Do- 
ver, St.  Leonard's,  Brighton,  Worthing,  Mar- 
gate, Hastings,  Ramsgate,  Southend,  Bou- 
logne, Dieppe,  and  Havre.  Dover  was  too 
full;  St.  Leonard's  too  dull;  Brighton  too 
hot ;  Margate  too  plebeian ; 


€€ 


Worthing's  all  tides,  and  all  Cheapside's 
Mud  carted  into  Margate;" 


Hastings,  or,  as  somebody  has  called  it,  a  row 
of  houses  in  a  five's  court,  was  an  odious  hole 
in  hot  weather ;  Ramsgate  too  exclusive ;  Bou- 
logne too  full  of  English  refugees ;  Dieppe  and 
Havre  too  far  distant ;  Southend  too  swampy 
and  muddy. 

At  last  Cowes  was  fixed  upon,  as  some  old 
friends  of  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's  were  to  be 
there.  Lord  Montressor  and  Lionel  Crouch 
were  to  come  round  in  the  former's  yacht,  and 
Sir  Walter  had  promised  to  pay  his  niece  a 
visit  during  her  residence  there. 

We  have  been  so  occupied  in  tracing  the 
vol.  hi.  c 
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hopes  and  fears  of  love  among  the  more  im- 
portant personages  of  our  story,  that  we  have 
shamefully  neglected  to  record  the  progress  of 
Lord  Montressor's  suit  with  Miss  Callendar, 
and  which,  in  his  own  estimation,  only  re- 
quired to  be  formally  advanced  to  be  crowned 
with  success,  and  was,  moreover,  peculiar  in 
one  respect,  that,  having  no  fears,  it  was 
equally  destitute  of  hopes.  He  had,  in  his 
opinion,  and  in  that  of  his  friend  Crouch,  been 
very  marked  in  his  attentions.  He  had  for- 
warded the  handsomest  bouquets  to  Medina 
Villa,  he  had  been  very  recherche  in  his  toilet 
before  going  to  call  or  dine  there,  had  always 
waylaid  the  ladies  in  their  walks,  and  had,  in 
short,  been  "  very  particular." 

If  a  lover  (we  desecrate  the  term)  could 
have  gained  a  fair  one  as  a  snake  is  said  to 
fascinate  a  bird,  by  pertinaciously  gazing  on 
her  with  great,  stupid,  greenish  eyes,  unques- 
tionably Montressor  would  have  been  the  per- 
son to  perform  the  feat.     But  the  art  of  fas- 
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cination  seems  lost,  at  least  in  this  instance,  for 
this  most  pertinacious  of  starers  never  pro- 
duced any  effect  by  his  attentions  beyond  an 
occasional  yawn. 

"Lionel,"  said  Montressor,  one  morning, 
"  if  you  have  finished  spelling  over  the  John 
Bull,  I  will  give  you  a  piece  of  information 
which  will  perchance  surprise  you." 

"  What  is  it  ?"  he  said,  yawning  and  stretch- 
ing himself,  for  the  luxury  of  the  easy  chair 
in  which  he  had  ensconced  himself  produced 
a  very  lethargic  feeling,  and  he  had  nearly 
fallen  asleep  over  the  paper  he  held  in  his 
hand. 

"  What  will  you  say  if  I  tell  you  I  have 
made  up  my  mind  to  marry." 

This  speech  had  the  effect  of  completely 
arousing  the  amazed  Tuft-hunter.  He  started 
up ;  but  it  was  not  with  joyful  emotion — far 
otherwise.  A  matrimonial  menage  would  en- 
tirely destroy  his  present  comfort,  his  entree 
into  the  house,  his  snug  breakfasts,  his  ba- 

c  2 
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chelor  dinners,  his  choice  suppers,  and  last, 
not  least,  in  the  toady's  mind,  the  counte- 
nance of  his  noble  patron  would  cease  when 
he  became  a  married  man.  In  a  moment  all 
his  future  hopes  were  destroyed,  and  it  was 
with  a  suppressed  groan  that  he  said — 

"  Well,  I  suppose  I  must  congratulate  you, 
though  you  are  the  very  last  person  I  should 
have  suspected  of  committing  matrimony ;  and, 
did  you  not  look  so  grave  and  positive,  I  should 
scarcely  believe  you." 

Montressor  could  hardly  forbear  laughing 
at  the  woe-begone  manner  in  which  his  friend 
had  received  this  communication ;  but,  know* 
ing  his  nature,  shrewdly  suspected  the  cause 
of  his  dismay. 

"And  who  is  the  fair  enslaver?  who  has 
captivated  that  heart  of  adamant  ?"  inquired 
Crouch. 

"  Who  ?  why,  who  should  you  think,"  re- 
plied Montressor,  "  but  your  paragon  of  pre- 
mature divinity — Agnes  Callendar?" 
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"Agnes  Callendar !"  exclaimed  the  Tuft- 
hunter,  with  unfeigned  astonishment :  a  pause 
ensued,  during  which  the  noble  lord  took  the 
opportunity  of  leaving  the  room. 

"  Agnes  Callendar,"  soliloquized  the  toady ; 
"Agnes  Callendar,  a  nobody,  a  mysterious 
orphan         " 

His  reflections  were  put  an  end  to  by  a 
summons  from  his  patron  to  accompany  him 
in  a  stroll  on  the  promenade. 

Some  days  had  elapsed  after  this  conversa- 
tion, when  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  and  Miss 
Callendar,  who  were  awaiting  one  afternoon 
the  return  of  Sir  Walter  from  his  daily  ride, 
were  startled  with  the  sound  of  a  carriage 
driving  up  to  the  entrance;  and,  the  hour 
being  too  far  advanced  for  morning  visiters, 
they  were  somewhat  surprised.  After  a  few 
moments'  delay,  Lord  Montressor  was  ushered 
into  the  apartment.  His  dress  was  more  ela- 
borately studied  than  usual,  his  chains,  his 
rings,  his  studs,  were  costly  in  the  extreme, 
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and  it  was  in  his  most  flowery  style  that  he 
accosted  the  ladies. 

"  Shall  I  be  held  wholly  devoid  of  good- 
breeding,"  he  said,  "  if  I  own  that  my  visit 
to-day  is  intended  for  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans, 
with  whom  I  have  an  important  affair  to  enter 
upon  ?" 

Here  his  lordship  pumped  up  a  regular  tra- 
gedy sigh — Agnes  rose  to  retire — another  sigh 
from  the  noble  lord,  wl\o  muttered  something 
about  "  energy  to  plead  his  cause." 

On  finding  himself  alone  with  Mrs.  Harcourt 
Evans,  Lord  Montressor's  wonted  eloquence 
seemed  entirely  to  have  deserted  him :  he  sat 
speechless.  The  matchmaking  widow,  seeing 
his  embarrassment,  broke  the  ice  by  blandly 
inquiring  the  cause  which  had  procured  her 
the  honour  of  a  private  conference, 

"  A  few  words,"  replied  his  lordship,  "  will 
suffice  to  open  my  views,  which  are  connected 
with  your  charming  friend,  Miss  Callendar." 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  was  all  attention. 
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"  For  a  length  of  time,  I  have  sought  an 
opportunity  of  urging  a  suit  whereon  my  whole 
chance  of  happiness  depends ;  and  if  ever  man's 
love  were  worthy,  from  its  intensity,  Miss 
Callendar  will  not  repent  the  hour  which  makes 
her  my  bride." 

Here  his  lordship  seemed  quite  overcome 
with  his  exertions ;  but,  after  recovering  him- 
self a  little,  he  continued — 

"  May  I,  at  least,  hope  that  you  will  accord 
your  permission  to  my  offering  my  hand  to 
your  beautiful  protegee  f" 

"  My  permission  you  assuredly  have,"  re- 
plied the  delighted  widow ;  "  but  surely  Agnes 
herself  would  be  the  person  best  qualified  to 
reply  to  your  question  on  such  a  subject." 

"  Emboldened  by  your  approbation,  I  shall 
venture  to  address  your  lovely  friend,  which 
hitherto  the  diffidence  which  ever  accompa- 
nies real  affection  has  prevented." 

There  was  a  pause.  Montressor  conti- 
nued— 
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"  I  know  the  influence,  the  deserved  influ- 
ence, that  yon  possess  over  Miss  Callendar, 
and  I  would  implore  yon  to  exercise  it  in  my 
favour.  I  know  that,  to  such  a  mind  as 
yours,  worldly  advantages  of  wealth  and  title 
have  no  value ;  yet  to  see  your  young  friend, 
her  you  love,  the  idolized  mistress  of  a  fair 
domain,  might  give  you  some  pleasure, 
and—" 

"  Stop,  Lord  Montressor,"  said  Mrs.  Har- 
court  Evans,  "  you  are  mistaken  in  supposing 
that  I  should  ever  use  my  influence  with  Agnes 
on  this  subject.  I  have  neither  the  right  nor 
the  wish  to  bias  her  choice." 

"  You  have  the  power." 

"  I  should  be  sorry  to  exercise  it,  for,  in  so 
important  a  step,  what  was  contrary  to  her 
own  unbiassed  inclination  could  not  lead  to 
happiness." 

This  sentiment  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  deli- 
vered with  great  emphasis;  for,  although  a 
matchmaker  at  heart,  she  was  particularly 
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anxious  not  to  appear  in  that  character  to  the 
world. 

"  You  give  me  then  no  support,"  continued 
Montressor ;  "  you  also  are  prejudiced  against 
me!  But  promise  me  not  to  mention  the 
subject  of  this  interview ;  let  me  see  Miss 
Callendar;  let  me  hear  my  doom  from  her 
own  lips." 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  smiled,  and  said,  play- 
fully, "  Your  boon  is  granted." 

"  Thanks,  thanks !  May  I  see  Miss  Callen- 
dar to-morrow  ?" 

"  Certainly,  if  you  wish  it." 

There  was  a  pause  of  a  few  minutes.  At 
length,  saying  "  At  twelve  to-morrow  I  shall 
wait  on  Miss  Callendar,"  Montressor  left  the 
room. 

The  following  morning,  Agnes  set  forth  im- 
mediately after  breakfast  to  visit  the  cottage 
of  a  poor  fisherman's  widow.  In  the  mean 
time,  Lord  Montressor,  after  expending  an 
hour  or  two  in  adorning  his  outward  man, 

c5 
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bestowing  a  considerable  portion  of  Willis's 
mirific  balsam  on  his  really  fine  hair,  and 
wavering  long  between  an  azure  and  a  lilac 
waistcoat,  descended  to  pass  in  review  before 
his  judge— the  Toft-hunter.  He  was,  as  usual, 
pronounced  to  be  perfect :  so  he  set  forth  with 
his  friend's  parting  injunctions  not  to  forget 
to  lay  great  stress  upon  the  peerage  which  he 
was  about  to  offer  with  his  hand. 

He  had  proceeded  nearly  to  the  gate  lead- 
ing up  to  Egypt,  when  he  saw  Miss  Callendar 
cross  the  road,  and  disappear  among  the  wood. 
"  There's  nothing  like  a  walk  for  these  things,'9 
said  his  lordship  as,  dismounting,  he  gave  his 
horse  to  his  groom,  and  soon  gained  upon  the 
unfortunate  Agnes,  who  was  making  her  way 
to  the  parsonage,  to  enjoy  a  quiet  morning 
with  the  clergyman's  wife,  previous  to  paying 
her  charitable  visit.  She  could  scarcely  be- 
have with  ordinary  courtesy,  when  she  found 
her  tormentor  so  near ;  but,  resolving  to  make 
an  effort  to  escape,  she  said — 
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"I  think,  Lord  Montressor,  you  were  on 
horseback ;  pray  don't  stop  your  ride  on  my 
account.  I  am  going  to  the  parsonage,  and 
shall  probably  sketch  by  the  way,  and  be  very 
dull  company/' 

"  Dull ! "  said  Lord  Montressor,  with  a 
most  insinuating  look ;  "  Miss  Callendar's  soci- 
ety never  can  be  dull." 

"  I  believe,"  said  Agnes,  retracing  her  steps, 
"  I  must  return  home  now ;  the  clouds  are 
gathering ;  it  looks  like  rain." 

"  Why,  Miss  Callendar,"  continued  his  lord- 
ship, "  have  you  of  late  so  studiously  avoided 
me  ?  If  you  knew  the  torture,  the  doubt,  the 
fear  I  have  endured  for  some  time  past,  you 
would  forgive  me  now." 

After  an  ominous  clearing  of  the  throat,  he 
proceeded — 

'•  Your  charms,  your  accomplishments,  have 
made  a  deep,  a  lasting  impression  upon  my 
heart,  and  nothing  but  the  fear,  by  a  too  pre- 
cipitate disclosure  of  my  feelings,  of  losing 
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your  society  has  prevented  me  from  declaring 
them — from  throwing  myself,  as  I  now  do,  on 
your  mercy." 

Poor  Agnes  had,  during  the  beginning  of 
this  rhapsody,  T>een  seized  with  a  strong  incli- 
nation to  laugh ;  but  feeling,  as  it  went  on,  the 
unpleasantness  of  her  situation,  she  said,  with 
a  dignity  quite  thrown  away  on  the  ina- 
morato— 

"  Lord  Montressor,  I  beg  you  will  make  no 
further  allusion  to  such  a  subject,  nor  perse- 


vere in " 


Here,  fortunately  for  both  parties,  the  ap- 
pearance of  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  and  Sir 
Walter  put  an  end  to  this  conversation,  but 
not  before  Agnes  had,  with  the  greatest  firm* 
ness  and  dignity,  assured  his  lordship  that  a 
repetition  of  such  sentiments  would  be  the 
means  of  putting  an  end  to  the  friendly  inter- 
course which  had  so  long  existed  between 
them. 

The  peer  promised  implicit  obedience  to  her 
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wishes,  which  he  gallantly  declared  should  ever 
be  his  commands,  and  retired  to  communicate 
to  his  confidant  Crouch  the  result  of  his  inter- 
view. 

We  need  scarcely  add  that  the  Tuft-hunter 
was  delighted  with  his  patron's  failure,  and 
congratulated  instead  of  condoled  with  the 
noble  lord  upon  the  happy  release  he  had  ex- 
perienced from  the  trammels  of  matrimony. 


S3  THE  TCFT-HCKTEE. 


CHAPTER  XXVlli. 

**I  aw  her  at  the  fancy  fair!" 

Cowes  was  now  in  the  zenith  of  its  season ; 
its  picturesque  harbour  was  richly  studded 
with  gay  yachts ;  the  roads  were  graced  bj 
the  presence  of  one  or  two  of  his  majesty's 
ships,  and  various  other 'crafts  were  waiting 
for  a  wind  to  wend  their  way  towards  their 
several  places  of  destination. 

Lionel  Crouch  now  felt  an  irresistible  anx- 
iety to  become  a  member  of  the  Royal  Yacht 
Squadron.  There  was  something  distingue  in 
the  button.  And  yet  he  felt  a  qualm  before 
he  could  quite  make  up  his  mind  to  get  him- 
self proposed  as  a  member.     The  causes  of 
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this  hesitation  were  threefold ;  first,  the  ne- 
cessity of  purchasing  a  yacht ;  secondly,  the 
thorough  detestation  he  had  of  sailing ;  and 
lastly,  the  fear  of  being  blackballed.  But 
what  were  these  drawbacks  when  put  into  the 
per  contra  scale— -the  privileges,  honours,  glory, 
which  his  admission  into  such  a  body  would 
confer  upon  him !  This  notion  had  taken  full 
possession  of  his  mind,  and  he  screwed  up  his 
courage  to  open  his  heart  to  his  noble  patron, 
Montressor. 

It  was  on  a  lovely  morning,  when  his  lord- 
ship and  his  toady  were  taking  their  accus- 
tomed stroll  on  the  parade,  that  the  latter 
ventured  to  break  his  desire  to  his  friend. 

"  You  cannot  do  a  wiser  thing,"  said  Lord 
Montressor.  "  We  have  a  ballot  on  Wednes- 
day fortnight ;  and  if  you  only  get  a  qualifi- 
cation, I  will  propose  you." 

"  Oh  ! "  replied  Lionel.  "  What,  buy  a 
yacht  ?" 

"That  is  essential,"  replied  his  lordship; 
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« 


and  she  must  exceed  thirty  tons.  Now  I 
recollect  right,  the  secretary  told  me  of  one 
last  night,  the  Sea  Nymph,  seventy  tons, 
cutter-rigged,  copper-fastened,  splendid  cabin, 
mahogany  fittings,  has  won  several  prizes,  and 
may  be  had  a  regular  bargain." 

"  What  may  they  ask  for  her?"  inquired 
Crouch. 

"  Why,"  responded  his  patron,  "  nine  hun- 
dred guineas." 

"  Nine  hundred  guineas ! "  echoed  Crouch, 
with  a  grunt. 

"  I  assure  you  she's  worth  your  attention. 
If  young  Aitcheson  had  not  been  hit  so  hard 
at  Ascot,  he  would  not  have  taken  fifteen 
hundred  for  her." 

Be  it  known  to  the  reader  that  his  lord- 
ship's animated  description  of  the  beauties  of 
the  Sea  Nymph,  however  nautically  correct, 
were  not  altogether  disinterested,  the  noble 
"  puffer"  having  in  his  possession  a  cheque  of 
Sir  Harry  Aitcheson's  for  five  hundred  pounds, 
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and  which  he  trusted,  through  the  sale  of  the 
yacht,  would  be  duly  honoured. 

The  friends  parted  until  dinner-time,  Lord 
Montressor  to  try  and  waylay  Miss  Callendar 
in  her  walk,  and  Lionel  Crouch  to  pay  his 
devoirs  to  Lady  Elderton,  who  had  paid  him 
marked  attentions  during  his  visit  to  Cowes. 

Her  ladyship  must  pass  with  a  very  brief 
notice :  she  was  a  bore  of  stupendous  magni- 
tude, with  four,  tall,  gawky,  red-haired,  pen- 
niless daughters.  Still  she  was  a  "  lady," 
and  that  title  won  the  Tuft-hunter. 

To  account  for  a  corresponding  admira- 
tion on  the  part  of  Lady  Elderton,  we  must 
here  remark  that  Lionel  Crouch  was  looked 
upon. at  Cowes  as  a  tolerable  good  parti— his 
fortune  had  been  considerably  magnified,  and 
the  fame  of  his  aristocratic  friendships  had 
spread  like  wildfire.  The  dowager,  then,  spe- 
culated upon  our  hero,  as  an  excellent  mar- 
riage  for  her  youngest  daughter,  the  lovely, 
fair  Layinia ;  and  the  young  lady,  being  no- 
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thing  loath,  had  struck  up  a  flirtation  with 
him,  which  was  carried  on  whenever  the  toft- 
hunting  avocations  of  the  latter  gave  him  a 
release  from  his  labours. 

No  sooner  had  Grouch  entered  the  presence 
of  Lady  Elderton,  who  was  sitting  at  the  open 
window  of  a  most  romantic-looking  villa  near 
the  church,  with  her  third  daughter,  "  the 
lovely,  young  Lavinia,"  destined,  as  the  fond 
mother  hoped,  to  be  the  happy  bride  of  her 
visitor,  than  the  conversation  turned  upon 
yachting. 

The  sun  shone  bright  in  a  cloudless  sky, 
and  the  sea  sparkled  and  glittered  in  the 
breeze.  Its  surface  was  dotted  with  small 
boats  hovering  near  the  shore,  while  larger 
vessels  were  seen  at  a  distance,  dashing  gal- 
lantly through  the  water,  before  the  favourite 
gale. 

"  Why  have  you  not  a  yacht,  Mr.  Crouch  ?" 
inquired  Lady  Elderton. 
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"  You  really  ought  to  have  one,"  chimed  in 
Miss  Lavinia. 

"  Cowes  is  nothing  without  it,"  renewed 
the  mother ;  "  and  every  one  that  comes  here 
ought  to  belong  to  the  squadron.  We  hear 
the  members  are  going  to  get  up  a  fancy  ball. 
You  must  belong  to  it,  Mr.  Crouch." 

This  decided  the  question  :  a  ball,  and  the 
Tuft-hunter  to  be  left  out  of  the  list  of  patrons 
and  givers  of  it  would  be  a  severe  infliction. 
Crouch,  with  admirable  adroitness,  now  com- 
menced his  reply. 

"  You  are  right,  my  lady ;  every  one— that 
is,  every  one  of  the  elite— ought  to  follow  the 
adage,  and  do  at  Yecta — so  Cowes  was  an- 
ciently called — what  the  Vectans  do.  It  was 
only  this  morning  Montressor  insisted  upon 
my  purchasing  my  friend  Sir  Harry  Aitche- 
son's  vessel ;  and  as  I*  know,  poor  fellow,  that 
he  wants  money,  and  that  my  friend,  Lord 
Altamont,  his  uncle,  will  not  supply  him,  I 
have  just  sent  him  a  cheque  for  the  amount 
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he  asks.  Before  to-morrow  morning  the  Sea 
Nymph  will  be  mine,  and,  of  course,  at  your 
ladyship's  orders." 

"  How  delightful !  how  charming ! "  ex- 
claimed both  ladies.  "  We  shall  certainly 
claim  your  promise." 

Lionel  now  took  his  leave,  having  promised 
to  meet  Montressor  and  Westphal  (so  he 
thought  proper  to  call  the  marquis  of  that 
ilk,  although  totally  unknown  to  him)  at  four 
o'clock.  On  his  way  to  the  Parade,  he  met 
the  former  nobleman,  and  immediately  re- 
verted to  his  favourite,  his  all-engrossing 
topic,  his  desire  to  have  a  yacht,  and  become 
a  member  of  the  squadron. 

"  Well,"  said  Montressor,  "  nothing  can  be 
more  opportune :  here  comes  Chaplin,  Aitche- 
son's  skipper ;  settle  the  affair  with  him,  while 
I  go  and  request  Westphal  to  second  you.  Let 
me  see  —  the  Sea  Nymph,  cutter,  70  tons, 
Lionel  Crouch,  Esq.  We  shall  soon  enrol  you 
as  one  of  us." 
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And  away  departed  the  noble  lord  to  the 
club  house,  and  our  hero  to  converse  with  a 
weather-beaten  old  veteran,  the  master  of  the 
long-coveted  vessel. 

Among  the  residents  in  and  near  Cowes, 
the  fancy  bazaar  announced  to  be  held  there, 
on  the  30th  of  August,  in  aid  of  a  praise- 
worthy charitable  institution,  created  a  most 
lively  interest.  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  had 
been  unanimously  elected  one  of  the  patron- 
esses, in  consideration  of  her  handsome  con- 
duct in  giving  up  her  mansion  and  grounds 
for  this  truly  charitable  purpose.  All  the 
world  determined  to  attend;  and  half  the 
world  gave  themselves  up  to  the  making  of 
penwipers  and  pincushions,  and  other  "  fancy" 
articles  with  as  much  zeal  as  if  the  fate  of  the 
nation  depended  upon  this  fancy  fair. 

Medina  villa  now  began  to  give  note  of 
very  great  and  splendid  preparation  for  the 
approaching  fete.  The  number  of  applica- 
tions for  permission  to  hold  stalls  so  greatly 
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exceeded  the  number  required,  that  the  task 
of  selection  became  difficult,  if  not  impossible. 
So  it  was  finally  decided  by  the  ladies'  parlia- 
ment,  held  at  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's  on  the 
25th  of  August,  that  the  vote  by  ballot  should 
be  adopted ;  each  lady  so  chosen  to  have  the 
privilege  of  adding  two  to  the  firm. 

The  whole  of  the  27th,  28th,  and  29th 
days  of  the  month  were  entirely  employed  by 
Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  and  her  young  protegee, 
Agnes  Callendar,  in  receiving  and  arranging 
the  numerous  works  of  fancy  contributed  by 
the  neighbouring  ladies  for  the  sale. 

The  thousand  and  one  "  fancy  articles,"  of 
which  the  staple  of  the  various  stalls  con- 
sisted, would  prove  (as  the  conjuror  adver- 
tisements have  it)  "  too  tedious  to  mention." 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  the  thirtieth  day  of 
August  itself  arrived  in  due  course,  and,  for- 
tunately, was  as  brilliant  a  day  as  ever  shone. 
At  twelve  o'clock  the  public  were  admitted 
on  the  payment  of  one  shilling  each,  and 
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certainly  the  scene  that  presented  itself  was, 
to  use  the  saying  of  a  staid  old  gentleman  in 
a  brown  scratch  wig,  "  well  worth  the  mo- 
ney." The  stalls,  amounting  to  about  five 
and  twenty,  were  a  succession  of  very  hand- 
some tents,  gracefully  hung  with  fanciful  dra- 
peries, and  festooned  with  flowers  and  laurel- 
leaves,  against  the  sides  of  which  were  ranged 
the  elegantly-decorated  stands;  while,  through 
the  whole  extent,  a  space  of  nearly  thirty 
feet  was  left  for  promenading. 

At  the  extremity  of  the  walk  stood  two 
booths,  decidedly  more  distinguished  by  their 
elegant  decorations  than  the  rest.  Over 
them  appeared  in  letters,  fancifully  made  in 
flowers:  . 

MRS.  HARCOURT  EVANS 

AND 

MISS  CALLENDAR'S  STALLS, 

and  within  the  flowery  shelter  of  one  of  these 
same  pretty  pavilions,  round  which  were  ranged 
orange-trees  and  other  fragrant  plants,  the 
patroness  and  her  young  friend  took  their 
stands. 
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Mis.  Harcourt  Evans,  having  a  thorough 
contempt  for  sewing,  working,  stitching,  net- 
ting, embroidering,  and  pasting,  had  devoted 
one  of  her  booths  to  the  sale  of  flowers,  and 
the  other  to  the  sale  of  fruit,  ices,  and 
pastry.  And  here  truth  compels  us  to  admit 
that  the  receipt  of  the  latter  stall  was  infi- 
nitely greater  than  any  other,  though  presided 
over  by  a  cross  old  housekeeper,  aged  fifty- 
four. 

The  "  fair  was  at  its  full,"  and  now  there 
was  an  unabated  display  of  charming  white 
teeth,  and  one  sweet  smile  beamed  from  the 
countenance  of  every  sales-lady,  as  they  ex- 
claimed — "  Oh,  do  buy  from  me !  — thank 
you.  We  are  quite  giving  the  articles  away. 
The  materials  cost  more  than  we  are  selling 
them  at." 

A  party  of  young  "  bread  and  butter " 
misses  from  Mrs.  M'Fashe's  polite  seminary, 
dressed  in  white  frocks,  straw  bonnets,  and 
tartan  sashes  and  ribbons,  carried  about  lot- 
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tery  tickets,  five . shillings  each;  the  prize, 
which  had  occupied  their  talents  for  two  long 
months,  being  a  model  of  Carisbrook  Castle, 
made  in  pasteboard,  sanded  over,  real  shrubs, 
well  of  water,  and  only  wanted  the  live  don- 
key to  make  it  a  perfect  representation  of 
the  far-famed  prison  of  the  unfortunate 
Charles. 

The  sale,  meanwhile,  had  more  than  realized 
the  most  sanguine  expectations  of  the  secre- 
tary, patronesses,  and  the  venders  of  the 
Newport  Charitable  Association,  and  by  three 
o'clock  such  a  report  was  made  of  the  general 
receipts,  that  the  selling-ladies  were  waited 
upon  by  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's  guests  to 
hand  them  from  their  stalls  to  a  collation 
that  had  been  prepared  within  doors. 

"  Pray,  Lord  Montressor,  be  kind  enough  to 
take  Lady  Riversdale,"  said  the  hostess ; 
"  and  perhaps,  Mr.  Crouch,  you  would  under- 
take the  Ryde  stall,  No.  14.    Mrs.  Brand- 

VOL.  III.  D 
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leigh,   and  Countess ,  Countess , 

some  foreigner — I  forget  the  name." 

Lionel  Crouch  flew  towards  No.  14 — a  live 
countess !  the  thought  was  ecstasy.  But  if 
the  idea  was  ecstatic,  what  was  the  reality, 
when,  in  approaching  Mrs.  Brandleigh,  a 
coarse,  fat,  vulgar-looking  woman,  with  a 
voice  like  a  harbour-master's,  and  a  face  like 
the  Saracen's  head,  turban  and  all,  and  was 
about  to  give  Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans's  compli- 
ments and  invitation  to  her  and  her  partner- 
in-trade  to  accompany  him  to  the  collation, 
he  recognized  in  the  latter  the  Countess  Jor- 
refowier  Piatreswesh  Grabowe  Sandomir,  clad 
in  all  the  sombre  paraphernalia  of  widowhood, 
and  looking  awful  in  all  the  majesty  of 
woe ! 

Had  Crouch  been  disposed  to  estimate  the 
depth  of  her  affection  by  that  of  her  crape 
flounce  and  weepers,  he  would  certainly  have 
classed  her,  without  hesitation,  amongst  the 
inconsolables :  but  the  bloom  of  her  cheeks, 
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for  which  she  did  not  appear  to  be  wholly 
indebted  to  nature,  and  a  certain  degree  of 
coquetry  in  her  toilet,  seemed  to  intimate 
that  she  was  not  so  completely  engrossed  by 
the  memory  of  the  dead  as  to  be  altogether 
insensible  to  the  admiration  of  the  living. 

On  seeing  Crouch,  she  retired  a  step  with 
becoming  modesty. 

"  Countess  Sandomir ! "  exclaimed  Crouch, 
starting  back  with  surprise.  "  And  how's  the 
count  ?  "  he  was  about  to  add,  when  the  sable 
dress  and  sombre  cap  luckily  informed  him 
she  was  a  widow. 

Mrs.  Brandleigh  now  proceeded  —  "  Poor 
thing,  she  takes  it  sadly  to  heart ;  when  I  was 

deprived  of  the  late  Mr. .     But,  sir,  we 

had  better  lose  no  time,  all  the  places  will  be 
taken,  and  I  am  dreadfully  hungry." 

During  thiB  remark,  Lionel  had  pumped  up 
a  sigh  or  two,  and  delivered  himself  of  the 
following  oration. 

"  You  should  not  indulge  such  agonizing 

d2 


52  THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 

reminiscences.  We  are  all  mortal,  and  when 
once  the  sad  event  has  taken  place,  grief 
becomes  a  very  unprofitable  occupation.  At 
your  time  of  life,  and,  allow  ma  to  say,  with 
your  personal  claims — such  a  loss  as  you  al- 
lude to  is  by  no  means  irreparable." 

The  countess,  meanwhile,  was  sobbing  at 
the  remembrance  of  her  "brave  mari,  her 
pauvre  Jorrefowier,  her  dear  departed ;  such 
a  figure ! — such  a  countenance ! — and,  above 
all,  such  a  heart !" 

In  the  interim,  Mrs.  Brandleigh,  who  could 
not  add  patience  to  her  other  virtues,  had 
marched  off,  leaving  the  Tuft-hunter  in  his 
glory.  The  countess's  tears,  like  April 
showers,  soon  gave  way  to  sunny  smiles,  and 
taking  Crouch's  proffered  arm,  she  was  con- 
ducted to  the  refreshment-room. 

Here  the  champagne  flowed  freely,  and 
Lionel  ascertained  from  Mrs.  Brandleigh,  who 
seized  upon  him  the  moment  he  entered  the 
room,  that  Count  Sandomir  had  been  shot  in 
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a  duel  at  Brussels  by  a  young  Englishman, 
and  that  Madame  La  Gomtesse  was  a  wealthy 
widow,  residing  for  the  present  with  her  at 
Bellevue  Villa,  Ryde,  where  she  had  acci- 
dentally met  her* 

These  and  other  details  had  such  an  effect 
upon  the  Tuft-hunter,  that  he  forthwith  made 
up  his  mind  to  lay  siege  to  the  widow's  heart, 
or  rather  hand.  Accordingly,  the  following 
morning,  Crouch  haying  borrowed  his  noble 
friend's  phaeton,  proceeded  to  Ryde  to  make 
his  promised  visit  to  Mrs.  Brandleigh.  He 
had  made  up  his  mind  to  ascertain  from  this 
loquacious  lady  all  particulars  as  to  the  coun- 
tess's jointure,  and  as  he  went  along  rehearsed 
some  leading  questions  that  would  bring  the 
affair  to  an  issue. 

No  sooner  had  he  reached  Ryde,  than  he 
made  inquiries  for  Bellevue  Villa,  and  was 
conducted  to  a  tolerable-sized  house,  painted 
white,  with  a  green  verandah.  A  few  dull 
shrubs,  variegated  with  stones  in  grotto-work, 
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adorned  the  plot  of  ground  called  the  garden. 
On  knocking  at  the  door,  which  was  an- 
swered by  a  huge  foreign  whiskered  chasseur, 
dressed  in  green  and  gold,  with  an  enormous 
hat  and  feather,  and  the  arms  of  the  Sando- 
mirs  elaborately  engraven  on  the  silver  plate 
of  his  cross  belt,  the  Tuft-hunting  aspirant 
was  informed  that  Madame  La  Comtesse  was 
too  much  overcome  by  the  fatigues  and  ex- 
citement of  the  previous  day  to  leave  her 
room,  and  that  Mrs.  Brandleigh  was  taking 
her  daily  stroll  on  the  pier. 

"  Sensitive  creature,"  thought  Lionel,  as  he 
gave  his  card  to  the  chasseur,  and  proceeded 
in  the  direction  of  the  pier.  Here  he  found 
a  large  party  congregated  round  the  band, 
which  consisted  of  a  wretched  harp,  two 
spasmodic  clarionets,  a  relaxed  violin,  and  a 
shrivelled-skinned-  big  drum. 

There  was  no  difficulty  in  finding  the  object 
Lionel  sought,  for  in  a  few  seconds  Mrs. 
Brandleigh  came  sailing,  or,  perhaps,  to  speak 
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more  correctly,  "steaming"  away,  dressed, 
evidently,  from  the  "  present  fashions  "  in  La 
Belle  Assemblee.  A  bright  apple-green  co- 
loured pelisse,  most  elaborately  braided  and 
tasselled,  buff-coloured  boots,  a  pink  bonnet, 
adorned  with  feathers,  lace,  and  ribands,  a 
striped  parasol,  about  the  size  of  a  candle- 
shade,  composed  her  costume. 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Crouch,"  said  Mrs.  Brand- 
leigh,  holding  out  her  hand  towards  him, 
"how  attentive  of  you  to  call!  Our  poor 
countess  is  quite  overcome  with  yesterday's 
excitement;  her  unexpected  meeting  with  a 
friend  of  her  dear  departed  count  has  quite ( 
upset  her.  But  I  hope  you  are  going  to  re- 
main at  Ryde ;  we  want  some  beaux  here." 

"Oh!"  said  Crouch,  looking  very  much 
obliged.  "  You  are  truly  kind,  but  I  cannot 
think  of  leaving  Montressor  and  Heatherfield 
at  Cowes.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  Mont  can- 
not sail  without  me — I  always  manage  his 
yacht." 
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"Don't  mention  Lord  Montressor,  the 
countess  has  taken  such  a  dislike  to  him. 
He  seems  so  haughty  and  cold/9 

"  You  don't  know  him,"  replied  Lionel ; 
"he  is  an  excellent  creature,  though  cer- 
tainly a  little  formal  at  first,  hut  it  wears 
off." 

"  Women,"  said  Mrs.  Brandleigh,  and  she 
suited  her  looks  to  the  word,  "  are  fond  of 
spirit  and  vivacity ;  the  days  of  sighing  swains 
are  gone  hy." 

A  pause  ensued,  hut,  as  the  loquacious  lady 
was  playing  a  game,  it  did  not  last  long. 
*    "I  wonder,"  said  Mrs.  Brandleigh,  looking 
at  Crouch  with  an  expression  of  interest,  "  I 
wonder  you  have  never  married,  Mr.  Crouch." 

The  Tuft-hunter  was  thinking  of  a  suit- 
able reply,  when  the  lady  continued. 

"  So  gay,  so  gallant,  and  so  devoted  to  the 
fair,  I  should  think  you  had  only  to  ask  and 
command." 

Crouch  again  looked  pleased,  but  to  get  a 
word  in  even  edgeways  was  impossible. 


THE  TUFT-HUNTER.  57 

"  I  have  been  twice  married  myself,  and  I 
am  quite  sure  where  there  exists  reciprocity 
of  affection,  congeniality  of  taste,  and  sym- 
pathy of  feeling,  no  other  state  can  be  so 
truly  satisfactory.  But  you  men  are  such 
gay  deceivers,  *  to  one  thing  constant  never/ 
as  the  divine  bard  says ;  you  try  everything 
in  your  power  to  turn  the  heads  of  our  sex, 
without  any  serious  intentions  of  matrimony." 

This  voluntary  confession  of  opinions,  deli- 
vered in  Mrs.  Brandleigh's  most  agreeable  off- 
hand manner,  corroborated  in  Crouch's  mind 
all  his  former  belief  of  the  interest  he  had 
created  in  the  widowed  countess's  breast. 

"  Now,  there's  the  Countess  Sandomir,  ten- 
der, shy,  and  retiring.  She  will  scarcely 
speak  to  a  man,  although  she  has  two  men 
of  rank  dying  for  her.  To  be  sure  she  has  a 
right  to  please  herself.  She  has  a  large  for- 
tune, a  chateau  in  France,  the  Sandomir  jew- 
els, and  nobody  to  control  her ;  and,  /  think, 
would  make  any  man  happy,  if  he  only  knew 
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how  to  appreciate  her.  However,  we  hare 
no  confidences,  and  I  never  venture  to  trouble 
ier  with  my  advice." 

The  lively  widow  seemed  fully  bent  on  ex- 
acting the  attention  due  to  her  sex,  and,  after 
boring  Crouch  with  the  history  of  her  early 
life  and  adventures  in  England,  previously  to 
her  being  sent  out  to  the  Indian  wife  market, 
began  to  amuse  him,  as  she  fondly  conceived, 
with  the  virtues  of  her  last  "  dear  departed,'* 
and  the  numerous  candidates  for  her  widowed 
hand  and  her  rupees.  * 

Crouch  shortly  took  his  leave,  with  the 
assurance  that  in  a  few  days  he  would  repeat 
his  visit. 

Affairs  were  in  this  position  when  Crouch 
opened  his  heart,  in  a  kind  of  hypothetical 
way,  to  his  noble  patron,  with  regard  to  the 
widow,  to  which  train  of  thought  he  had  been 
led  by  the  conversation  he  had  previously  had 
with  Mrs.  Brandleigh. 

"  Are  you  going  a-float  to-day,  my  Lord  ?" 
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inquired  the  Tuft-hunter,  as  he  joined  Lord 
Montressor  in  front  of  the  Yacht  Club.  "  If  bo, 
you  might  take  a  cruise  to  Ryde." 

"  I  think  not ;  the  wind  blows  too  fresh 
from  the  west— quite  a  gale  at  sea." 

The  master  of  his  lordship's  yacht,  who  was 
waiting  for  orders,  looked  not  a  little  surpri- 
sed, for  there  was  scarcely  a  ripple  on  the 
water. 

"  Drew,"  continued  his  lordship,  "  we  shall 
get  under  way  to-morrow  at  two  o'clock,  if 
fine.  Remember  to  send  for  the  ice  and  the 
pines.     We  shall  have  ladies  on  board." 

"  And  remember,"  said  the  toady,  taking 
up  the  conversation,  "  to  strew  the  deck  with 
lavender,  and  sprinkle  liquid  sweets,  that  no 
rude  savour  maritime  invade  the  nose  of  nice 
nobility." 

After  delivering  himself  of.  this  quotation, 
Mr.  Lionel  Crouch  and  his  friend  Lord  Mon- 
tressor (whom,  by  the  bye,  although  he  "  Mon- 
tressor'd  "  and  "  Monted  "  him  in  his  absence, 
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he  "  my  lorded  "  in  his  presence  to  an  immea- 
surable extent  of  vulgarity,  not  merely  to 
toady  the  "  nubblelurd,"  as  some  of  our  here- 
ditary senators  call  it,  but  to  be  overheard  by 
the  passing  crowd)  proceeded  to  take  a  stroll 
through  the  High  Street. 

"I  don't  see,"  said  Lionel,  "why — I  — 
should  not  do  as  well  as  my  neighbours,  in  the 
matrimonial  line/' 

And  here  the  Tuft-hunter  entered  into  an 
elaborate  detail  of  his  foregone  adventures 
with  the  Countess  of  Sandomir,  a  repetition 
of  which  we  will  not  inflict  upon  the  reader. 

"  Have  you  ever  thought  of  such  a  thing, 
Crouch  ?"  said  Montressor. 

"  Why,"  said  Lionel,  "  I  can't  exactly  say 
that  I  have ;  but  I— of  course,  I  dare  say  it 
means  no  more  than  what  I  always  meet  with 
—but  I  have  thought  there  was  something 
encouraging  in  the  countess's  look,  her  eyes—" 

"  Indeed !"  said  Lord  Montressor ;  "  besides, 
Lionel,  she  is  rich." 
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"As  Crasus,"  said  Crouch;  "know  her 
fortune  to  a  fraction ;  did  not  overlook  that  in 
the  calculation." 

"  Oh !"  said  his  lordship* — "  then  yon  have 
been  thinking  rather  seriously  upon  the  sub- 
ject." 

"  Not  seriously,"  replied  the  toady,  "  only 
I  was  considering  that  it  would  be  a  good 
match — not  that  I  care  for  money— but  still 
one  cannot  many  well  without  it." 

"  Then  try  the  widow,  by  all  means,"  said 
Lord  Montressor.  "But  you  are  sure  she 
looks  kind?" 

"  Why,"  said  Crouch,  simpering,  and  af- 
fecting  to  look  modest,  "  I  can't  say  kind— 
but  uncommonly  goodnatured— and— laughs, 
and  all  that — and  I  read  in  a  book  the  other 
day  that  if  you  can  once  make  a  grave  female 
laugh,  the  day  is  your  own." 

%<  Provided  always,"  responded  his  lordship, 
"  that  she  laughs  with  and  not  at  you :  the 
difference  is  wonderfully  great." 
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"  The  countess  is  not  at  all  satirical/9  said 
the  Tuft-hunter.  "  Shall  I  write  a  letter  of 
condolence  V9 

"  A  few  lines  will  not  be  amiss,"  replied 
Lord  Montressor,  "just  to  break  the  ice. 
Then  carry  it  on  with  unaffected  devotion. 
Let  her  fall  into  friendship  ;t  sympathize  with 
her  in  all  her  feelings,  most  especially  in  the 
loss  of  her  dear  departed  count ;  agree  in  all 
her  opinions,  but  never  seem  to  do  so  with 
any  defined  object.  Thus,  in  a  few  weeks,  you 
will  gain  her  confidence.  She  will  be  con* 
vinced  you  esteem  her,  and  are  anxious  for 
her  comfort  and  welfare ;  and,  thrown  off  her 
guard  by  your  respectful  behaviour,  will  begin 
to  evince  an  undisguised  wish  for  your  soci- 
ety. She  will  at  last  feel  that  you  are  some- 
how, though  she  will  scarcely  define  it,  essen- 
tial to  her  happiness,  and  when  you  have  got 
her  into  this  blessed  state  of  amiability,  throw 
off  your  disguise,  like  the  hero  of  a  melo- 
drama, and  profess  yourself  her  lover.  Then — " 
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"  Ay,  ay,"  interrupted  Crouch,  "  that's  all 
very  fine  in  a  play,  my  dear  lord,  and  a  very 
agreeable  month's  amusement  it  would  be; 
but,  in  the  mean  time,  Captain  Broughton  or 
Sir  Blagrave  Smith  would  step  in  and  gain 
the  prize.  No,  no — if  anything  is  to  be  done, 
as  Macbeth  says,  '  'twere  well  it  were  done 
quickly.' " 

"  Then,"  said  Lord  Montressor,  "  if  that's 
your  view,  you  must  fly  a  shot  at  the  coun- 
tess, and  carry  the  day  by  a  coup  de  main" 

Crouch  listened  to  all  the  advice  of  his 
noble  friend,  believing  it  to  be  given  de  bonne 
foi ;  and  although  there  appeared  difficulties 
in  the  process  which  his  lordship  suggested, 
to  a  mind  like  Crouch's,  every  one  vanished 
in  an  instant. 

Reaching  the  club,  he  called  for  pen  and 
paper,  and  with  the  ready  assistance  of  his 
noble  friend,  addressed  a  letter  to  the  coun- 
tess, avowing— not,  it  must  be  owned,  in  the 
most  direct  and  explicit  terms,  but  in  a 
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tone  and  language  which  it  was  impossible 
for  any  lady  to  mistake  or  misapprehend-— a 
devotion  the  most  perfect  and  entire  to  her 
mind  and  person ;  and  trusting  to  her  kind- 
ness and  consideration  to  pardon  the  haste 
with  which  he  had  made  this  communication, 
and  hinting  that  his  noble  friend,  Lord  Mon- 
tressor,  took  the  deepest  interest  in  every 
thing  that  concerned  his  welfare. 

"That  will  do/9  said  his  lordship;  "and 
now  what  say  you  to  dining  here  ?  Heather- 
field  and  Cavendish  have  promised  to  come." 
I  should  be  delighted/'  replied  the  toady, 

but  I  have  an  engagement  of  a  week's 
standing  to  dine  with  old  Lady  Elderton; 
and  Miss  Lavinia  has  just  written  me  c  a  re- 
minder.' " 

"  Nonsense,  Lionel,  throw  her  over — small 
room,  hot  wine,  cold  soup,  and  an  under- 
done joint — here,  write  an  excuse — *  circum- 
stances inevitable,'  '  the  arrival  of  a  near  re- 
lative,' '  raging  toothache,'  '  a  sudden  attack 
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of  spasms/  #  violent  headache'— or  any  other 
of  the  thousand  natural  shocks  th^t  '  flesh  is 
heir  to'  will  do." 

-"Why,  really,  if  you  are  so  pressing,  I 
will  with  pleasure  give  up  the  dowager's 
feed." 

And,  "  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,"  he 
wrote  a  few  lines  to  the  lovely  young  Lavinia, 
regretting  extremely  that  an  unforeseen  cir- 
cumstance would  prevent  his  having  the  plea- 
sure of  fulfilling  his  engagement,  and  begging 
she  would  offer  his  excuses  to  her  mother. 

"  Could  you  lend  me  a  seal,  my  lord  ?"  said 
Crouch,  who  delighted  even  to  have  the  tem- 
porary loan  of  a  coronet. 

"  Waiter,  a  candle,"  exclaimed  his  lord- 
ship ;  "  I'll  seal  them." 

The  light  was  brought;  and  as  Lionel 
Crouch  went  to  the  window  to  mention  to 
some  idlers  collected  there  that  he  was  about 
to  have  the  distinguished  honour  of  dining 
with*  Lords   Montressor,    Heatherfield,   and 
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Sir  Harry  Cavendish,  the  former  noble  lord 
slipped  the  note  addressed  to  the  Countess 
Sandomir  into  the  envelope  directed  to  Miss 
Lavinia  Elderton,  and  vice  versd,  and  sealed 
them  respectively. 

The  result  of  this  practical  joke  produced 
a  much  greater  effect  than  the  noble  mischief- 
maker  had  contemplated,  as  will  be  laid  be- 
fore onr  readers  in  the  following  chapter. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

"  It  it  good  to  be  merry  and  wise, 
It  iff  good  to  be  honest  and  true ; 
It  is  good  to  be  off  with  the  old  love, 
Before  you  be  on  with  the  new." 

Old  Song. 

The  morning  after  the  incident  occurred, 
which  we  have  narrated  in  our  last  chapter, 
as  Crouch  pursued  his  walk  towards  Prospect 
Villa,  the  residence  of  Lady  Elderton,  where 
he  thought  it  necessary  to  put  in  his  card,  as 
he  crossed  the  road  to  avoid  the  gaze  of  the 
old  dowager,  who  seldom  or  ever  deserted 
her  post  at  the  window,  and  then  only  when 
relieved  by  one  of  her  daughters,  out  rushed 
John,  her  ladyship's  head  and  /ooJ-man,  a 
very  abbreviated  specimen  of  the  genus  homo, 
in  his  usual  ntglige,  of  cuffs  up  and  stockings 
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down.  Small  as  the  imp  was,  however,  his 
predecessor  must  have  been  smaller,  for  his 
clothes  did  not  fit  the  present  occupant  of 
them;  the  sleeves  being  an  inch  too  short, 
the  trowsers  not  able  to  cover  his  legs,  en 
revanche,  however,  the  shoes  were  as  much 
too  long  as  the  other  articles  of  dress  were 
too  short ;  and  were  only  kept  on  by  a  liberal 
allowance  of  supplementary  tow  thrust  into 
each  extremity. 

Upon  this  occasion,  the  man  of  all  work 
brandished  a  scented  billet  in  his  dirty  fingers, 
which  he  thrust  into  the  Tuft-hunter's  hand, 
with  the  usual  tug  of  the  top-knot,  and  a 
grinning  intimation  that  he  was  just  about  to 
take  it  to  the  club-house.  The  note  was  from 
Lady  Elderton  herself,  expressing  how  happy 
she  would  be  to  see  Mr.  Crouch  if  he  would 
honour  her  with  a  visit.  The  Tuft-hunter 
took  the  opportunity  of  some  persons  passing 
to  exclaim  loudly, 

"  Tell  her  ladyship,  I  will  do  myself  the 
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honour  of  waiting  upon  her  in  half  an  hour ; 
I  have  to  meet  Lord  Montressor  at  three,  and 
to  show  my  yacht  to  the  Marquis  of  Brierly 
at  four." 

Having,  as  he  thought,  surprised  the  pass- 
ing "natives,"  by  his  intimate  acquaintance 
with  ladies,  lords,  and  marquises,  Crouch 
strolled  towards  Newport,  to  fill  up  the  half- 
hour  previous  to  his  presenting  himself  at 
Lady  Elderton's.  On  reaching  her  house,  he 
was  shewn  into  the  little  drawing-room, 
whilst  her  ladyship's  factotum  went  to  an- 
nounce his  arrival. 

Lady  Elderton  was  some  time  making  her 
appearance,  during  which  period  the  Tuft- 
hunter  had  an  opportunity  of  becoming  very 
intimately  acquainted  with  the  court-guide, 
the  only  specimen  of  polite  literature  which 
the  apartment  afforded ;  and  to  his  horror  he 
ascertained  the  important  fact,  that  there 
were  one  hundred  and  four  Smiths,  inhabi- 
tants of  private  houses  within  the  city  of 
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Westminster  and  its  suburbs,  besides  Whites, 
Browns,  and  Greens,  ad  infinitum. 

At  last  the  door  opened,  and  in  flaunted 
the  dowager,  with  her  cap  stuck  awfully 
awry,  and  evincing  a  laborious  effort  to  shew 
that  it  had  been  tossed  on  without  a  thought, 
although  in  fact  the  last  ten  minutes  had 
been  devoted  to  the  looking-glass — to  the 
disposal  of  a  stray  ringlet  in  one  place,  and  a 
dab  of  rouge  in  another.  Her  ladyship  was 
accompanied  by  her  daughter  Lavinia,  look- 
ing all  innocence,  simplicity,  and  in  white 
muslin,  and  who,  after  a  recognition  and  a 
sigh,  modestly  took  her  station  on  the  win- 
dow-seat, and  pretended  to  be  entirely  en- 
grossed with  a  volume  of  Mrs.  Chapone's 
letters. 

Lady  Elderton's  large  eyes  rolled  with  de- 
light and  gratitude  at  Grouch's  ready  obedi- 
ence to  her  commands,  although  a  shade  of 
displeasure  came  over  her  features,  as  the 
Tuft-hunter  bowed  rather  more  formally  than 
usual. 
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"  It  is  impossible,  Mr.  Grouch,"  said  her 
ladyship,  breaking  the  ice,  "  to  misinterpret 
any  longer  your  sentiments  towards  mt- 
daughter"  so  Lady  Elderton  pronounced  it ; 
"  and  Lavinia  feels  greatly  honoured  at  the 
preference  you  have  shewn  her." 

"  I — ,  I — ,"  stammered  our  hero ;  "  really, 
my  lady,  I — ,  I — ." 

"  You  are  aware,  Mr.  Crouch,"  continued 
her  ladyship,  "  that  mi-daughters  have  very 
great  expectations  from  their  uncle,  Sir 
Francis." 

"  Allow  me,  my  lady,"  again  interrupted 
the  astonished  Tuft-hunter,  "  to  explain. — 
Your  ladyship  quite  misunderstands  my  at- 
tentions, which  are  nothing— more — than — 
an  innocent  flirtation." 

"  An  innocent  flirtation !"  exclaimed  Lady 
Elderton; 

"  An  innocent  flirtation  ! "  echoed  her 
daughter. 

"  Lavy,  my  dear,"  said  the  agitated  mother, 
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"  leave  the  room ;  the  scene  will  be  too  much 
for  your  sensitive  frame." 

Indeed  the  scene  proved  too  much  for  her 
as  it  was;  for,  no  sooner  had  she  looked 
round,  and  perceived  Lionel  Crouch  preparing 
to  take  his  departure,  than  she  threw  herself 
into  a  theatrical  attitude  upon  the  sofa,  hiding 
her  face  with  her  hands,  and  sobbing  in  a 
manner  that  would  have  melted  a  heart  of 
stone,  although  it  did  not  that  of  the  Tuft- 
hunter. 

"  Oh!  Mr.  Crouch — I  can  never— no— 
never  forget— my  heart  is  breaking— oh 
it  is  impossible — but  if — I  fall  a  victim 
oh !  oh !  oh !  I  forgive — " 

"  I  should  not  have  judged,  Miss  lAvinia, 
from  your  appearance,  that  you  were  in  any 
danger,"  replied  Lionel  Crouch,  with  the  ut- 
most sang-froid. 

"  How !  Mr.  Crouch,  do  you  suppose  I  can 
survive  the  ill-treatment  I  have  met  with ! 
To  have  my  feelings  trifled  with !   To  have 
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my  name  made  the  sport  of  all  the  island — 
Oh  !  it  is  too  shocking !  No,  Mr.  Crouch,  I 
cannot  live." 

And  here  followed  another  severe  touch  of 
hysterics.  Crouch  now  rushed  forward,  and, 
ringing  the  hell,  called  for  cold  water,  vinai- 
grettes, burnt  feathers,  eau  de  cologne,  and 
every  other  specific  for  the  recovery  of  feint- 
ing  young  ladies. 

The  arrival  of  the  footman  and  lady's-maid 
gave  the  Tuft-hunter  an  opportujiity  to  retire, 
and  he  was  about  to  wish  Lady  Elderton 
good-morning,  when  the  hysterical  damsel 
sobbed  and  screamed — 

"  Mr.  Crouch,  have  pity  on  me. —  Leave 
not  your  devoted  Lavinia  a  prey  to  never- 
ceasing  grief." 

Such  an  appeal  had  a  momentary  effect 
upon  the  hard-hearted  and  faithless  deceiver, 
and  he  listened  to  what  followed  with  a  feel- 
ing nearly  allied  to  compunction. 

"  Mamma  sent  for  you,"  she  proceeded, 

vol.  in.  E 
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"  to  unburthen  my— I  mean  her — oh— oh  !— 
It  is  dreadful  to  find  oneself  in  this  world 
without  a  heart  to  sympathize  in  one's  suffer- 
ings, or  a  hand  to  afford  protection.  But  I 
have  not  deserved  this.  Oh !  oh  !  Farewell, 
Mr.  Crouch,  for  ever." 

"  Farewell,  Miss  Elderton,  for  ever,"  echoed 
the  Tuft-hunter,  as  he  bowed  and  retired  to- 
wards the  door. 

Here  Lady  Elderton  uttered  a  cry  of  con- 
centrated rage,  which  so  far  got  the  better  of 
her  that  she  ceased  for  a  time  to  play  the 
actress ;  then,  turning  towards  the  terrified 
Tuft-hunter,  she  indulged  in  a  tirade  of  in- 
vective against  him,  declaring  that  she  would 
make  his  villany  known ;  that  she  would  sue 
him  for  a  breach  of  promise  of  marriage ;  that 
her  cousin,  Captain  O'Hagerty,  of  the  Cape- 
mounted  Riflemen,  should  call  him  out,  and 
that  she  would  see  these  and  other  agreeable 
threats  put  into  execution, "  though  she  should 
die  for  it." 
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Crouch  again  attempted  to  break  up  this 
extraordinary  interview,  when  Lady  Elderton 
gave  way  to  another  explosion  of  anger,  and, 
drawing  from  her  reticule  a  letter,  which 
Lionel  immediately  recognised  as  his  own — 

"  Do  you  deny  this  ?"  said  the  dowager, 
her  features  again  distorted  and  overspread 
by  the  livid  hue  of  spite.  "  Is  this  your  sig- 
nature?" 

Who  can  describe  the  Tuft-hunter's  horror 
and  dismay,  when  he  saw  that  the  letter  the 
incensed  mother  held  in  her  hand  was  the 
identical  one  he  had  addressed  to  the  Countess 
Sandomir,  and  which,  through  the  mischievous 
propensity  of  his  patron,  Montressor,  had 
been  placed  in  its  wrong  envelope !  Although 
Crouch  was  aware  that  the  contents  of  it 
were  vague,  the  vision  of  the  Court  of 
Queen's  Bench — Lord  Chief- Justice  Den  man 
— Mr.  Serjeant  Talfourd — flitted  across  him, 
and  he  was,  for  the  moment,  completely  non- 
plussed.     Seizing  the  first  opportunity,  the 
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crestfallen  Tuft-hunter  rose  to  make  his 
escape,  under  a  volley  of  invectives  from  the 
irritated  dowager,  who  still  vowed  vengeance 
against  him. 

Crouch  lost  no  time  in  unburthening  his 
heart  to  Lord  Montressor,  who  felt  deeply 
hurt  at  the  scrape  he  had  unintentionally  got 
his  toady  into.  After  dinner,  the  two  friends 
retired  to  take  a  turn  in  the  cool  of  the 
evening,  when  they  were  soon  overtaken  by 
Colonel  M'Murdoch,  C.  B.,  a  tall,  elegant, 
military-looking  man,  about  fifty — the  empty 
coat-sleeve,  looped  up  to  his  left  breast, 
showed  how  dearly  he  had  purchased  his  dis- 
tinction— and  who  delivered  a  message  in  due 
form  from  Captain  O'Hagerty,  for  the  next 
morning,  at  six  o'clock,  which,  of  course,  was 
accepted. 

Lionel  returned  directly  to  the  hotel,  to 
settle  such  matters  as  might  be  required, 
leaving  the  providing  of  pistols  and  arrange- 
ments to  Montressor,  who,  in  addition  to 
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other  precautions,  ordered  a  boat  to  be  in 
readiness  to  leave  the  island  immediately,  in 
case  of  any  thing  serious. 

The  place  chosen  was  one  of  the  green 
lanes,  darkened  with  the  luxuriance  of  foliage 
of  different  trees  and  wild  shrubs— -a  spot 
better  fitted  to  witness  the  meeting  of  lovers, 
and  receive  their  sighs  and  vows,  than  the 
hostile  rencontre  of  two  young  men,  who,  a 
few  days  before,  were  mixing  together  in 
social  intercourse. 

The  parties  were  on  the  spot  at  the  ap- 
pointed time.  A  retired  nook  was  chosen, 
the  ground  marked  out,  the  opponents  took 
their  stations,  and,  the  signal  being  given, 
they  both  fired  together ;  Lionel  discharging 
his  pistol  in  the  air,  and  O'Hagerty's  ball 
passing  through  his  adversary's  hat.  The 
seconds  then  interfered,  and  the  belligerent 
parties  left  the  ground  without  one  word  of 
explanation. 

Out  of  danger,  nothing  could  exceed  the 
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joy  of  the  Tuft-hunter,  especially  when  the 
two  friends  retired  to  draw  up  a  statement 
for  the  newspapers  of  the  "  duel  in  high  life, 
between  the  Honourable  Captain  O'Hagerty, 
of  the  Cape-mounted  Riflemen,  attended  by 
Colonel  M'Murdoch,  C.B.,  and  Lionel  Crouch, 
Esq.,  attended  by  Lord  Montressor,  caused 
by  a  misunderstanding  respecting  a  near  rela- 
tive of  the  former's,  the  daughter  of  a  noble 
house." 

The  feeling  of  gratification  that  the  above 
paragraph  had  excited  in  the  Tuft-hunter's 
breast  was  considerably  marred  by  the  fol- 
lowing announcement  that  went  the  round  of 
the  press — 

"  An  action  for  breach  of  promise  of  mar- 
riage is  about  to  be  brought  by  the  Honour- 
able Miss  L.  E ,  youngest  daughter  of 

the  Dowager  Lady  E ,  of  E Park, 

shire,  against  L C ,   Esq.,  a 

gentleman  of  more  advanced  years,  and  well 
known  in  the  fashionable  society  of  London. 
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The  damages  are  laid  at  £5000.  The  brief 
runs  to  1000  folios,  and  the  case  excites  the 
deepest  interest." 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

"  Plutus  appear'd,  and  said  Tia  true 
In  marriage  gold  is  all  their  view ; 
They  seek  no  beauty,  wit,  or  sense ; 
And  love  is  seldom  the  pretence ; 
All  offer  incense  at  my  shrine, 
And  I  alone  the  bargain  sign. 


Gat. 


On  the  arrival  of  the  post  the  next  morn- 
ing, the  following  letter  was  put  into  the  Toft- 
hunter's  hands : — 

"  Monsieur, 
"  Madame  Brandleigh  ne  veut  pas— dat  is, 
has  transferra  her  pen  to  mee,  pour  faire  — 
c'est  a  dire  —  excusez  mee,  saar.  I  am  par- 
faite  in  prononce  de  Inglis  languish  —  but  no 
wreet  it — not  accoutume  a  1'ecrire.    She  tank 
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you,  saar,  for  your  yest-day  visit,  and  vil  be 
ver  much  happy  to  see  you  egain,  in  de  mean 
time,  Madame  la  Countesse  Sandomir  et  Ma- 
dame Brandleigh,  prient  Monsieur  Crouch,  de 
leur  faire  l'amitie  de  venir  diner  avec  eux 
Lundi  prochain. 

"  Avec  toute  consideration, 

"  J'ai  Thonneur  d'etre, 

"  Monsieur,  votre  tres  humble  serviteur, 

"  Eugenie  Sandomir. 

"  Ryde  ce  jeudi." 

To  this  elegant  epistle  was  added  a  PS. 
from  Mrs..  Brandleigh : — 

"  The  account  of  the  duel  has  just  reached 
us.  We  congratulate  you  on  your  preserva- 
tion.    None  but  the  brave  deserve  the  fair." 

The  Countess  Sandomir  was  as  thorough  a 
coquette  as  ever  decorated  the  pier  at  Ryde ; 
and  even  during  the  few  months  that  had 
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elapsed  since  "  the  widow's  sombre  cap  con- 
cealed her  once  luxuriant  hair/9  many  aspi- 
rants for  fame  and  fortune  had  been  congratu- 
lated as  likely  to  succeed  to  her  vacant  hand 
and  heart.  But  hitherto  the  countess  had  pre- 
ferred the  reputation  of  having  many  adorers, 
to  the  reality  of  a  second  husband.  Not  that 
she  preferred  single  blessedness  or  wretched- 
ness, (as  the  case  may  be)  but  that  no  one  had 
come  forward  with  any  pretension  to  that 
fashion  which  she  so  strongly  coveted. 

When  Lionel  Crouch  appeared,  the  friend 
of  all  the  aristocracy,  the  man  of  fashion,  at 
least  according  to  her  ideas,  her  hopes,  her 
wishes,  if  not  her  feelings,  as  we  have  already 
said,  underwent  a  sudden  and  violent  change. 
At  first,  indeed,  she  only  looked  upon  him  as 
an  agreeable  man  of  fashion;  but  more  se- 
rious thoughts  quickly  followed,  and  the  idea 
of  a  home  in  London,  and  the  advantage  of 
being  introduced  iijto  the  gay  world,  became 
one  of  hourly  recurrence. 
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The  countess  was  not  a  person  to  allow  such 
a  notion  to  lie  idle,  nor  was  Lionel  Crouch  a 
man  to  permit  the  gentle  advances  to  intimacy 
of  so  great  a  speculation  as  the  Countess  San- 
domir  to  stop  short,  or  lead  to  nothing.  The 
intimacy,  therefore,  did  advance,  and  in  Mrs. 
Brandleigh  the  disconsolate  widow  found  a 
most  able  coadjutor. 

Matters  went  on  in  this  way  for  some  time, 
and  it  was  not  a  little  curious  to  see  the  two 
lovers  at  work,  each  spinning  a  web  to  catch 
the  other.  All  was  smiles  and  good-humour. 
But  no  proposal  was  made. 

In  a  small  unpretending  book  of  rare  merit, 
entitled  "  Maxims  and  Hints  on  Angling, 
Chess,  Shooting,  and  other  Matters,"  and  a 
perusal  of  which  we  strongly  recommend  to 
our  piscatory  and  sporting  friends,  the  author, 
speaking  of  a  trout,  says,  "  Never  mind  what 
they  of  the  old  school  say  about  'playing 
him  till  he  is  tired.'  Much  valuable  time 
and  many  a  good  fish  may  be  lost  by  this  an- 
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tiquated  proceeding.  Put  him  into  your 
basket  as  soon  as  you  can" 

This  advice,  as  regards  the  "  finny  tribe," 
coming  from  one  of  the  most  able,  agreeable, 
and  experienced  pens  of  the  day,  seemed  to 
the  countess  perfectly  applicable  to  the  affairs 
of  humanity ;  and,  accordingly,  the  anxious 
widow's  disposition  for  playing  with  her  fish, 
after  having  hooked  him,  was  lost  sight  of  in 
her  avidity  to  "  basket "  him. 

The  triumph  of  the  Tuft-hunter,  who,  like 
Hudibras's  Cupid, 

« took  his  stand 

Upon  a  widow's  jointure  land," 

may  be  more  easily  imagined  than  described, 
when  he  found  himself  a  permitted  attendant 
upon  the  countess.  To  say  that  she  was  in- 
different to  the  attentions  of  Crouch,  which 
he  now  began  to  pay  with  some  assiduity, 
were  to  be  unjust  to  the  lady :  her  vanity  had 
been  gratified  by  the  homage  offered  to  her 
charms,  but  her  heart  was  not  yet  touched. 
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To  say  the  truth,  the  hearts  of  a  small  por- 
tion of  the  fair  sex  are  only  to  be  effectually 
moved  by  a  strong  siege  laid  to  their  vanity, 
and  the  Countess  Sandomir  was  one  of  this 
chosen  few. 

0  Vanity !  thou  paradise  of  fools !  young 
and  old,  high  or  low,  peer  or  peasant,  countess 
or  chambermaid,  all  bow  to  thy  empire ! 

The  couple  were  now  inseparable ;  Crouch's 
visits  to  the  widow's  cottage  being  in  every 
respect  diametrically  opposite  to  those  re- 
corded as  being  paid  by  angels ;  for,  instead  of 
"  few  and  far  between,"  their  recapitulations 
were  so  frequent,  and  so  small  a  pause  divided 
their  continuance,  that  they  might  almost  be 
said  to  have  condensed  themselves  into  one 
endless  visitation. 

One  day,  when  the  ladies  at  Bellevue  Villa 
were  lounging  over  their  luncheon,  the  bell 
proclaimed  a  visiter. 

"  I  wonder  who  it  can  be  ?"  ejaculated  Mrs. 
Brandleigh,  at  the  same  time  running  to  the 
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window,  and  peeping  through  the  wire  blind. 
"  It  can't  be  Mr.  Crouch,  for  he  is  sailing 
with  Lord  Montressor.  What  a  beautiful 
phaeton,  and  such  horses,  and  a  groom  with  a 
cockade.     Why  I  declare  it  is  Mr.  Crouch." 

The  countess  approached  the  window,  looked 
at  the  equipage  that  had  drawn  such  eulogium 
from  her  loquacious  friend,  but  said  nothing. 
Mrs.  Brandleigh  now  pulled  the  bell,  as  if  the 
house  were  on  fire.  The  long-legged  page  and 
Sarah  the  housemaid  rushed  up  stairs  with 
dutiful  haste  at  the  energetic  summons. 

"  We  are  at  home,  Edward !" 

"  Yes,  ma'am." 

The  page  retired,  and  Mrs.  Brandleigh 
darted  off  to  her  bedroom,  to  make  some  tri- 
fling alteration  in  her  toilet,  which  she  consi- 
dered due  to  the  occasion.  The  countess 
threw  herself  into  a  becoming  attitude,  ar- 
ranged the  folds  of  a  splendid  Cachmere  shawl, 
hid  away  a  rather  dog's-eared  volume  of  Paul 
de  Kock's  La  Femme,  le  Man,  et  l'Amant, 
and  took  up  a  splendidly  bound  Fenelon. 
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By  this  time  the  long-legged  boy  had 
opened  the  door,  and  the  enamoured  Tuft- 
hunter,  with  his  body  half  inclined,  entered, 
his  countenance  and  manner  evincing  the  deep 
sense  of  the  honour  he  felt  conferred  upon 
him,  by  the  cordial  welcome  of  the  countess. 

"Accept  this  bouquet,  Madame  La  Com- 
tesse,  a  small  offering,  but  of  choice  and  rare 
plants." 

"  Mille  graces,"  responded  the  countess. 
"  Vraiment,  Monsieur  Crouch,  vous  etes  le 
genie  des  dames  !  Toujours  aux  petits  soins 
pour  elles,  toujours  des  bouquets,  des  bonbons, 
des  loges  a  l'opera." 

Lionel,  anxious  to  show  his  intimacy  with 
the  distinguished  foreigner,  now  proposed  a 
walk  on  the  pier,  to  which  proposition  she 
courteously  acceded,  and  retired  to  prepare 
for  the  promenade. 

The  countess  was  absent  some  little  time, 
during  which  period  the  Tuft-hunter  amused 
jumself  with  the  volume  of  Fenelon.     Not 
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that  his  thirst  for  knowledge  led  him  to  search 
within,  for,  be  it  known  to  our  readers,  that 
the  whole  of  his  attention  was  occupied  with- 
out, in  contemplating  the  magnificent  coat 
of  arms  emblazoned  upon  the  binding ;  and, 
while  he  was  picturing  to  himself  the  effect  the 
Sandomir  arms,  with  their  griffin  supporters 
and  lion  crest  would  produce  when  united  with 
his,  the  countess  reappeared. 

She  was,  to  use  her  friend  Mrs.  Brandleigh's 
expression,  "  beautifully  got  up ;"  and,  taking 
the  aspiring  Tuft-hunter's  arm,  and  attended 
by  the  chasseur,  they  proceeded  to  the  pier. 

But  we  will  spare  our  readers  the  uninte- 
resting details  of  this  and  many  other  subse- 
quent interviews,  all  tending  to  hasten  the 
denouement  of  this  sentimental  love-chase. 
They  will  doubtless  have  gathered  out  of  the 
discourse  of  Mrs.  Brandleigh  sufficient  mate- 
rials wherewith  to  raise  a  suspicion  of  the 
course  of  life  pursued  by  the  Countess  San- 
domir since  the  death  of  the  count.     It  will 
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be  necessary,  however,  that  we  should  state  a 
little  more  in  foil,  and  yet  briefly,  the  career 
of  that  lady  during  the  last  few  months. 

The  countess,  then,  with  a  sum  of  three 
thousand  pounds  in  her  banker's  hands,  and 
as  many  more  charms  of  person  as  her  nume- 
rous admirers  were  pleased  to  ascribe  to  her, 
was  resolved  to  maintain  such  a  standing  in 
society  as  her  various  claims  seemed  to  war- 
rant her  in  assuming.  With  this  view,  she 
made  herself  mistress  of  a  small  villa  at  Ryde, 
liquidated  her  more  pressing  demands  just  so 
far  as  to  enable  her  to  get  deeper  into  her  old 
tradesmen's  books,  and  to  whet  the  appetite  of 
new  applicants  for  the  honour  of  her  name  in 
their  ledger.  Her  arrival  at  Hyde  was  made 
known  through  the  usual  channel,  the  news- 
papers, and  a  few  ostentatious  charities,  and 
subscriptions  to  the  libraries,  baths,  pier,  &c, 
had  already  gained  her  a  considerable  degree 
of  notoriety.  This  was  greatly  increased  by 
"  the  continental  lady  of  high  rank,"  as  she 
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was  called,  appearing  on  the  pier,  attended  by 
a  huge  whiskered  chasseur  and  a  magnificent 
bloodhound,  one  of  a  pack  which  the  late 
count  kept  at  his  chateau  in  France ! 

The  countess  now  became  the  all-absorbing 
lioness  of  the  pier,  which  was  crowded  every 
morning  with  anxious  groups,  eager  to  see  if 
so  great  a  character  walked  and  talked  like 
any  other  person .  Her  goings  out  and  comings 
in  were  all  equally  trumpeted  forth,  and  the 
town  of  Ryde  was  made  happy  in  learning 
how  many  ices  her  ladyship  consumed  before 
dinner. 

Amongst  those  most  anxious  to  catch  the 
eye  of  the  great  personage,  was  Mrs.  Brand- 
leigh,  a  lady  ever  seeking  fashionable  society, 
and  who  spoke  loudly  of  her  large  circle  of 
acquaintance  in  London.  Soon  after  the 
arrival  of  the  distinguished  foreigner,  Mis. 
Brandleigh,  having  discovered  that  she  once 
had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  her  at  the  Gold- 
smith's ball,  left  her  card ;  this  was  immedi- 
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ately  returned.  Through  this  means  the  de- 
sired honour  of  an  acquaintance  was  gained ; 
and  the  countess,  finding  that  her  new  friend 
would  be  a  very  useful  coadjutor  in  her  pre- 
sent schemes,  gladly  availed  herself  of  every 
opportunity  of  cultivating  an  acquaintance; 
and,  before  long,  they  not  only  became  inse- 
parable, but  agreed  to  divide  Bellevue  Villa 
between  them. 

This  was  no  sooner  achieved,  than  Mrs. 
Brandleigh  affected  an  intimate  knowledge  of 
all  the  countess's  past  life,  dropped  obscure 
hints  as  to  her  motives  in  coming  to  Ryde, 
gave  out  that  she  was  an  immense  fortune, 
possessed  the  most  splendid  jewels  in  the 
world,  and  was  the  owner  of  a  magnificent 
chateau  in  France.  She  talked  over  the  great 
lady's  projects  as  if  she  was  quite  well  ac- 
quainted with  them,  and  even  went  so  far  as 
to  call  on  the  clergyman  and  ask  him  in  what 
way  a  charitable  gift,  that  was  intended  to  be 
made  by  the  countess,  would  be  best  bestowed. 
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The  reverend  divine,  who  had  seen  the  two 
ladies  at  church  together  the  preceding  Sun- 
day, made  no  doubt  she  stood  in  high  favour 
with  the  countess,  and  entered  into  a  long  de- 
tail about  penny  subscriptions,  pauper  luna- 
tics, Bell's  schools,  lying-in  hospitals,  dispen- 
saries, adult  orphans'  societies,  and  finally 
gained  Mrs.  Brandleigh's  consent  to  nominate 
the  countess  and  herself  as  patronesses  of  the 
fancy  bazaar  to  be  held  at  Cowes  for  the  New- 
port Dispensary  and  out-door  relief  association. 
In  the  mean  time,  the  love  affair,  as  it  was 
called  by  the  bathing  gentry  of  Byde,  was  dis- 
cussed in  every  promenade  and  at  every  tea- 
table.  Such  is  universally  the  case  in  the 
gossiping,  scandalous  community  of  a  small 
watering-place.  In  London,  the  circle  is  so 
extensive,  that,  although  some  hundred  or  two 
people  whisper,  and  look  wise,  and  turn  up 
their  heads,  and  nod  and  wink  at  each  other 
when  a  flirtation  becomes  a  little  too  evident, 
there  are  hundreds  of  others  to  whom  it  is  a 
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matter  of  no  interest ;  and,  moreover,  what- 
ever people  think,  they  are  so  occupied  with 
their  own  affairs  as  to  keep  their  thoughts  at 
some  distance  from  the  flirters  themselves. 
Within  the  confined  precincts  of  a  watering- 
place — and  Ryde  is  not  exempt  from  this 
failing — the  slightest  movement  of  that  nature 
creates  an  universal  sensation ;  all  the  worst 
passions  of  mankind,  envy,  malice,  and  jea- 
lousy, are  concentrated  in  a  small  community 
of  that  sort,  and  the  whole  tribe  of  tabbies 
are  in  motion. 

Such  was  now  the  case.  "  To  be  sure," 
says  one,  "  the  countess  is  an  extraordinary 
person,  not  to  see  through  Mr.  Crouch's  con- 
duct— all  for  her  money." — "  Only  to  think," 
says  another :  "  to  give  up  Sir  Blagrave  Smith 
for  such  a  man :  it's  monstrous." — "  Captain 
Broughton  will  resent  it,"  cries  a  third :  "  to 
be  jilted  for  such  a  coxcomb." — "  There  are 
stories  of  certain  meetings  at  moonlight,"  ex- 
claims a  fourth,  "  that  do  not  redound  much 
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to  the  countess's  credit." — "Depend  upon 
it,"  adds  another,  "that  matchmaking  Mrs. 
Brandleigh  has  brought  it  all  about."  Some 
shook  their  heads,  and  declared  they  would 
never  believe  in  the  marriage  until  the  knot 
was  indissolubly  tied,  while  others  chuckled  as 
they  said,  "  they  always  knew  it  would  end  in 
a  match/' 

Lionel  Crouch  had  certainly  been  acquainted 
with  the  Countess  Sandomir  more  than  a  year ; 
but,  with  the  exception  of  the  last  three  weeks, 
he  had  literally  seen  nothing  of  her.  His 
pretensions,  nevertheless,  had  been,  it  must  be 
acknowledged,  considerably  encouraged  during 
that  short  period  by  the  bright  sunshine  of  her 
eyes,  and  he  determined  to  strike  while  the 
iron  was  hot.  Having  therefore  "  screwed  his 
courage  to  the  sticking-place"  by  the  remem- 
brance of  the  handsome  jointure,  the  chateau 
near  Paris,  the  splendid  jewels,  and  last,  not 
least,  his  anxiety  to  secure  the  prize  he 
through  life  had  sought — a  titled  wife — the 
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Tuft-hunter  set  off  on  horseback  to  accom- 
plish it. 

The  Sea  Nymph,  under  the  command  of 
Captain  Chaplin,  was  ordered  to  cruise  off 
Ryde,  to  enable  its  owner  to  appear  before 
the  widow  in  all  the  pride  and  pomp  of  an 
owner  of  a  yacht.  His  boat's  crew,  saunter- 
ing in  front  of  Bellevue  Villa,  equipped  in 
fancy  trowsers,  shirts,  and  hats,  with  Sea 
Nymph  worked  on  their  breasts,  would,  ac- 
cording to  our  hero's  ideas,  produce  a  grand 
effect ;  nor  did  he  anticipate  a  less  one  for 
himself,  decked  out  in  white,  coarse,  duck 
trousers,  striped  stockings  and  shirt,  glazed 
hat,  with  a  glass  in  his  hand,  and  looking  for 
all  the  world  like  the  hero  of  a  nautical  drama 
at  the  Surrey  Theatre. 

On  reaching  the  villa,  he  was,  as  usual, 
shown  into  the  morning-room,  overlooking  the 
sea ;  and  it  was  with  no  little  exultation  that 
he  saw  the  Sea  Nymph,  her  mast  towering  to 
the  skies,  and  her  ample  mainsail  swelling  to 
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the  breeze.  On  looking  round  the  room,  he 
found  every  thing  much  as  it  was  wont  to  be — 
sofas,  footstools,  albums,  guitar,  music,  but  no 
countess. 

"  Madame  La  Comptesse  will  descend  im- 
mediately," said  the  chasseur,  in  broken  Eng- 
lish, and  he  closed  the  door,  leaving  the  Tuft- 
hunter  to  his  castle-building  meditations.  At 
length,  the  door  re-opened,  and  Mrs.  Brand- 
leigh,  accompanied  by  the  pale  and  languid 
widow,  whose  eyes  were  red  with  weeping,  or 
strong-smelling  salts,  entered  the  room. 

After  the  usual  salutations,  Crouch  took  the 
countess's  hand,  respectfully  kissed  it,  and  led 
her  to  the  sofa.  Her  handkerchief  was  at  her 
eyes  ;  she  appeared  greatly  agitated  ;  and, 
although  she  made  no  resistance,  she  mani- 
fested no  inclination  to  return  the  tender  pres- 
sure bestowed  upon  her  fingers.  At  length, 
she  spoke— 

"  How  kind  of  you,  Monsieur  Crouch,  to 
come  on  such  a  day  —  the  anniversary  of  my 
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poor  Jorrefowier's  death"  (here  she  sobbed 
loudly).  "  Je  ne  pourrai  jamais  m'acquitter 
envers  vous," 

Here  Mrs.  Brandleigh,  who  had  been  all 
this  time  admiring  the  beautiful  vessel,  "  oh 
la"-ing  and  "  oh  mi"-ing  it  to  a  fearful  extent, 
accidentally  (on  purpose)  left  the  room,  giving 
our  hero  an  opportunity  of  administering  con- 
solation to  the  widowed  Niobe,  now  all  tears. 
"  Weep  not,  fair  lady,"  he  exclaimed, 


a 


The  living  claim  some  duty ;  vainly  thou 
Bestow 'st  thy  cares  upon  the  silent  dead." 


After  delivering  himself  of  this  quotation, 
the  Tuft-hunter  felt  his  resolution,  like  Acres's 
courage,  oozing  out  at  the  end  of  his  fingers ; 
but,  turning  his  eyes  to  a  splendid  jewel-case, 
which  the  countess  had  somewhat  ostentati- 
ously opened,  to  take  out  the  "portrait  char- 
mant"  of  her  dearly-loved,  deceased  count, 
his  fortitude  returned ;  Lionel  "  was  himself 

vol.  in,  P 
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again ;"  and,  working  himself  up  into  a  state 
of  amative  enthusiasm,  he  exclaimed — 

"  It  is  impossible,  my  dear  lady,  that  we  can 
either  of  us  any  longer  mistake  the  nature  of 
the  sentiment  which  we  feel  for  each  other." 

The  countess  answered  only  by  a  deep  sigh, 
which  partook  indeed  of  the  nature  of  a  sob ; 
and,  by  the  continued  application  of  her  hand- 
kerchief, it  appeared  that  she  wept  freely. 
Lionel  once  more  renewed  the  subject;  and 
so  skilfully  did  he  manage  her  feelings,  and 
bend  her  mind  to  his  purpose,  that  ere  long 
he  saw  realised  the  old  French  adage,  at  least 
as  far  as  regards  the  latter,  "Chateau  qui 
parle,  et  femme  qui  ecoute  Pun  et  Fautre  va 
se  rendre." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Crouch !"  said  the  agitated  coun- 
tess ;  "  I  know  not  what  I  can  —  I  know  not 
what  I  ought  to  do !" 

This  was  delivered  with  so  enchanting  a 
softness,  that  Crouch  could  do  no  less  than  go 
the  right-ahead  system. 
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"  Say,  beloved,"  (here  the  Tuft-hunter  re- 
membered the  funds,  houses,  jewels,  &c,  and 
got  inspired)  "  that  I  am  not  deceived  in  thee 
— that  thou  will  be  mine— 

" '  With  life  to  keep,  and  scarce  with  life  resign.' " 

Here  Lionel  glanced  at  the  barometer  of 
the  countess's  countenance,  to  observe  whether 
it  rose  or  fell  at  the  declaration  of  his  senti- 
ments, and  was  gratified  at  finding  it  "  set 
fair."  Looking  up,  and  seeing  those  drops 
that  had  recently  stood  in  the  eyes  of  his  mis- 
tress taking  their  course  down  her  cheeks,  he 
exclaimed,  with  fervour — 

"  Yes,  yes !  in  those  precious  tears  are  the 
signals  of  pity;  may  I  presume  further  to 
hope  that  love  may  yet  find  its  way  into  that 
bosom  where  nothing  but  tenderness  can  reign  ? 
I  see  it,  I  see  it !  that  heavenly  smile,  beaming 
through  your  tears,  gives  me  ground  for  hope. 
Say  but  that  you  are  mine." 

He  had  taken  the  countess's  unresisting  hand 
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in  his ;  and,  as  he  pronounced  these  words, 
accompanied  by  an  imploring  look,  and  the 
tremulous  and  barely  audible  "  Yes "  had 
scarcely  been  pronounced,  when  her  lover 
imprinted  an  impassioned  kiss  on  those  lovely 
fingers.  The  ecstasy  of  such  a  moment  re- 
paid all  his  troubles. 

"Then  be  it  so,  Lionel,"  exclaimed  the 
countess,  after  a  pause  -r  "  my  hand  shall  be, 
my  heart  has  long  been,  yours." 

For  some  minutes,  the  lovers  sat  in  that 
state  of  mute  and  unspeakable  delight,  that  it 
is  hoped  many  of  our  readers  have  experi- 
enced and  understood  better  than  we  can 
describe. 

The  happy  and  accepted  lover  now  saluted 
the  fair  widow's  forehead,  the  first  kiss  of 
affianced  love,  and  departed,  leaving  her  in  a 
far  more  comfortable  state  of  composure  than 
that  in  which  he  had  found  her.  Madame  La 
Comtesse  lost  no  time  in  communicating  the 
pleasing  intelligence  to  her  friend  that  Crouch 
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had  "  come,  seen,  and  conquered ;"  whilst  he 
returned  to  Cowes  in  the  highest  possible  spi- 
rits, at  the  prospect  of  being  able  at  last  to 
call  a  real  and  living  countess  his  own. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

"  His  fortune  swells  him — 
Tis  rank — he's  married." 

Massingkr. 

The  happy  day  for  the  marriage  ceremony 
was  now  fixed.  The  19th  of  September  was 
to  see  Lionel  Crouch  the  happiest  husband 
of  the  happiest  wife  in  all  England.  The 
Morning  Post  and  Court  Journal  had  teemed 
with  the  preparations  for  the  wedding.  They 
stated,  "upon  authority,"  that  the  magni- 
ficent trousseau  was  to  "  emanate"  from  the 
fashionable  emporium  of  Madame  Maradan; 
that  the  splendid  carriage,  on  which  the 
united  arms  of  the  Sandomirs  and  Crouchs 
were  emblazoned,  was  being  built  by  Messrs. 
Adams  and  Hooper;  and  that  Messrs.  Storr 
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and  Mortimer  were  said  to  be  busily  em- 
ployed resetting  the  Sandomir  jewels,  &c.  &c. 

These  "  puffs  preliminary,"  which  the  fer- 
tile brain  of  the  Tuft-hunter  had  concocted, 
wound  up  with  the  movements  of  the  "  happy 
couple"  that  were  to  be,  and  who,  after  a 
short  sejour  at  Southampton,  previous  to  their 
return  to  London,  were  to  leave  England  for 
the  chateau  Sandomir,  at  Brevannes,  near 
Paris. 

The  auspicious  day  at  length  arrived.  As 
all  weddings  are  pretty  much  alike,  it  is 
needless  to  say,  that  on  this  occasion  there 
was  the  usual  quantity  of  sighs,  white  satin, 
and  orange  flowers,  and  that,  like  all  brides, 
the  lady  looked  divine. 

When  all  was  over,  amidst  smiles,  sighs, 
and  tears,  the  party  adjourned  to  a  splendid 
breakfast  at  Mrs.  Brandleigh's  villa;  Miss 
Selina  Brandleigh,  as  one  of  the  bridemaids, 
was  called  upon  to  dissect  the  cake,  which 
▼eiy  soon  disappeared  to  form  stuffing  for 
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pillow-cases;  the  healths  of  the  bride  and 
bridegroom  were  drank  with  the  nsnal  ho- 
nours ;  the  former  retired  to  equip  herself  in 
more  suitable  apparel  for  the  journey  and 
voyage;  and,  finally,  a  travelling  carriage, 
with  imperial,  trunks,  and  all  the  necessary 
appendages,  drove  up  to  the  door,  and,  after 
taking  leave,  the  delighted  Lionel  handed  in 
his  bride,  and  seated  himself  by  her  side,  in 
all  the  pride  and  pomp  of  a  countess's  lord 
and  master.  Whether  his  ambition  is  doomed, 
like  every  other  species  of  pride,  to  have  a 
fall,  remains  to  be  disclosed. 

The  chasseur  and  Madame  Fontenay  (the 
countess's  maid)  mounted  the  rumble;  the 
postboys,  with  white  cockades,  to  give  notice 
to  the  world  that  one  female  more  had  de- 
voted herself  "  to  suckle  fools  and  chronicle 
small  beer ;"  crack  went  the  whips,  and  away 
they  flew,  as  if  pursued  by  demons,  to  pass 
the  honeymoon  at  the  Dolphin  Inn,  South- 
ampton, via  Cowes;  this  little  detour  hav- 
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ing  been  arranged  to  give  eclat  to  the  af- 
fair. 

On  reaching  East  Cowes  they  found  the 
boat  of  the  Sea  Nymph  waiting  for  them  at 
the  landing-place ;  the  crew  dressed  in  their 
best  apparel,  each  with  a  huge  white  favour  on 
his  breast,  and  all  looking  cheerful  and 
pleased.  The  happy  couple  embarked  with 
Grouch,  (not  "  pleasure,)  at  the  helm,"  for  he 
ran  them  stem  on  to  the  yacht,  to  the  great 
detriment  of  the  boat's  nose,  and  a  severe 
shock  to  the  feelings  of  the  passengers. 

No  sooner  had  they  reached  the  deck  than 
preparations  were  made  for  sailing ;  the  main- 
sail and  jib  were  set,  and,  as  there  was  a 
fresh  breeze,  the  flapping  and  fluttering  of 
the  canvass  produced  a  feeling  of  awe  in  the 
mind  of  Lionel  not  to  be  described,  but  still, 
the  water  being  smooth  where  they  were,  he 
screwed  up  his  courage,  and  determined  to 
face  the  elements  outside ;  he  therefore  doffed 
his  wedding  garments,  and,  rigged  in  nautical 
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gear,  strutted  about  the  deck,  glass  in  hand, 
whilst  the  countess  reclined  abaft  on  soft 
cushions  that  had  been  brought  up  from  the 
sofas  in  the  cabin. 

At  length,  every  thiug  being  ready,  Lionel, 
prompted  by  his  captain,  gave  the  word 
"  cast  off;9'  the  moorings  were  slipped,  the 
sheets  nicely  trimmed,  and  the  buoyant  ves- 
sel, yielding  to  the  propelling  power  of  the 
breeze,  in  a  few  minutes  shot  out  of  the  har- 
bour, like  an  arrow  from  a  bow.  The  yacht 
squadron  was  at  anchor  in  the  roads,  and  no 
sooner  had  the  Sea  Nymph  cleared  the  an- 
chorage, than  wreaths  of  curling  smoke  as- 
cended from  the  Commodore,  who  fired  a 
salute  in  honour  of  the  nuptials,  and  manned 
his  yards — an  example  that  was  followed  by 
all  the  square-rigged  craft. 

Crouch  was  in  the  seventh  heaven,  and  the 
countess  was  in  ecstasies ;  every  thing  looked 
propitious  for  the  trip,  for,  though  the  breeze 
was  fresh,  the  heavens  were  bright  and  clear ; 
and  they  were  as  yet  too  near  the  land  to 
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feel  the  bold  swell  of  the  waters.  He  could 
see  however  that  the  squadron  were  pitching 
heavily,  and  throwing  the  spray  over  their 
bows,  and  it  was  not  long  before  the  lively 
craft  was  dancing  so  nimbly  over  the  waves 
that  Crouch  experienced  great  difficulty  in 
keeping  his  legs,  and  was  fain  to  grasp 
the  weather-runner  as  a  holdfast  to  preserve 
his  station  to  windward.  The  face  of  the 
countess,  too,  was  becoming  unusually  pale, 
as  the  motion  increased. 

Lionel  would  have  given  any  thing  to  have 
transferred  himself  to  the  steam-boat,  (a  plan 
he  more  than  once  proposed,)  but  after  the 
handsome  compliment  which  had  been  paid 
by  the  commodore  of  the  Yacht  Club,  he  felt 
himself  bound  in  honour  to  remain. 

Away  bounded  the  light-heeled  Sea  Nymph, 
as  if  sportively  playing  with  the  element  she 
loved,  and  tickling  the  fancy  of  Chaplin  her 
commander  with  her  many  gambols,  as  he 
was  frequently  heard    to  mutter,  whilst  a 
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smile  mantled  his  bronzed  features,  "  There's 
my  sweet  one"—"  bravely  done,  my  pretty 
lass/'  &c.  &c. 

"Does  it  not  blow  uncommonly  hard?9' 
asked  the  Tuft-hunter,  addressing  his  cap- 
tain. 

"  Nice  breeze  as  ever  was,  sir,"  responded 
the  other;  "she'd  almost  bear  another  reef 
out — but  she'll  feel  it  more  presently — to 
Southampton,  sir?" 

"Ay%ay,"  replied  Lionel,  by  no  means 
enamoured  of  the  "  nice  breeze,"  and  wishing 
himself  ashore. 

"  Ready  about,"  shouted  the  captain ;  "  we 
must  get  further  to  windward,  as  the  breeze 
will  come  more  off  the  land  on  the  other 
side." 

"  All  ready,"  was  responded  from  forward ; 
the  helm  was  gradually  put  down,  and 
the  Sea  Nymph,  obedient  to  control,  grace- 
fully shot  up  into  the  wind,  without  losing  a 
particle  of  her  way ;  but,  as  if  to  make  herself 


THE  TUFT-HUNTER.  1 09 

amends  for  being  held  bo  tightly  to  her  duty, 
she  threw  the  seas  over  her  bows,  right  fore 
and  aft,  and  Lionel  got  thoroughly  drenched 
at  the  very  moment  the  main-boom  in  swing- 
ing knocked  his  hat  overboard,  and  his  ears 
were  pierced  with  the  shrieks  of  the  countess, 
who,  like  Cleopatra  on  the  Cydnus,  was  float- 
ing about  upon  her  splendid  cushions.  But 
the  sails  were  once  more  trimmed ;  the  yacht 
again  bent  to  the  breeze  on  the  larboard  tack, 
and  now,  taking  the  seas  more  a-head,  she 
dashed  through  them  unrestrained,  throwing 
the  glittering  sprays  aloft,  and  manufacturing 
prismatic  colours  out  of  number. 

Beautiful  and  pleasant  as  all  this  was  to 
the  seamen,  the  effect  was  widely  different  to 
the  newly-married  pair,  for  that  most  dis- 
tressing of  all  maladies,  sea-sickness,  was 
rapidly  prostrating  their  faculties,  and  ren- 
dering them  utterly  careless  of  sympathy  for 
each  other.  The  countess  called  to  Lionel 
for  assistance,  whilst  Lionel  looked  upbraid- 
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ingly  at  the  countess  for  demanding  aid  at  so 
unpropitious  a  moment.  Dash  came  another 
wave,  spreading  its  transparent  particles  en- 
tirely oyer  the  vessel,  and  again  drenching 
both  Lionel  and  the  countess.  This  was  more 
than  our  hero  could  stand ;  he  made  a  hasty 
and  rather  unusual  descent  into  the  cabin, 
where  he  was  speedily  followed  by  the  bride, 
pale  and  sad,  sick  both  in  body  and  in  mind. 

Lionel  had  thrown  himself  horizontally 
upon  one  of  the  well-stuffed  sofas  in  the 
cabin,  while  the  countess  and  her  faithful 
Fontenay  occupied  the  other.  And  here  we 
must  drop  a  veil  over  the  scene,  leaving  it  to 
our  readers'  imagination  to  fill  up  all  the 
horrors  of  confinement  in  a  small  cabin ;  the 
skylight  down,  and  covered  over ;  three  indi- 
viduals oppressed  with  dreadful  nausea,  and 
one  of  the  most  acute  of  the  human  senses 
suffering  from  the  unsavoury  odours  proceed- 
ing from  bilge-water,  fresh  paint,  and  tar. 

Presently  the  fickle  wind,  as  changeable  as 
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fortune,  came  dead  against  them,  and  shortly 
afterwards,  with  the  suddenness  peculiar  to  a 
summer  breeze,  gradually  died  away  till  it 
fell  perfectly  calm,  and  the  yacht  lay  like 
a  log  upon  the  water,  drifting  with  the  cur- 
rent, which  was  strongly  setting  towards  the 
mother-bank.  The  sky  too  became  overcast, 
and  a  meteorological  contest  took  place  aloft 
between  the  wind  and  the  rain,  in  which  the 
latter  was  triumphant,  and  came  rattling  down 
in  torrents. 

"  Where  are  we,  and  what  are  we  doing?  " 
inquired  Lionel  of  Chaplin,  who  had  de- 
scended to  the  cabin. 

"  The  wind  is  all  gone,  sir,"  answered  the 
captain ;  "  there's  not  enough  to  fill  a  pair  of 
bellows :  but  I'm  thinking  we  shall  have  it 
presently  from  the  westward,  as  the  porpuses 
are  rolling  their  noses  to  that  point." 

"  Is  that  fair  for  Southampton  ? "  demanded 
Lionel,  who  longed  to  be  on  terra  firma. 

"•  Why,  no,  sir,  not  if  there's  any  northing 
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in  it,"  answered  the  captain ;  "  and  if  it 
comes  southerly  with  this  here  tide,  we  had 
better  run  for  Portsmouth." 

"Any  where,  as  quick  as  you  can,"  ut- 
tered the  countess ;  "  to  remain  here  is 
dreadful.'9 

Lionel  offered  no  objections,  but  merely 
requested  that  every  thing  should  be  kept  as 
quiet  as  possible  upon  deck,  to  which  the 
captain  reascended  to  whistle  for  the  breeze. 
Several  attempts  at  conversation  were  made 
between  the  cabin  passengers,  but  which 
failed,  and  both  at  length  fell  off  into  a  sort 
of  half-dozy,  dreamy  slumber. 

It  was  near  midnight,  when  an  increased 
noise  of  bustle  above  their  heads  awoke  the 
pair;  the  vessel  herself  was,  comparatively 
speaking,  quiet,  for,  excepting  a  slight  rolling 
motion,  there  was  nothing  to  prevent  a  lands- 
man from  exercising  his  feet.  The  clanking 
of  the  chain  cable  informed  Crouch  that  the 
anchor  was  let  go,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
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Chaplin  announced  that  he  had  brought  up 
at  the  entrance  to  Portsmouth  Harbour,  but 
the  rain  was  still  beating  down  without  inter- 
mission, and  he  would  advise  them  to  remain 
on  board  till  morning. 

To  this  counsel  they  turned  a  deaf  ear — 
any  part  of  the  land  was  preferable  to  the 
water.  The  boat  Was  hauled  up  alongside, 
and  in  the  darkness  of  midnight  the  wedded 
couple,  covered  with  cloaks,  and  sheltered  by 
umbrellas,  entered  her  more  dead  than  alive ; 
they  shoved  off  for  the  Sally  Port,  where 
there  was  no  small  surf,  and,  on  running  the 
gig  upon  the  beach,  she  broached  broad- 
side to,  which  so  terrified  Lionel,  that  he 
sprung  overboard,  nearly  up  to  his  middle. 

The  countess  was  carried  on  shore  by  the 
crew ;  the  splendid  lace  veil,  which  had  been 
so  ostentatiously  noticed  in  the  newspapers, 
sticking  so  close  to  the  newly-painted  tar- 
paulin hat  of  one  of  them,  as  to  part  from 

the  now  drenched  chapeau  riz  de  paitte ;  and 
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the  magnificent  pelisse,  saturated  with  salt- 
water, made  such  an  alteration  in  the  appear- 
ance of  the  wearer  that  few  would  have  re- 
cognized in  her  the  happy  bride  of  the 
morning. 

The  carriage  had  been  sent  from  Cowes  to 
Southampton  in  the  steam-boat,  and  with  it 
the  wardrobe.  So,  without  a  change  of 
clothes,  the  bride  and  bridegroom  were 
doomed  to  travel  twenty-two  miles  in  a  rum- 
bling hack  chaise,  and  did  not  reach  the 
Dolphin,  Southampton,  until  nearly  three 
o'clock. 

But  the  chapter  of  accidents  was  not 
doomed  to  finish  here.  As  the  bridal  pair 
drove  through  the  High  Street,  the  attention 
of  Crouch  was  attracted  to  a  brilliant  illumi- 
nation that  graced  the  front  of  their  hoped- 
for  haven  of  rest,  the  Dolphin  Inn.  There 
was  a  crowd  round  the  principal  entrance, 
who  receded  as  the  chaise  drove  through  the 
archway  to  the  side  door.    Lionel  let  down 


THE  TUFT-HUNTER.  115 

the  jingling  glass,  and  beheld  the  whole  of 
the  bar  and  passages  decorated  with  laurels, 
bay-leaves,  evergreens,  and  artificial  flowers, 
from  amongst  which  beamed  numerous  co- 
loured lamps,  resembling  the  jewelled  trees 
recorded  in  the  Arabian  Nights.  On  inquiry, 
he  found  that  a  great  county  ball  was  being 
held  there. 

The  postboy  alighted,  and  gave  a  tre- 
mendous pull  at  the  waiter's  bell.  Out 
rushed  two  or  three  of  the  slip-shod,  white- 
waistcoated  "  coming,  sir/9  fraternity ;  but 
seeing  nothing  but  a  chaise  and  pair,  speedily 
retired,  calling  for  "  boots,"  to  wait  upon  the 
new  comers. 

"  The  Countess  of  Sudbury's  carriage," 
"  Sir  Arthur  Melincourt's  servant,"  "  Mrs. 
General  Harris's  chair,"  were  now  respectively 
called;  and  Lionel's  wrath  was  excited  by 
the  boots  ordering  the  chay  just  to  drive  off, 
while  the  Mrs.  General  Harris  and  her  three 
"  bread  and  butter  misses  "  got  into  the  fa- 
mily vehicle. 
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Fortunately,  any  farther  indignities  that 
might  have  awaited  the  newly-married  pair 
were  put  an  end  to  by  the  approach  of  the 
chasseur,  who  having  learned  from  Madame 
Fontenay  (who  was  anxiously  expecting  the 
arrival  of  her  mistress)  that  a  chaise  had 
just  driven  up,  came  out  to  see  whether 
it  contained  his  new  master  and  old  mis- 
tress. 

No  sooner  had  Hartwig  Boguslaw  von  Hat- 
torf  Offen  (for  such  were  the  euphonious 
names  of  the  chasseur)  ascertained  that  the 
long-lost  couple  were  found,  than  he  com- 
menced a  volley  of  execrations  and  impreca- 
tions against  the  postboy,  which,  at  the 
usual  magisterial  charge  of  five  shillings  per 
oath,  would  have  made  a  pretty  considerable 
hole  in  his  year's  wages. 

"  Drive  de  carriage  up  to  de  door,"  shouted 
the  German,  sending  Sir  Arthur  Melincourt's 
servants  to  "  der  teufel ; "  and  then,  giving  a 
peal  at  the  waiter's  bell,  that  scared  the  bar- 
maids and  ladies'-maids,  assembled  in  the  bar 
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(which  was  used  upon  this  occasion  as  a 
cloak-room),  and  shouting  forth  for  the  land- 
lady  to  send  some  of  her  myrmidons  to  show 
the  Countess  Sandomir  to  her  apartment,  Von 
Hattorf  Offen  opened  the  carriage-door,  and 
the  trembling  bride  descended,  leaning  on  the 
arm  of  her  shivering  husband. 

As  they  proceeded  through  the  passage, 
escorted  by  the  hostess  and  the  head  chamber- 
maid, a  shout  of  laughter  and  tittering  issued 
from  the  abigail  coterie.  "  Well,  Fm  sure ! " 
"No,  I  never!"  "Only  think!"  and  other 
such  ejaculations. 

No  sooner  had  the  happy  pair  reached  the 
first  landing-place,  and  Crouch  was  congratu- 
lating himself  on  his  escape  from  observation, 
when,  to  his  dismay,  he  met  Lords  Heather- 
field  and  Harry  Standish  (two  of  his  Cowes 
aristocratic  friends)  and  a  party  of  young 
ladies  descending  the  stairs.  To  escape  was 
impossible;   he  was  therefore  compelled  to 


118  THE  TUFT-HUNTER, 

advance,  which  he  did,  among  the  notices  of 
his  noble  friends. 

"  Why,  Crouch,  you  are  late  for  the  ball? 
Where  on  earth  have  you  been?  We  saw 
the  'Sea  Nymph'  get  under  way  at  two 
o'clock-" 

What  pen  could  do  justice  to  the  scene  of 
the  bride  and  bridegroom  running  the  gauntlet 
of  two  lordlings  and  five  country  misses; 
the  latter  dressed  in  all  the  pride  and  pomp 
of  glorious  Devy ;  the  bride,  as  we  have  al- 
ready said,  in  the  most  deplorable  state  of 
costume,  certainly  not  improved  by  a  journey 
of  two  and  twenty  miles  in  a  mouldy,  rickety 
postchaise. 

At  length  they  reached  their  apartment, 
and  certainly  few  individuals  ever  underwent 
so  many  contretemps  on  the  happiest  day  of 
their  lives. 

Nevertheless,  with  the  exception  of  a  severe 
lumbago,  which  afflicted  Crouch,  and  a  rheu- 
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matic  attack  that  seized  upon  his  sposa,  (the 
lovers  (for  they  were  still  so)  delighted  them- 
selves, during  the  "  treacle"  moon,  by  forming 
plans  for  the  future,  and  a  pretty  paradise 
did  they  build  for  themselves. 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 


"  Clap  on  more  sails ! — pursue ! — up  with  your  fights ! 
Give  fire !— she  is  my  prize,  or  ocean  whelm  them  all." 

Shakspeark. 

We  now  return  to  Vavasour,  who,  musing 
in  the  seclusion  of  his  cabin,  or  gazing  upon 
the  wide  expanse  of  waters  that  surrounded 
him,  recalled  to  memory  the  scenes  of  by- 
gone happy  days.  He  was  a  thousand  leagues 
from  the  land  which  constituted  his  home, 
and  contained  all  that  he  held  most  dear  and 
sacred  in  life.  There  is  a  melancholy  pleasure, 
when  distance  separates  us  from  those  we  love, 
to  think  upon  fond  endearments,  whilst  vivid 
recollection — the  sailors'  mental  artist— pic- 
tures in  airy  vision  the  object  of  regard.  * 
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One  morning,  a  mist  hung  in  the  atmo- 
sphere, but  clung  to  the  surface  of  the  waters ; 
there  was  but  little  wind,  and  the  officer  of 
the  watch  became  sensible,  by  certain  sounds, 
that  a  vessel  was  at  no  great  distance  from 
them,  though  they  could  not  then  discern  her. 
Aroused  by  the  circumstance,  a  strict  look- 
out was  kept ;  and,  as  the  sun  rose  higher  and 
the  breeze  freshened,  a  large  brig  was  ob- 
served upon  the  lee-bow,  about  half  a  league 
off,  and  sail  was  immediately  made  in  chase. 
The  stranger  had  almost  at  the  same  moment 
detected  the  close  approximation  of  the  Mi- 
randa, and,  hauling  close  up,  endeavoured  to 
get  to  windward  by  luffing  across  her  bows. 
But  the  royal  cruizer  was  too  much  upon  the 
alert  to  allow  of  the  manoeuvre  being  success- 
fully practised ;  both  vessels  seemed  to  be 
acted  upon  by  the  same  rudder;  and  the 
stranger,  finding  that  his  intention  must  be 
frustrated,  up  with  his  helm,  squared  his 
yards,  and  in  a  very  short  time  was  crowded 

VOL.  III.  Q 
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with  canvass  from  the  deck  to  the  tracks,  and 
the  Miranda,  following  the  example,  was  again 
in  pursuit. 

From  the  efforts  the  brig  was  making  to 
avoid  the  Miranda,  conjectures  and  assertions 
were  strongly  urged  that  she  must  be  a  slayer, 
and  that  she  was  well  manned  admitted  of  no 
doubt,  from  the  prompt  and  clever  way  in 
which  she  had  been  handled.  Expectation 
was  rife — the  breeze  freshened  —  the  sails, 
damp  with  the  fog,  caught  the  full  power  of 
the  wind  —  and  the  two  vessels  walked  along 
apparently  without  increasing  or  diminishing 
the  space  between  them.  The  sun  rose  higher 
— the  haze  was  dispelled;  and  then  they  were 
enabled  to  have  a  perfect  view  of  the  stranger. 
She  was  a  long,  rakish-looking  craft,  with 
very  square  yards,  and  the  whiteness  of  her 
sails  indicated  that  she  was  from  the  coast  of 
Africa. 

The  commands  of  Vavasour  were  judicious, 
and  in  two  hours  it  was  evident  they  had 
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gained  considerably  on  the  chase,  by  the  shot 
from  the  stern-guns  of  the  latter  reaching  the 
Miranda,  who,  however,  made  no  return  till 
within  good  range,  when  the  bow-chasers 
were  successfully  pointed;  and  the  slaver, 
finding  she  could  not  escape  by  flight,  de- 
termined to  try  the  hazard  of  battle.  Her 
studding-sails  and  flying-kites  were  taken  in, 
and,  rounding-to  on  the  starboard-tack,  a 
rattling  broadside  made  some  havoc  in  the 
materiel  of  the  royal  cruiser.  The  Miranda, 
when  not  more  than  ten  fathoms  distant, 
laffed-up  on  the  stranger's  weather-quarter, 
and  discharged  her  larboard-guns  with  terrible 
effect,  every  ounce  of  iron  telling  with  great 
precision,  and  the  musketry  sending  forth  the 
leaden  messengers  of  death  amongst  the  dark- 
skinned  race  who  had  been  compelled  to  work 
the  slaver's  guns. 

The  action  grew  more  desperate  as  the  two 
vessels  dropped  alongside  of  each  other,  and 
was  obstinately  contested  for  forty  minutes, 

g  2 
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when  an  attempt  was  made  to  board  the  Mi- 
randa ;  a  body  of  stout  Negroes,  urged  on  by 
their  oppressors,  having  been  selected  for  the 
purpose ;  but  the  commander  of  the  man-of- 
war,  aware  of  the  intention,  was  prompt  in 
his  manoeuvres,  and,  shooting  a-head,  he  or- 

4 

dered  the  helm  a-starboard,  and,  crossing  the 
hawse  of  his  opponent,  poured  in  a  destructive 
raking  fire  that  swept  the  slaver's  decks,  and 
then,  falling  aboard  on  the  bow,  he  continued 
the  combat  with  unabated  vigour,  till  the  guns 
of  the  enemy  were  nearly  deserted. 

The  boarders  were  summoned,  and  Vavasour 
at  their  head  was  about  to  lead  them  on  the 
foe,  when  the  two  vessels  parted,  and  the 
slaver's  crew,  reanimated  by  the  circumstance, 
loudly  cheered  and  once  more  stood  to  their 
quarters.  But  the  advantage  gained  was  but 
of  little  service  to  them,  as,  after  three  or 
four  rounds  had  been  exchanged,  the  slaugh- 
ter was  so  great  on  board  the  slaver  that  the 
people  who  survived  hurried  below,  and  the 
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colours  were  hauled  down.  The  vessel's  name 
was  the  Algerine. 

The  gallantry  of  this  and  other  actions 
obtained  for  the  Miranda's  commander  that 
reward,  the  prospect  of  which  is  a  never- 
failing  stimulant  to  deeds  of  valour  —  pro- 
motion. He  was  appointed  to  post-rank  in  a 
small  frigate  that  had  completed  her  period 
of  service,  and  was  ordered  home. 

During  the  passage,  they  fell  in  with  and 
chased  a  large  schooner,  under  Spanish  co- 
lours ;  but  the  general  belief  entertained  was, 
that  she  had  more  frequently  hoisted  the  black 
flag  than  the  ensign  of  Spain;  in  fact,  that 
she  was  a  pirate.  When  first  seen,  the  breeze 
was  fresh,  and  the  frigate,  under  a  press  of 
sail,  gained  upon  the  schooner,  till  she  got 
nearly  within  reach  of  shot,  when  the  wind 
died  away  and  it  fell  calm. 

The  boats  of  the  frigate  were  immediately 

hoisted  out,  the  twelve-pounder  was  mounted 
in  the  launch,  and  the  whole  being  manned 
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and  well-armed,  shoved  off  to  overhaul  the 
seeming  Spaniard,  who,  it  was  discerned  by 
the  aid  of  the  glasses,  was  full  of  men,  all 
eagerly  engaged  in  preparations  to  resist  at- 
tack —  the  boarding-nettings  were  triced  up, 
the  guns  were  run  out,  and  musket-barrels 
and  sabres  flashed  in  the  bright  rays  of  the 
sun. 

The  boats  had  got  about  midway  between 
the  two  vessels,  when  the  schooner  opened 
her  fire  with  much  precision,  so  that  the  pin- 
nace and  one  of  the  cutters  belonging  to  the 
frigate  were  disabled ;  and  the  lieutenant  in 
command,  now  fully  aware  of  the  superior 
force  of  their  opponent,,  deemed  it  advisable 
to  return.  Before,  however,  he  had  gained 
the  frigate,  a  breeze  sprang  up,  which  the 
schooner  was  the  first  to  catch,  and  she  lost 
not  a  moment  in  taking  advantage  of  it; 
whilst  the  frigate  was  some  time  before  the 
wind  got  down  to  her,  and  even  when  her 
sails  slept  she  was  delayed  by  hoisting  in  her 
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boats.  Bat  as  soon  as  this  was  accomplished, 
her  yards  were  trimmed  and  she  was  again  in 
eager  pursuit  of  the  schooner,  who  had  the 
weather-gage,  and,  seeing  every  prospect  of 
escape,  impudently  fired  a  gun  and  hoisted 
piratical  colours. 

Vayasour  was  exceedingly  mortified,  espe- 
cially as  shortly  afterwards  a  thick  fog  came 
on  and  they  lost  sight  of  the  chase  altogether. 
And  now  the  judgment  of  the  young  com- 
mander was  called  into  operation ;  he  altered 
his  course,  and  steered  on  that  point  which  he 
conjectured  the  schooner  would  keep  if  she 
designed  to  run  for  Cuba ;  nor  was  he  disap- 
pointed, for,  the  following  morning,  on  a  par- 
tial clearing  away  of  the  fog,  the  pirate  was 
seen  about  a  mile  distant,  dead  under  the 
frigate's  lee. 

Up  went  the  helm — the  schooner  saw  her 
pursuer  and  manoeuvred  to  get  off,  but  with- 
out avail ;  and,  after  an  hour's  chase,  she  came 
to  the  wind,  and  Vavasour  ordered  the  boats 
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to  be  got  ready  to  board  the  prize,  as  her  co- 
lours were  hauled  down  and  there  could  now 
be  no  doubt  of  her  capture.  The  pirate  laid 
his  foretopsail  to  the  mast  and  shortened  sail 
—  the  frigate  reduced  her  canvass  and  out 
boats,  which  were  soon  pulling  towards  the 
schooner,  when  the  latter,  haying  forged  ahead 
so  as  to  get  on  the  frigate's  weather-bow,  sud- 
denly filled  her  topsail,  set  her  fore  and  aft  sails, 
and,  hugging  the  breeze,  endeavoured  to  cross 
the  forefoot  of  the  ship  of  war,  and  then,  de- 
livering a  well-directed  broadside  that  brought 
down  the  fore  topmast  of  the  royal  craft  with  all 
its  gear,  the  pirates  cheered  and  stood  on. 

Vavasour  was  not  slow  in  returning  this 
treacherous  salute;  he  filled  and  kept  the 
frigate  a  little  off  the  wind,  so  as  to  bring  his 
broadside  to  bear;  every  gun  was  double- 
shotted;  the  men,  enraged  at  the  slaughter 
which  the  pirate  had  caused,  fired  with  steady 
aim,  and  the  beautiful  schooner  was  in  a  mo- 
ment nearly  unrigged,  her  lofty  spars  were 
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hanging  over  the  side,  her  sails  were  blowing 
away  in  ribands,  and  she  lay,  rolling  on  the 

.  waves,  a  defenceless  wreck. 

The  boats  had  now  no  difficulty  in  gaining 
her,  and,  on  the  lieutenant  hailing,  they  de- 
clared they  had  surrendered,  and  implored  for 
mercy.  On  getting  alongside  and  ascending 
to  the  deck,  the  number  of  the  wounded  and 
dying,  scattered  in  all  directions,  strongly 
evidenced  the  fatal  effects  of  the  frigate's 
fire;  and  it  appeared  that,  though  the  cap- 
tain of  the  pirate  would  have  still  held  out, 
and  had  laid  a  plan  for  blowing  the  schooner 
up,  rather  than  be  taken,  yet  the  remnant  of 
his  people,  finding  escape  impossible,  had 
prevented  his  infernal  design  by  seizing  and 
confining  him  below.   The  second  in  command 

'  had  been  desperately  wounded,  and  thereby 
rendered  incapable  of  carrying  the  diabolical 
scheme  into  execution. 

As  soon  as  he  was  informed  of  these  parti- 
culars, the  lieutenant  was  conducted  to  the 

g5 
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cable-tier,  where  he  found  a  barrel  of  gun- 
powder, with  a  train  laid  to  it,  and  a  con- 
siderable quantity  of  loose  powder  scattered 
round,  so  as  to  ignite  another  train  that  com- 
municated with  the  magazine.  The  chief,  his 
mate,  and  the  gunner,  were  the  only  persons 
privy  to  the  design,  but  the  courage  of  the 
latter  failed,  and,  whilst  the  captain  only 
waited  for  the  boats  to  get  alongside  to  blow 
them  all  to  atoms,  he  was  grappled  by  several 
of  the  crew,  to  whom  the  gunner  had  imparted 
the  secret,  and  bound  hand  and  foot. 

The  name  of  the  schooner  was  La  Veloz, 
that  of  the  Captain  Zuletta,  and  the  second  in 
command  Buckland,  a  native  of  England. 
Zuletta,  unaware  that  his  plot  had  been  dis- 
covered, was  now  released,  and  he  begged  die 
attention  of  the  British  officer  to  the  state  of 
the  wounded,  more  particularly  to  Buckland, 
whose  mangled  condition  gave  but  small 
hopes  of  his  life  being  saved;  nor  did  the 
wretched  man  seem  to  care  about  the  issue, 
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for  he  well  knew  that  his  existence  was  for- 
feited to  the  outraged  laws  of  his  country. 

The  surgeon's  assistant  of  the  frigate  was 
promptly  despatched  to  the  schooner,  and, 
under  his  directions,  Buckland,  together  with 
the  rest  of  the  wounded,  were  removed  to  the 
English  ship,  and,  being  conveyed  to  the  Orlop, 
where  a  temporary  place  was  screened  in,  the 
surgeon  was  in  attendance  to  act  as  circum- 
stances required.  On  examining  Buckland,  he 
at  once  saw  that  his  case  was  hopeless,  and  all 
that  he  could  do  was  to  administer  such 
draughts  as  would  serve  to  alleviate  the  suf- 
ferings of  the  dying  man.  Buckland  inquired 
the  name  of  the  frigate,  and,  on  being  in- 
formed,  requested  to  know  that  of  the  captain. 
The  reply  to  the  first  question  elicited  no 
observation,  but  he  started  at  the  second,  so 
as  to  increase  his  agony. 

"  Vavasour,  Vavasour,"  ejaculated  he.  "  Is 
he  a  relation  of  Lord  Vavasour's  ?" 

"  His  nephew,"  responded  the  surgeon,  as 
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he  assisted  to  place  his  patient  in  a  reclining 
position. 

"  It  is  strange,  indeed,  very  strange/9  mut- 
tered Buckland,  and  then,  after  a  brief  pause, 
continued  aloud :  —  "  I  must  see  him,  sir.  I 
have  a  communication  to  make  of  great  im- 
portance to  his  interest  —  my  life  is  fleeting 
fast — not  a  moment  should  be  lost.  Send  or 
go  to  him,  sir — mention  the  name  of  Gallendar 
—tell  him  of  papers— but  he  will  know  what 
is  meant — do  not  delay." 

The  surgeon  complied  with  the  request,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  Captain  Vavasour  was  by  the 
outlaw's  side,  but  found  him  in  such  agony  of 
pain  that  it  was  impossible  to  converse,  and, 
therefore  leaving  directions  with  the  doctor  to 
give  immediate  information,  should  a  proper 
interval  arrive,  he  returned  to  the  deck. 

Towards  the  evening,  Buckland  became 
more  easy,  and  fell  into  a  light  sleep.  On  the 
following  morning,  the  mortification  com- 
menced, and  the  surgeon  pointed  out  to  the 
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wretched  man  that  all  hopes  of  recovery  were 
at  an  end.  Buckland  heard  the  communica- 
tion unmoved.  He  merely  asked  how  long  he 
might  live ;  the  reply  was  possibly  four  and 
twenty  hours,  and  that  he  would  feel  no  more 
pain  from  his  wound. 

The  dying  man  expressed  an  earnest  desire 
to  see  the  captain,  and,  during  his  last  hours, 
which  were  prolonged  beyond  the  medical 
man's  anticipations,  seemed  anxious  to  atone 
as  far  as  possible  for  his  past  misdeeds,  by 
sincere  repentance.  It  was  during  this  period 
that  he  narrated  to  Vavasour  the  history  of 
his  life,  after  his  escape  from  Ravensbrook 
goal. 

It  appeared  that,  on  reaching  Boulogne, 
he  found  a  small  vessel  about  to  sail  for 
Havre,  in  which  he  worked  his  passage  to  that 
place ;  where  he  shipped  himself  on  board  a 
West  Indiaman  bound  to  Jamaica.  There 
were  three  or  four  female  passengers  on  board, 
and  Buckland  obtained  the  situation  of  stew* 
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ardess  for  his  faithful  Barbara,  who  bad  now 
become  bis  wedded  wife.  They  reached 
Jamaica  in  safely,  and  remained  some  time 
at  the  island  before  the  drogers  brought 
round  their  cargo ;  they  then  sailed  again  for 
France. 

When  they  were  clear  of  the  island,  and 
were  getting  well  north,  there  came  on  a  tre- 
mendous gale,  which  dismasted  them,  and  for 
a  fortnight,  being  heavily  laden,  they  were 
rolling  about  gunnel  under,  having  lost  their 
reckoning.  At  last  they  found  that  they  had 
blown  down  among  the  reefs  to  the  south- 
ward of  the  Bahama  Isles.  At  one  time,  they 
had  rigged  jury-masts,  but,  the  gale  spring- 
ing up  again,  had  carried  them  over  the  side, 
and  there  were  no  more  spars  or  sails  on 
board. 

On  the  sixteenth  morning,  a  heavy  sea  was 
running,  which  bore  them  down  upon  a  reef 
of  rocks,  from  which  there  was  no  chance  of 
escape.    The  captain,  who  was  very  cool  and 
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collected,  ordered  the  boats  out,  distribut 
water  and  provisions,  and  told  off' the  crew  to 
their  respective  stations.  The  female  passen- 
gers, Buckland,  his  wife,  and  child,  were  to  be 
in  the  same  boat,  and,  when  the  women  were 
pnt  carefully  in  the  stern  sheets,  Bnckland 
was  called  ont  by  the  captain  to  go  for  a 
compass  that  had  been  forgotten ;  but,  while 
he  was  away,  the  ship  was  struck  by  a  heavy 
sea,  and,  to  prevent  the  boat  from  swamping, 
she  was  pushed  off.  The  launch  still  held  on 
for  the  captain,  who  hastened  in  with  the 
mate,  Buckland,  and  part  of  the  crew. 

Now,  my  men,5*  exclaimed  the  captain, 
give  way,  for  your  lives,  give  way." 
The  boats  had  not  been  clear  of  the  ship 
five  minutes,  when  the  one  in  which  Barbara 
Buckland  was,  and  which  pulled  heavily  on 
account  of  its  being  deeply  laden,  could  not 
make  head  against  the  wind  and  sea,  which 
bore  her  down  on  the  reef:  a  cry  wad  heard— -a 
cry  of  terror  and  despair  on  the  part  of  the 
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women— and  in  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hoar 
the  Wretched  husband  had  the  misery  of  seeing 
his  wife  and  child  swallowed  up  together  with 
all  hands  in  the  breakers. 

The  other  crews  pulled  for  their  lives. 
Towards  night  the  wind  lulled,  and  there  was 
every  appearance  of  fine  weather.  Their 
object  was  to  try  and  fetch  the  Bahama 
Isles,  or  some  of  the  small  quays  to  the  south- 
ward of  them.  At  the  end  of  three  days,  du- 
ring which  period  their  sufferings  and  depri- 
vations were  intense,  they  fell  in  with  and 
were  picked  up  by  a  vessel  bound  to  Eng- 
land. 

On  landing  at  Portsmouth,  Buckland,  more 
reckless  than  ever  at  the  loss  of  Barbara,  pur- 
sued the  lawless  trade  of  smuggling,  and,  be- 
ing successful  in  landing  a  cargo,  realized  a 
considerable  sum  of  money.  Falling  in  with 
a  Spaniard  at  Bordeaux,  named  Zuletta,  who 
was  fitting  out  a  privateer,  to  cruise  on  the 
Spanish  main,  Buckland  proposed  to  join  him 
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as  second  officer ;  his  offer  was  accepted,  and 
the  schooner  sailed.  She  mounted  twelve 
brass  guns,  was  remarkably  well  fitted,  and 
had  as  fine  a  crew  as  ever  sailed.  On  reaching 
the  Spanish  coast,  they  hoisted  the  black  flag, 
and  for  some  time  they  were  very  successful, 
making  several  valuable  prizes. 

They  had  been  out  about  three  months,  and 
were  returning  to  port  to  refit,  when  they  fell 
in  with  the  frigate,  and  the  occurrences  took 
place  that  have  already  been  narrated. 

No  sooner  had  the  wretched  sufferer  con* 
eluded  his  narrative,  than  he  fell  off  into  a 
slight  slumber,  and  Vavasour,  who  had  lis- 
tened with  the  deepest  interest  to  every  word 
that  had  fallen  from  his  lips,  now  feared  that 
he  should  be  unable  to  get  the  wandering 
senses  of  the  dying  man  back  to  the  subject 
of  his  partner  in  crime,  Mark  Hindley.  After 
a  lapse,  however,  of  some  minutes,  Buckland, 
who  was  in  one  of  those  dozing  fits  of  stu- 
pefaction that  precede  the  close   of  exist- 
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ence,  suddenly  started,  and  resumed  his  confes- 
sions :  — 

"  Mark  Hindley,  my  comrade  Mark,  fell  a 
victim  at  Boulogne,  to  that  dreadful  malady 
that  ravaged  England  and  France.  On  his 
death-bed  he  entrusted  me  with  an  ebony 
case,  and  I  was  base  enough  to  dispose  of  it. 
Poor,  poor,  Mark !  Of  all  my  crimes,  that 
which  lies  the  heaviest  on  my  soul  is  the  rob- 
bing of  my  departed  friend.  But  what  could 
I  do,  in  a  foreign  land,  without  money,  with* 
out  friends,  my  wife  reduced  to  abject-poverty, 
my  child  almost  starving  ?  And  justly  was  I 
punished :  my  illgotten  money  procured  us  a 
passage  to  the  West  Indies,  and  on  our  return 
I  saw  my  poor  devoted  Barbara  and  her  child 
perish  before  my  eyes." 

Here  the  dying  sufferer  gave  way  to  a  pa- 
roxysm of  grief. 

"  And  to  whom  did  you  dispose  of  the 
case  ?°  anxiously  asked  Vavasour,  when  Buck* 
land  in  some  degree  had  recovered  himself. 

"  To  a  wandering  Jew,  Ramos." 
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Here  the  wretched  man's  faculties  became 
bewildered,  and  he-  continued  at  intervals  in  a 
rambling  manner : — 

"  You  were  very  kind  to  poor  Mark  —  he 
spoke  of  you  with  his  latest  breath — Lord  Va- 
vasour drove  him  to  crime  —  he  threw  him 
into  prison  for  a  trespass  —  he  was  not  a 
poacher  then — there  he  fell  in  with  desperate 
men — but  the  papers  will  deprive  his  lordship 
of  his  illgotten  property !" 

Vavasour  listened  with  the  deepest  atten- 
tion, and  tried  to  get  the  man's  wandering 
ideas  back  to  the  ebony  case  and  its  contents. 

"  Mark  with  his  dying  breath  told  me  to 
deliver  the  papers  to  you  or  Miss  Agnes — the 
marriage  certificate  of  her  poor  mother  —  he 
was  a  witness."  (Here  Buckland's  words  be- 
came almost  unintelligible). 

"  And  all  the  papers  were  in  the  case  ?" 
eagerly  ejaculated  Vavasour. 

"  But  Ramos  knows,  he  bought  it.  Bless 
you,  bless  you !"  faltered  the  expiring  man,  as 
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Vavasour  smoothed  his  pillow,  "  Mark — Mark 
— forgive  — ." 

A  mist  came  over  the  gipsy  pirate's  eyes, 
and  in  a  few  seconds  he  was  no  more. 
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CHAPTER  XXXm. 

"What!  fair,  and  young,  aad  faithful,  too! 
A  miracle,  if  this  be  true." 

Waller. 

It  most  be  remembered  that,  during  our 
narrative,  Time,  which  operates  alike  upon 
peer  and  peasant,  high  and  low,  rich  and  poor 
—  which  dispenses  beauty  to  the  rain,  and, 
en  revanche,  makes  a  rain  of  beauty  —  Time 
had  rolled  his  ceaseless  course,  and  season  had 
succeeded  season.  Years  rush  by  us  like  the 
wind.  We  see  not  whence  the  current  comes, 
nor  whitherward  it  is  tending,  and  we  seem 
ourselves  to  witness  their  flight  without  a 
sense  that  we  are  changed ;  and  yet  the  fleet- 
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ing  hours  have  beguiled  man  of  his  strength, 
as  the  winds  rob  the  wood  of  their  foliage. 

Nothing  is  so  deceitful  as  the  progress  of 
time.  Change  of  scene  or  incident  gives 
wings  to  the  passing  moment,  but  throws  ad- 
ditional delays  on  the  past;  and,  when  we 
look  back  to  the  period  that  has  fled  by  us 
thus  rapidly,  we  scarcely  credit  its  apparently 
shortened  duration.  But  the  reverse  is  the 
case  with  a  monotonous  life  :  there,  hour  after 
hour,  rolls  slowly  on  till  we  start  on  retrospec- 
tion at  the  days  that  have  thus  glided  by  un- 
noticed, and  lapsed  into  eternity  in  silence  and 
regret. 

So  it  was  with  the  hours  at  Harefield,  to 
which  place  Agnes  Callendar  had  returned  to 
cheer  her  uncle  in  his  declining  years.  There 
we  shall  again  see  her  who  has  been  too  long 
absent  from  our  view.  We  shall  see  her  beau- 
tiful and  graceful  as  before ;  but  the  cheek 
will  be  paler,  and  a  smile  will  less  often  play 
upon  the  lip ;  and  there  will  be  more  serious- 
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ness  on  the  brow,  and  less  animation  in  the 
eye. 

The  bright  mornings,  the  rich  sunsets,  the 
varied  foliage  of  October,  had  yielded  to  the 
doll  fogs,  the  leafless  branches,  the  drizzling 
rain,  and  the  outward  and  inward  gloom  of 
the  succeeding  month.  About  this  time,  an 
event  occurred  which  greatly  affected  Sir 
Walter  Calendar's  fortune.  Much  of  his  in- 
come consisted  in  West  India  property,  and, 
like  many  other  proprietors,  he  depended  upon 
an  agent  to  manage  his  estates.  This  agent 
failed  to  an  immense  amount.  But  it  would 
have  been  fortunate  if  this  had  been  all. 
The  cause  of  the  failure  was  that  the  island 
where  all  his  property  was  situated  was 
desolated  by  one  of  those  hurricanes  which 
have  so  often  ruined  the  greatest  West  India 
estates. 

It  is  said  that  "misfortunes  never  come 
singly."  Certain  it  is,  that  a  further  decision 
in  the  Court  of  Chancery  against  Miss  Callen- 


144  THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 

dar's  claims  to  her  paternal  property  greatly 
added  to  the  melancholy  feelings  that  pre- 
vailed at  Harefield. 

The  decision  of  this  cause  operated,  as 
usual,  very  differently  upon  the  different  par- 
ties who  were  more  or  less  interested  or  con- 
cerned in  it.  The  small  community  of  Ra- 
vensbrook  and  the  surrounding  neighbourhood 
were  divided  in  their  opinions  respecting  the 
transaction,  according  as  the  Callendars  were 
unpopular  or  popular  among  them ;  and,  as 
they  associated  latterly  but  little  with  their 
neighbours,  the  former  may  be  supposed  to  be 
the  predominant  character  of  the  sentiment 
entertained  respecting  them.  Of  this  fact,  we 
may  rest  assured  that  every  man  who,  what- 
ever may  be  his  real  motive,  abstains  from 
general  intercourse  with  his  neighbours,  is  at 
once  entered  upon  their  black  books  as  a  proud 
and  impertinent  sort  of  a  personage.  There 
are  many  set  terms  and  phrases  which,  under 
such  circumstances  as  our  history  presents, 
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like  ordnance  ammunition  in  store,  are  ready 
at  hand  to  be  thrown  at  such  a  person  under 
any  reverse  of  fortune — "  Pride  must  have  its 
fall"  —  "  No  good  ever  comes  from  mystery" 
— and  so  forth — whilst  others  "  always  appre- 
hended that  there  was  something  wrong" — "  I 
always  thought  so" — or  "  I  always  said  so." 

These  are  some  of  the  To  triumphes  of  those 
shrewd  and  benevolent  persons  who  are  in  the 
habit  of  bestowing  more  attention  upon  their 
neighbours'  affairs  than  their  own. 

Such  was  the  state  of  public  feeling  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Harefield,  where  Sir  Walter, 
under  his  double  affliction,  passed  many  anx- 
ious and  weary  days.  One  fine,  clear  morn- 
ing in  this  usually  dismal  month,  while  the 
worthy  baronet  was  mournfully  contemplating 
the  position  of  his  affairs,  the  beauty  of  the 
scene,  the  tranquillity  which  seemed  to  per- 
vade all  nature,  diffused  a  momentary  balm 
over  his  mind,  as  he  strolled  around  his  beau- 
tifully diversified  pleasure-grounds,  and  beheld 

VOL,  HI.  H 
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the  wild  and  picturesque  magnificence  of  the 
surrounding  scenery. 

Turning  with  reluctance  from  this  rich  land- 
scape, his  eyes  rested  upon  his  mansion,  and 
thoughts  the  most  painful  crowded  upon  his 
mind,  as  he  stood  contemplating  his  once 
happy  home.  The  persecutions,  losses,  and 
disappointments  he  had  sustained  arose  in  ter- 
rible array  before  him,  whilst  his  misery  was 
aggravated  by  the  reflection  that  every  san- 
guine hope  he  had  once  indulged  in  of  his 
niece's  aggrandizement  was  completely  de- 
stroyed. 

To  yield  himself  to  vain  repinings  for  past 
afflictions  he  felt  would  only  render  those  of 
the  present  more  acute,  and  enervate  his  mind 
at  a  time  when  firmness  was  doubly  requisite 
to  enable  him  to  adopt  a  plan  that  might 
rescue  his  niece  not  only  from  present  but 
from  future  difficulties.  After  deliberating 
a  while,  he  found  that  the  exhausted  state  of 
his  finances  was  by  no  means  adequate  to  his 
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present  expenditure ;  necessity,  therefore,  de 
termined  him  to  quit  the  halls  of  his  father — 
that  enchanting  spot,  where  the  highest  culti- 
vation intermingled  with  the  wild  simplicity 
of  unadorned  nature. 

"  It  is  inevitable !  Harefield  must  be  parted 
with!"  Sir  Walter  at  last  ejaculated.  "It 
must  fall  into  the  possession  of  others !" 

And  where  was  he  to  go  ?  Where  should 
he  seek  a  home  ?  The  wide  world  was  open 
to  him.  As  for  himself,  he  could  bear  every 
deprivation ;  but  his  now  penniless  niece  must 
be  his  companion  in  some  humble  abode,  in 
some  remote  obscurity,  there,  in  the  blooming 
season  of  youth,  to  be  immured  in  the  depth 
of  solitude ! 

Such  were  the  meditations  passing  through 
the  mind  of  the  old  English  gentleman,  when 
his  sight  was  gratified  by  the  appearance  of 
his  niece.  She  had  just  returned  from  het 
afternoon  walk.  He  met  her  with  cheerful- 
ness, and,  giving  her  his  arm,  continued  his 
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ramble.  Sir  Walter  then  proceeded  to  tell, 
or  rather  to  confirm  to  her,  what  she  had 
before  learnt,  that  his  reduced  income  was 
insufficient  for  the  many  accumulated  ex- 
penses of  Harefield,  and  that  it  was  only  ade- 
quate to  a  retirement  from  the  world,  which, 
with  a  sigh  he  declared,  except  for  her  sake, 
he  quitted  without  regret. 

Agnes,  with  the  most  frank  sincerity,  has- 
tened to  relieve  him  from  all  anxiety  on  her 
account,  by  declaring  her  perfect  willingness 
to  retire  into  the  shade  of  some  tranquil  soli- 
tude, where  she  felt  assured  he  would  regain 
his  health  and  happiness ;  and  they  returned 
to  the  house  together,  each  relieved  by  this 
accidental  conference. 

Things  had  continued  in  this  state  for  seve- 
ral weeks,  and  the  winter  was  drawing  to  a 
close,  when  Agnes  was  astonished  by  receiv- 
ing, one  morning,  before  she  had  quitted  her 
dressing-room,  a  message  from  her  uncle,  who 
desired  to  see  her  without  delay.   She  obeyed 
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the  summons,  and,  descending,  found  Sir  Wal- 
ter pacing,  or  rather  hobbling,  backwards  and 
forwards  through  the  breakfast-room,  in  a 
state  of  evident  agitation. 

As  soon  as  she  entered  he  made  an  effort  to 
appear  cheerful,  and,  placing  a  chair,  requested 
her  to  be  seated ;  he  then  drew  his  own  close 
to  hers,  and,  taking  her  hand,  addressed  her  as 
follows : 

"  Agnes,  I  have  seen  with  extreme  satis- 
faction the  attentions  which  my  valued  friend, 
Sir  Frederick  Courtney,  has  for  a  length  of 
time  paid  you,  and  I  am  happy  to  say,  that 
he  has  commissioned  me  to  make  you  an  offer 
of  his  hand  and  fortune.  All  that  he  desires 
in  return,  is  a  direct  answer,  either  in  the 
affirmative  or  negative ;  because,  as  he  justly 
observes,  though  his  love  for  you  is  not  less 
ardent  than  the  love  of  younger  men,  still  it 
is  not  consistent  with  his  ideas  of  decorum 
and  propriety  to  continue  longer  in  a  state  of 
incertitude.    Now,  my  love,  though  you  must 
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be  quite  aware  that  I  desire  nothing  so  much 
as  your  happiness — and  though  I  do  assure 
you,  let  your  decision  be  what  it  may,  you 
shall  never  be  subjected  to  remonstrance  or 
reproach  from  me — there  are  circumstances 
which  I  think  it  my  duty  to  lay  fairly  before 
you,  and  which  will,  perhaps,  induce  yon  not 
to  reject  so  favourable  an  opportunity  of  set- 
tling yourself  in  life.  I  am  all  but  a  ruined 
man.  My  West  India  property  has  entirely 
failed ;  and  though  for  a  little  while  longer 
we  may  be  able  to  remain  here,  there  is  not 
a  shadow  of  a  hope  that  Harefield  will  not, 
in  a  very  short  time,  pass  into  other  hands." 

Agnes,  at  this  intelligence,  started  from 
her  seat;  she  looked  perfectly  aghast;  and 
Sir  Walter,  interpreting  her  look,  instantly 
added, 

"  Nay,  my  child,  do  not  imagine  that  I 
could  act  so  dishonourably  as  to  keep  this 
matter  a  secret  from  Sir  Frederick.  He  knows 
all — it  was,  indeed,  at  the  close  of  that  very 
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conversation  in  which  I  made  him  acquainted 
with  the  real  state  of  my  affairs,  that  he  ge- 
nerously laid  himself  and  his  princely  revenues 
at  your  feet.  So  go,  Agnes ;  I  do  not  press 
you  to  determine  in  a  moment ;  consult  your 
heart ;  and,  as  soon  as  you  have  come  to  a 
determination,  let  me  know  its  result." 

There  is  a  love  which  is  as  silent  as  it  is 
deep ;  beautiful,  as  productive  of  ecstasy  as  of 
sorrow ;  which  is  striven  against  —  prayed 
against — yet,  winding  itself  around  the  heart- 
strings, that  would  break  with  agony,  ere  it 
could  be  torn  away !  Such  was  the  love  of 
Agnes  for  Vavasour.  We  need  not,  therefore, 
inform  our  readers  that  the  proposition  of  Sir 
Frederick  Courtney  was  firmly  though  grate- 
fully declined. 

Nearly  two  years  had  elapsed  since  that 
eventful  day  on  which  Vavasour  had  taken 
leave  of  Agnes — when,  one  morning,  as  she 
was  making  some  purchases  at  the  "  Swan 
and  Edgar's"  of  Bavensbrook,  Mrs.  O'Grady 
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Galloway,  seeing  the  carriage  at  the  door,  en* 
tered  the  shop,  and,  after  informing  her  of  all 
the  gossip  of  the  day,  added  the  announce- 
ment of  Lord  Vavasour's  death ;  at  the  same 
time,  producing  a  newspaper,  she  called  Miss 
Calendar's  attention  to  a  despatch  to  the 
Admiralty,  giving  an  account  of  several  slave 
captures  which  H.  M.  brig  Miranda,  Captain, 
now  Lord  Vavasour,  had  made  upon  the  coast 
of  Africa.  In  the  short  period  of  eighteen 
months,  no  less  than  fifteen  vessels,  employed 
in  that  disgraceful  traffic,  had  struck  their 
colours  to  the  Miranda.  The  newspaper  went 
on  to  add,  that  the  gallant  captain  had  been 
appointed  to  post-rank  in  a  frigate,  the  Helena, 
which  had  completed  her  period  of  service,  and 
was  ordered  home. 

Agnes,  with  suppressed  tears  of  joy  in  her 
eyes,  thanked  the  gossiping  Mrs.  O'Grady 
Galloway  for  her  welcome  intelligence,  and 
hastened  home  to  communicate  to  her  guar- 
dian the  joyful  tidings  she  had  heard  of  one 
her  heart  still  held  so  dear. 
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A  few  days  had  elapsed  after  this  meeting, 
when  a  letter  was  placed  in  Miss  Calendar's 
hands. 

On  reaching  her  room,  she  opened  it  with 
some  trepidation,  glanced  at  the  signature, 
and  read  the  well-known  name  of  Frank 
Vavasour.  The  memory  of  past  happiness,  of 
early  youth,  of  the  bright  dawn  of  the  bright- 
est, the  most  heavenly  of  hopes,  of  blighted 
affection,  of  kindness  unvarying,  of  all- 
enduring  affection,  of  every  manly  feeling, 
every  manly  virtue,  every  estimable  attain- 
ment, crowded  on  her  mind.  The  tears  that 
dimmed  her  eyes  were  gentle,  happy  tears, 
and  they  flowed  afresh  as  she  read  the  wel- 
come letter. 

It  was  dated  Plymouth ;  and  after  inform- 
ing her  of  his  uncle,  Lord  Vavasour's  death, 
told  her  every  circumstance  connected  with 
Buckland's  decease,  and  of  the  hopes  raised 
by  that  event.  It  told  her  even  more  welcome 
news,  that  his  affection  for  her  was  unchanged 
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— his  hopes  of  still  winning  her  hand  un- 
abated. 

In  Agnes's  breast,  the  dazzling  ray  of  hope 
again  danced  as  on  a  brilliant  mirror;  and 
although  in  her  character  there  was  as  little 
of  the  alloy  of  vanity  as  ever  fell  to  woman's 
share,  yet  how  instinctively  did  she  recur  to 
the  ready  conviction  of  Frank  Vavasour's 
long-felt  attachment. 

Oh,  what  devotion,  what  constant,  unselfish 
devotion  was  revealed  to  her  in  this  last 
proof  of  his  love  !  But,  as  she  thought  upon 
his  generous  offer,  the  recollection  that  he 
was  now  rich,  and  that  she  was  destitute, 
threw  its  bitter  alloy  into  the  cup  of  bliss. 
"  What !  refuse  his  proffered  affection,  when 
I  was  the  reputed  heiress  of  immense  wealth, 
and  now  accept  him  when  Fortune  has 
showered  her  gifts  on  him!  No,  it  cannot 
be !  Should  I  recover  what  I  once  deemed 
mine,  I  could,  I  would  prove  that  I  am  not 
ungrateful!     But  now — oh,  even  he  might 
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doubt;  the  world  would  certainly  not  even 
doubt,  but  decide  at  once — that  I  was  in- 
fluenced by  interest." 

But  to  return  to  our  hero,  Vavasour.  The 
Helena  was  ordered  home ;  and  as  the  frigate 
dashed  gallantly  through  the  water,  at  one 
time  careening  to  an  adverse  wind,  at  another 
rolling  before  a  favourite  gale,  bounding  over 
the  foaming  seas  in  the  direction  of  his  native 
country,  Vavasour  felt  his  hopes  revive. 

Letters  and  newspapers  from  England  had 
already  informed  him  of  the  important  events 
of  Agnes's  altered  situation,  and  Sir  Walter's 
ruined  prospects.  They  are  known  to  the 
reader,  and  therefore  we  will  spare  him  Vava- 
sour's comments  upon  them,  and  glide  at  once 
to  their  influence  on  his  feelings,  as  shewn  by 
his  letter.  After  describing  his  uncle's  death, 
he  adds : 

"  Fortune  has  been  lavish  to  me  of  late ; 
my  uncle's  large  possessions  are  mine;  but 
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wealth  has  no  charm  for  me,  unless  it  enable 
me  to  shower  its  blessings  on  yon.  I  shall 
hasten  to  Harefield  shortly.  Will  yon  wel- 
come me?  Will  your  heart  rejoice  at  the 
approach  of  one  whose  only  object  is  to  de- 
vote his  life  to  your  happiness  ? 

"  Vavasour." 

"  Generous,  noble  creature ! "  said  Agnes, 
as  she  pressed  the  letter  to  her  lips,  and  sank 
on  her  knees  in  silent  prayer  and  thanks- 
giving. 

After  pondering,  half  painfully,  half  in 
heartfelt  delight,  on  the  new  circumstances  in 
which  she  found  herself,  Agnes  decided  that 
she  would  make  her  reply  to  Vavasour's  pro- 
posal conditional  —  that  if  fortune  ever 
smiled  on  her,  she  would  be  his ;  if  not,  desti- 
tute as  she  was,  she  never  would  unite  her 
fate  with  that  of  any  other,  but  would  che- 
rish to  her  latest  hour  the  memory  of  his 
generous  affection. 
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At  the  period  of  the  arrival  of  Vavasour's 
letter,  the  baronet  was  just  recovering  from 
a  fit  of  the  gout.  He  was  seated  in  his  great 
arm-chair,  and  Agnes  reading  by  his  side, 
when  the  letter  was  brought  in.  The  rap- 
tures of  both  were  equally  eloquent ;  but  they 
were  expressed  with  boisterous  joy  by  the 
one ;  with  the  mild  transport  of  perfect  hap- 
piness by  the  other. 

It  need  scarcely  be  said  that  the  warm- 
hearted baronet  immediately  wrote  to  Vava- 
sour, offering  him  that  earnest  welcome  to 
Harefield  which  his  almost  parental  regard 
for  him  dictated. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

"  Proud  lineage!  now  how  little  thou  appearest !" 

Blair. 

Certainly,  honest  Shenstone  was  right : 
every  one  has  found  "  his  warmest  welcome 
in  an  inn :"  the  candles  are  lighted  with  such 
alacrity ;  the  table  is  laid  with  such  despatch; 
the  bill  of  fare  is  so  admirably  divided  into 
fish,  flesh,  and  fowl ;  the  first  dish  is  so  well 
and  pompously  put  on  by  "  mine  host ;"  his 
myrmidons  of  waiters  are  so  active  and  atten- 
tive :  who  would  not  encounter  all  the  trou- 
bles travellers  are  heirs  to,  to  find  such  a 
solace  for  his  cares  at  his  journey's  end  ? 

Such  were  Vavasour's  thoughts  as  he  en- 
tered that  splendid  establishment,  the  Royal 
Hotel  at  Plymouth. 
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No  sooner  had  the  frigate  been  paid  off, 
than  her  late  noble  commander  lost  no  time 
in  proceeding  to  London,  where  his  first  care 
was  to  see  his  solicitor,  Mr.  Allworth,  and 
place  in  his  hands  the  depositions  of  the 
deceased  Buckland;  and  the  lawyer  de- 
spatched a  trusty  clerk  to  every  seaport,  that 
the  merchant-ship  in  which  Mark  Hindley 
had  come  over  in  was  likely  to  have  touched 
at,  in  the  hope  of  following  np  the  cine  al- 
ready given. 

Vavasour  then  proceeded  to  Portman 
Square,  where  he  was  ushered  into  the  late 
lord's  library.  There  he  found  Mr.  Spiers, 
surrounded  by  papers,  parchments,  and  every 
species  of  legal  documents,  deep  in  the  mys- 
tery of  accounts  and  financial  arrangements, 
and  altogether  as  busy  as  a  man  could  reason- 
ably be  expected  to  make  himself  in  any 
body's  affairs  but  his  own.  He  received  Va- 
vasour with  the  most  abject  politeness,  and, 
with  a  decorously  lugubrious  aspect,  stain- 
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meied  out  his  apologies  for  his  abruptness 
upon  a  former  occasion,  and  offered  his  con- 
dolences on  his  recent  loss,  and  his  congratu- 
lations on  the  accession  of  the  title  and  pro- 
perty. 

As  for  reasons  with  which  the  reader  is 
acquainted,  Lord  Vavasour  did  not  wish  to 
encourage  the  advances  of  the.  wily  attorney, 
he  confined  his  inquiries  to  such  topics  as  the 
last  moments  of  the  late  lord ;  the  time  ap- 
pointed for  the  funeral,  &c. ;  on  all  which 
points  Vavasour  obtained  categorical  answers, 
the  particulars  of  which  we  will  spare  our 
readers,  merely  stating  that  the  funeral  was 
fixed  for  the  next  week ;  and  that  Frank  Va- 
vasour, as  next  of  kin,  and  chief  mourner, 
was  to  escort  the  remains  into  the  country 
for  interment  in  the  family  vault. 

On  the  following  Monday  the  funeral  of 
the  late  Lord  Vavasour  took  place.  Import- 
ant as  his  large  estates  and  immense  wealth 
had  made  him,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Vara- 
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sour  Manor  he  was  little  known  and  little 
regretted ;  and  the  crowds  assembled  in  the 
churchyard,  in  spite  of  the  rain  that  fell 
incessantly,  were  drawn  there  by  the  mag- 
nificence of  the  pageant,  rather  than  by 
respect  or  regret  for  the  deceased.  The  ob- 
sequies of  the  dead  were,  like  the  living  cha- 
racter of  the  man,  cold,  formal,  and  artificial. 
It  was  over ;  the  splendidly  embossed  oaken 
coffin  had  been  committed  to  the  damp, 
earthy  vault.  Gold  and  silver,  satin  and  vel- 
vet, rosewood  and  oak,  broidery  and  blazonry, 
had  done  their  best  to  make  death  to  this 
mighty  man  differ  a  little  from  what  the 
beggar  found  it:  but,  in  one  particular,  at 
least,  he  shared  the  fate  of  those  who  shared 
not  his  greatness — he  was  buried,  and  speedily 
forgotten.  The  "pomp,  pride,  and  circum- 
stance" of  earthly  vanities;  the  sickening 
paraphernalia,  the  funeral  silk,  the  crape 
scarfs,  the  gloves,  the  tapers,  the  mutes,  the 
"  baked  meats,"  the  "  inky  cloak,"  the  "  cus- 
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tomary  suits  of  solemn  black,"  the  haunting 
smell  of  camphor,  rue,  and  rosemary — all  had 
vanished ;  and  the  funeral  day  was  at  an  end, 
with  all  its  gloomy  mockeries. 

On  the  morrow  the  family  had  all  departed 
from  the  mansion,  except  the  new  lord  and 
his  immediate  personal  attendants.  Mr. 
Spiers,  however,  still  remained,  and  was  screw- 
ing up  his  face  to  the  proper  dolorous  expres- 
sion for  a  farewell,  and  a  hope  that  he  should 
still  be  honoured  with  his  lordship's  business, 
when  Vavasour  passed  the  crouching  lawyer, 
without  even  deigning  to  look  at  him,  and, 
entering  his  carriage,  ordered  the  postboys 
to  make  the  best  of  their  way  on  their  return 
to  the  metropolis. 

A  pressing  invitation  awaited  him  from  Sir 
Walter,  and  he  lost  no  time  in  making  ar- 
rangements for  his  departure  for  Harefield. 

On  arriving  there,  Vavasour's  heart  beat 
high  as  he  drove  through  the  well-known 
gates  of  the  park.     He  seemed  to  recognize 
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every  tree  which  formed  the  avenue  leading 
up  to  the  house.  What  scenes,  what  vicissi- 
tudes, what  struggles,  had  engaged  him,  since 
he  last  passed  through  those  gates,  as  he 
thought  never  to  return !  The  sickening  feel- 
ing of  that  desolate  morning,  when  he  was 
refused  by  Agnes,  was  still  so  strong  in  his 
remembrance,  that  he  actually  felt  the  same 
sensations  now,  though  recalled  in  so  flatter- 
ing a  manner.  Did  he  owe  his  recal  to 
Agnes  herself,  or  only  to  the  favour  of  her 
guardian?  This  was  a  question  he  did  not 
dare  to  answer :  but,  at  any  rate,  he  did  not 
return  the  poor  dependant,  subject  to  the 
control  of  a  hard-hearted  uncle — so  far  so 
good :  but  how  did  this  affect  the  main  point  ? 
Was  the  heart  of  Agnes  free  ?  or,  if  so,  what 
reason  had  he  to  hope  for  success  ?  What  sign 
was  there  of  encouragement?  What  favour 
had  she  ever  shewn  him,  beyond  gratitude  for 
kindness  when  in  tribulation?  On  the  contrary, 
Agnes's   most  determined   resolution  to  let 
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him  depart  for  ever,  the  moment  he  disclosed 
his  feelings,  without  a  sign  that  they  were 
partaken — these  were  reflections  as  uncheer- 
ing  as  they  were  obvious ;  and  yet,  strange  to 
say,  had  never  presented  themselves  to  him 
in  such  force  as  at  this  moment. 

While  ruminating  over  his  prospects,  he 
beheld  Sir  Walter  and  Miss  Calendar  coming 
down  the  avenue  to  meet  him.  He  was  soon 
out  of  his  carriage ;  and  the  hearty  and  joyous 
welcome  they  gave  him  dissipated  the  cloudy 
thoughts  with  which  he  had  entered  these 
once  happy  precincts. 

The  reception  Vavasour  had  met  with,  the 
agitation  his  presence  had  created  in  the  mind 
of  Agnes,  seemed  to  promise  brighter  pro- 
spects. The  beauty  of  the  weather,  and  the 
excitement  caused  by  the  presence  of  his 
beloved  one,  were  sufficient  to  thaw  all  re- 
serve, and  he  gave  way,  without  restraint,  to 
the  gaiety  by  which,  for  the  first  time  during 
many  months,  he  was  inspired.     The  ride, 
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with  all  its  accessories,  was  delightful;  and 
visions  of  happiness  again  arose  before  the 
now  enraptured  Vavasour.  The  dark  clouds 
which  appeared  to  hang  for  ever  over  his  fate 
seemed  gradually  to  be  dispersed,  and  to  bring 
to  his  view  sources  of  enjoyment,  which,  a 
few  months  before,  he  would  not  have  dared 
to  contemplate. 

Still  his  heart  would  often  sink  within  him, 
when  he  remembered  those  words  so  fatal  to 
his  happiness — "  I  never  can  be  yours."  He 
felt  that  until  Agnes  Callendar's  claims  to  her 

» 

heritage  were  proved,  her  pride  would  revolt 
from  entering  into  any  family,  especially  one 
from  whom  she  had  received  so  many  un- 
merited slights. 

The  night  previous  to  the  expected  arrival 
of  a  letter  from  Vavasour's  active  agent,  on 
the  subject  of  Miss  Callendar's  claims,  Vava- 
sour, sleepless  and  unhappy,  counted  every 
hour  that  was  told  by  the  clock  on  the  large 
echoing  staircase.     He  listened  with  restless 
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impatience  for  the  sound  of  any  footstep  that 
could  give  notice  of  approaching  day,  and 
looked  as  eagerly  through  his  curtains  for 
the  first  beam  of  morning,  as  if  returning 
light  was  to  bring  with  it  renovated  happi- 
ness. 

If  Vavasour's  thoughts  had  "  murdered 
sleep/9  Agnes's  slumbers  had  not  been  more 
refreshing.  Rising  early,  she  obeyed  the 
summons  of  Sir  Walter  to  accompany  him  on 
a  visit  of  condolence  to  a  neighbouring  family, 
who  had  just  lost  their  only  child. 

No  letter  arrived  for  Vavasour,  and  he 
passed  his  day  under  the  most  melancholy 
feelings.  In  vain  he  tried  to  settle  his  mind 
to  some  employment.  Reading,  sketching, 
billiards,  were  all  tried,  and  all  equally  failed. 

Towards  the  afternoon,  Agnes  returned, 
and,  occupied  with  dull  thoughts,  proceeded 
to  take  a  solitary  ramble.  Turning  her  steps 
through  the  wild  woodlands  that  lay  at  the 
back  of  the  mansion,  she  trod  very  nearly  the 
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same  path  which  she  had  pursued  with  Frank 
Vavasour,  on  the  first  morning  of  his  visit  to 
Harefield.  She  traced  the  walk  by  the  side 
of  the  river;  a  thousand  thousand  flowers 
were  on  its  banks,  and  the  brightest  sun- 
beams on  its  waters.  But  the  feelings  of  her 
heart  were  changed ;  and  the  light  which  na- 
ture had  then  borrowed  from  joy  was  now 
all  overshadowed  by  the  clouds  of  care.  As 
she  gazed  upon  the  stream,  and  the  wild 
banks,  and  the  woods  round  her,  and  felt 
that  the  morning  might  bring  tidings  that 
she  was  an  outcast,  a  beggar,  without  home, 
the  pain  was  too  much,  and  she  wept. 

Still  she  trod  her  way  onward,  pondering 
gloomily  over  her  fate,  when  the  train  of 
her  thoughts  was  suddenly  broken.  Passing 
through  a  green  lane,  on  the  hedges  of  which 
grew  the  hawthorn  and  wild  rose,  she  heard 
footsteps  behind  her,  and,  turning  round,  she 
saw  beside  her  Frank  Vavasour. 

"  Pardon  this  intrusion,  Miss  Gallendar," 
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exclaimed  he;  "believe  me,  it  was  not  pre- 
meditated. I  beheld  you  accidentally  at  a 
distance,  and  could  not  resist  the  temptation 
of  joining  you." 

Agnes  hung  her  head,  but  did  not  speak ; 
and  Vavasour  continued  to  walk  by  her  side. 

"  There  is  a  subject,"  continued  he,  "  dear- 
est to  my  heart,  upon  which  you  must  give 
me  a  moment's  attention." 

She  slowly  turned  her  head,  and,  for  the 
first  time,  gazed  at  the  speaker ;  her  counte- 
nance betrayed  kindness,  while  she  faintly 
murmured — "  Do  not,  I  entreat  you,  urge  a 
subject  that  I  dare  not  at  present  trust  my- 
self to  think  upon." 

Vavasour's  eye  brightened.  — "  There  is 
kindness  in  your  words,  Agnes — pardon  me, 
Miss  Callendar — for  Heaven's  sake,  tell  me — 
have  my  hopes  been  all  in  vain  ?— dare  I  think 
that  you  entertain  the  least  regard  for  me  ? " 

The  listener,  unwilling  that  he  should  pro- 
ceed further,  interrupted  him. 
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Nay;  how  can  you  doubt  my  regard — 
my  gratitude ! " 

The  high  spirit  of  Vavasour  kindled  at  these 
words ;  gratitude  was  the  last  feeling,  except 
pity,  that  he  wished  her  to  entertain. 

"  Why  for  ever  allude  to  gratitude  ?"  said 
Vavasour,  with  a  smile ;  but  there  are  smiles 
more  melancholy  than  a  world  of  sighs,  and 
his  was  full  of  pain,  anxiety,  and  disappoint- 
ment. 

"  Vavasour,  we  will  talk  no  more  on  this 
subject — brighter  days  may  come*— to-morrow 
my  fate  will  be  decided — you  have  my  deepest 
gratitude — my — " 

The  deepening  blush  concluded  the  sentence 
as  Vavasour's  heart  could  have  desired. 

"  Now,  Heaven  bless  you !"  he  cried,  with 
a  joyful  smile ;  "  your  words,  your  looks  make 
amends  for  all  the  misery  I  have  lately  expe- 
rienced." 

They  walked  on,  and  conversed  more  fami- 
liarly.   They  had  arrived  at  the  extremity  of 
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the  lane,  and  before  them  extended  Harefield 
lawn.  The  mansion,  at  a  distance,  was  partly 
concealed  in  shadow,  for  the  sun  was  setting 
behind  the  lofty  trees ;  but  the  river  gleamed 
in  gold,  and  the  hills  that  bounded  the  prospect 
were  tinged  with  crimson.  All  around  breathed 
peace,  harmony,  and  beauty,  and  the  scene  was 
well  calculated  to  heighten  the  romance  of 
young  affection. 

"  Ere  you  leave  me,"  exclaimed  Vavasour, 
imploringly,  "  say  one  word  —  Oh  !  do  not 
drive  me  to  despair.  Give  me  one  gleam  of 
hope." 

Agnes  averted  her  head.  At  length  she 
spoke.  Her  words  were  nearly  inaudible,  yet 
they  breathed  of  hope  and  affection. 

Vavasour  heard  no  more — her  words  im- 
plied enough  to  assure  him  he  was  beloved. 
Silently  they  proceeded  homewards — each 
afraid  to  trust  themselves  upon  a  subject  so 
dearly  connected  with  their  future  happiness. 

With  fresh  energy,  Vavasour  now  entered 
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into  the  question  of  Agnes's  affairs,  and  laid 
before  Sir  Walter  and  his  niece  the  deposi- 
tions taken  from  the  dying  Buckland. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  respectful  ten- 
derness of  Vavasour's  behaviour  towards 
Agnes.  He  led  her  gently,  and  in  a  man- 
ner which  hovered  very  skilfully  between  the 
solemnity  of  a  formal  examination  and  the 
familiar  questioning  of  curiosity,  to  relate  the 
whole  history  of  her  life  in  Canada,  from  the 
demise  of  her  mother  to  the  dreadful  death 
of  her  father. 

Nothing  could  be  more  simple  and  more 
clear  than  her  statement.  The  certificate  of 
her  parents'  marriage  had  been  deposited  in 
an  old  silver  casket ;  and  upon  this  point  she 
dwelt  with  the  greatest  minuteness.  The  re- 
membrance of  the  first  angry  word  that  had 
escaped  her  father's  lips,  caused  by  her  having 
in  a  childish  fit  incautiously  opened  the  casket, 
could  never  be  obliterated  from  her  mind. 

Vavasour  listened  to  her  ingenuous  narra- 
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tive,  and  felt  that,  whatever  the  lawyers  might 
think  of  it,  he  was  himself  folly  persuaded 
that  the  marriage  had  taken  place. 

In  this  persuasion  he  left  Harefield,  haying 
taken  copious  minutes  of  Agnes's  narrative. 
He  set  off  for  London  with  the  purpose  of 
laying  all  the  circumstances  before  counsel, 
and  sparing  neither  cost  nor  pains  in  an  in- 
vestigation on  the  results  of  which  the  best 
hopes  of  his  life  depended. 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 


"  Hope  is  a  lover's  staff;  walk  hence  with  that, 
And  manage  it  against  despairing  thoughts." 

Shakbpearz. 

Lord  Vavasour  had  for  some  time  been 
most  zealously  redeeming  the  pledge  he  had 
given  Miss  Callendar,  to  exert  his  utmost 
energy  in  her  cause.  He  had  taken  the  first 
legal  opinions  upon  the  question;  and  had 
despatched  one  of  the  cleverest  satellites  of 
the  metropolitan  police  to  Spain,  offering  a 
reward  of  five  hundred  pounds  to  whoever 
would  produce  a  copy  of  the  marriage  certi- 
ficate of  the  late  Sir  Charles  Callendar,  pro- 
perly attested. 

The  morning  after  Vavasour's  arrival  in 
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London,  he  was  rather  disagreeably  surprised 
by  a  visit  from  Lionel  Crouch,  who  now  came 
to  pay  his  homage  to  the  new  lord  and  lion 
of  the  day.  After  expatiating  upon  his  mar- 
riage, and  the  merits  of  his  countess,  the 
Tuft-hunter  proceeded. 

"Ah!  Vavasour,  I  am  delighted  to  see 
you  back.  All  London  are  teeming  with  your 
praise ;  it  would  have  gladdened  your  heart 
to  have  seen  la  belle  Agnes  when  she  first 
heard  of  your  success.  Poor  Montressor  has 
been  terribly  thrown  over  by  her.  We  fancied 
at  Cowes  it  was  all  right ;  but  she  actually 
refused  him  (here  the-  colour  came  and  went 
in  Vavasour's  cheeks).  Talking  of  Montres- 
sor, you  must  come  and  see  his  yacht,  the 
Enchantress ;  she's  a  perfect  craft." 

Here  Crouch,  who  had  picked  up  a  few 
nautical  phrases,  entered  into  an  animated  de- 
scription of  mainsails,  topsails,  jibs,  spankers, 
binnacles,  bowsprits,  crosstrees,  and  ratlines, 
all  of  which,  however  interesting  he  might 
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have  imagined  them,  we  will  not  inflict  upon 
our  readers.  He  continued : 

"  On  the  fifth  of  next  month  there  is  to  be 
a  launch  at  Woolwich.  All  the  world  will  be 
there.  Montressor  gives  a  ftte  after  it,  and 
commissioned  me  to  give  yon  a  special  invita- 
tion. His  is  a  splendid  yacht.  Fancy  that 
rascal  Ramos  charging  him  six  hundred  gui- 
neas for  the  fitting  up  of  his  cabin !" 

"  Ramos !"  repeated  Vavasour. 

"  Yes,  Ramos — Elias  Ramos  and  Brothers, 
Curiosity  Dealers,  Ordnance  Row,  Portsea. 
Why  you  don't  know  them,  Vavasour;  you 
have  no  dealings  with  Jews." 

"  I  have  heard  of  them,"  stammered  Vava- 
sour. 

"  But  come  and  judge  of  the  Enchantress 
yourself ;  she  is  off  Greenwich ;  the  skipper 
gives  a  dinner  on  board  after  the  launch  next 
Monday  week,  and  I  can  answer  for  his  being 
delighted  to  see  you." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Vavasour ;  but  whether 
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it  meant  "  thank  yon,  yes !"  or  "  thank  you, 
no !"  the  ntterer  of  it  had  not  folly  made  np 
his  mind. 

Crouch  now  took  his  leave,  telling  his  com- 
panion that  he  was  sure  Montressor  would 
take  no  refusal,  and  that  a  card  should  he 
sent 

Vavasour  now  turned  over  in  his  mind  all 
the  information  he  had  received  from  the  dying 
Buckland.  Ramos  was  certainly  the  name  of 
the  Israelite  who  had  purchased  Mark  Hind- 
ley's  illgotten  property.  Ringing  for  his  ser- 
vant, Vavasour  ordered  his  travelling  carriage 
to  be  brought  round  as  soon  as  possible,  and 
in  less  than  seven  hours  found  himself  at  the 
door  of  the  far-famed  George,  at  Portsmouth. 
What  activity  prevailed!  the  bells  ringing, 
landlord  bowing,  waiters  running,  chamber- 
maids bawling,  ostlers  hallooing.  Vavasour 
alighted,  was  shown  to  a  private  room,  had  a 
huge  bill  of  fare  thrust  into  his  hands,  ordered 
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a  late  dinner,  and  instantly  proceeded  npon 
his  voyage  of  discovery. 

He  had  no  difficulty  in  finding  the  residence 
of  Elias  Ramos  and  Brothers,  and  entering  the 
shop  requested  to  see  Mr.  Elias  himself. 

"  Mr.  Eliash  is  very  busy  at  this  moment/9 
said  a  dirty  Jewish-looking  stripling  of  about 
twelve  years  of  age,  clad  in  the  faded  relics 
of  dandyism ;  "  but  Mr.  Solomon  will  wait 
upon  you ;"  then  screaming  from  the  bottom 
of  the  stairs,  "  a  gentleman  to  see  Mr.  Solo- 
mon." 

In  a  few  seconds  the  summons  was  obeyed. 
Vavasour  explained  that  his  business  was  with 
Mr.  Elias,  and  that  if  it  was  inconvenient  for 
him  to  see  him  at  the  present  moment,  he 
would  call  later.  But  "  cunning  little  Solo- 
mon "  would  not  throw  away  a  chance,  so,  re- 
questing "  the  gentleman'*  to  walk  into  the 
back  parlour,  he  took  the  place  of  his  worthy 
brother,  who  was  advancing  loans,  to  sundry 
miserable  -  looking  individuals,  upon  shawls, 
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bonnets,  blankets,  bedding,  cloaks,  shoes, 
boots,  &c. 

The  room  in  which  Vavasour  found  him* 
self  was  a  small,  close,  oppressive  apartment, 
so  full  of  furniture  that  he  could  hardly  make 
his  way  through  it.  It  was  actually  strewed 
with  different  articles :  guitars,  violins,  flutes, 
china,  glass,  bagatelle-boards,  cabinets,  chairs, 
silks,  swords,  pistols,  dirks,  sabretaches,  epau- 
lettes, military  and  naval  uniforms,  shells, 
Indian  weapons,  Chinese  gongs,  clocks,  ther- 
mometers, barometers,  quadrants,  chronome- 
ters, charts,  telescopes,  &c. 

Mr.  Elias  presently  appeared,  and  eyeing 
Vavasour,  who,  in  his  travelling  costume  and 
pea-jacket,  did  not  look  like  a  very  rich  cus- 
tomer, settled  in  his  own  mind  that  he  was 
either  anxious  to  obtain  a  loan  or  part  with 
some  of  his  property. 

"  Sorry  to  keep  you  waiting,  sir,  but  I  was 
very  busy,  trying  to  raise  some  monish  to 
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meet  a  customer's  wish,  but  monish  is  a  very 
scarce  article  at  this  present  moment." 

"  It  was  not  upon  the  subject  of  a  loan," 
said  Vavasour,  "  that  I  sought  you." 

"  Worse  and  worse :  if  you  want  to  dispose 
of  any  articles,"  interrupted  the  Jew,  "  the 
market  is  glutted." 

Vavasour  resumed:  "I  have  nothing  to 
dispose  of;  my  object  is  to  ascertain  what 
became  of  some  property  that  was  purchased 
by  you  in  1 82 — ,  about  the  month  of  July, 
from  an  individual  of  the  name  of  Mark 
Hindley." 

Ramos  changed  colour,  and  gave  his  inqui- 
rer a  most  scrutinizing  look ;  then,  recovering 
himself,  he  said : 

"I  don't  recollect  the  name,  but  I  may 
perhaps  find  it  in  the  books;  here,  Rachel, 
bring  the  daybook,  182 — ." 

"Come,  Mr.  Ramos,"  resumed  Vavasour, 
"  let  us  understand  one  another.  My  wish  is 
to  become  the  purchaser  of  any  property 
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pledged  or  sold  to  70a  by  one  Mark  Hindley, 
who  came  from  America  in  the  month  of  June 
or  July,  182 — .  There  is  also  an  ebony  case 
containing  some  documents,  of  no  value  to 
any  one  bat  the  family  they  concern,  and 
which  was  sold  to  one  Ramos,  in  France, 
about  a  year  ago.  Return  these  articles  to 
the  owners,  and  five  hundred  guineas  shall  be 
your  reward." 

"Five  hundred  guineas!"  echoed  the  as* 
tonished  Israelite ;  "  Rachel,  we  have  no  occa- 
sion for  the  books." 

This  was  addressed  to  a  dark-eyed  maid 
of  Judah,  who  had  entered  with  a  huge  mass 

of  mouldy,  dusty-looking  ledgers. 

> 

"  But,  sir,"  he  continued,  turning  to  Vava- 
sour, "  any  information  that  I  possess  is  at 
your  service.  We  have  a  private  book,  in 
which  some  of  our  purchases  are  entered,  but 
caution,  sir,  is  the  very  soul  of  business." 

"  Right !  Mr.  Ramos,  right !"  replied  Vava- 
sour.    "I  am  perfectly  aware  that  the  pro- 
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perty  and  documents  came  honestly  into 
your  possession,  and  I  will  guarantee  yon 
the  payment  when  they  are  transferred  to 
mine." 

"  Nothing  can  be  handsomer  than  your  con- 
duct, sir.  I  will  make  every  inquiry  upon 
the  subject — to  whom  shall  I  address  the  re- 
sult ?" 

"  To  Lord  Vavasour,  Portman  Square,  Lon- 
don," replied  the  nobleman. 

"  Beg  your  lordship  a  thousand  pardons," 
said  the  worthy  pawnbroker,  amazingly  re- 
lieved at  ascertaining  that  his  customer  was 
not  a  police  officer  in  disguise.  "  I  shall  be 
proud  to  serve  your  lordship.  I  rather  think 
I  had  that  pleasure  when  your  lordship  was  a 
midshipman  on  board  the  Illustrious.  Solo- 
mon, Solomon,  you're  wanted,"  cried  Mr. 
Elias.  "  Benjamin,  attend  to  the  customers ; 
Rachel,  step  down  into  the  shop." 

In  less  than  five  minutes  the  triumvirate 
were  in  close  consultation. 
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"  Do  you  remember,"  inquired  Elias,  "  any 
purchases  made  from  one  Mark  Hindley  ? " 

"  I'll  take  my  oath,  I  know  nothing  about 
it,"  responded  Solomon,  who,  notwithstand- 
ing his  possession  of  a  name  so  revered  for 
wisdom,  was  greatly  puzzled  at  the  question. 

"  Well,  Solomon,"  continued  the  other,  "  I 
rather  think  we  did  purchase  some  few  articles 
of  plate  of  a  person  that  answers  the  descrip- 
tion." 

And  here  followed  a  slight  conversation  in 
the  Hebrew  tongue,  which  we  will  (for  rea- 
sons that  may  be  guessed  at)  spare  our  readers, 
but  which  evidently  produced  a  most  power- 
ful effect  upon  Solomon's  memory. 

"  Now  I  do  remember,"  said  he,  "  some 
articles  purchased  in  1 82 — .  The  plate-chest 
stood  for  some  months  just  where  you  are 
sitting ;  we  sold  it  last  August  to  one  of  the 
members  of  the  Yacht  Club.  We  lost  consi- 
derably by  it." 

"  An  ebony  case  is  what  I  seek,"  said  Va- 
vasour, "  marked  with  the  initials,  C.  C." 
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"  I  don't  remember  an  ebony  case,"  mut- 
tered Ellas.  "  Speak,  Solomon,  do  you  know 
any  thing  of  it?" 

44 1  will  take  my  oath  I  do  not,"  rejoined 
the  latter;  and  here  the  Jew  spoke  con* 
scientionsly,  for  he  had  never  seen  the  article 
in  question,  and  which  had  been  purchased 
and  resold  by  his  brother  before  his  return  to 
England. 

Elias  Ramos  now  turned  over  in  his  mind 
every  circumstance  connected  with  his  trans- 
actions  with  Mark  Hindley  and  Buckland,  and 
remembered  that,  independently  of  the  pur- 
chases he  had  made  from  the  former,  he  had 
been  intrusted  by  him  with  an  old  valise, 
containing,  as  was  stated,  some  papers.  Turn- 
ing to  Vavasour,  he  said  : 

"  If  your  lordship  will  come  into  the  store- 
room, I  will  show  you  all  it  contains.  I 
rather  think  a  man,  calling  himself  Mark,  did 
leave  a  valise  here  some  years  ago." 

Vavasour  was  all  impatience ;  and  follow* 
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ing  the  Israelite  up  a  narrow  staircase,  was 
ushered  into  an  immense  store-room.  After 
rummaging  about  for  some  time,  Ramos  pulled 
from  under  a  chest  of  drawers  a  small  mili- 
tary valise,  on  opening  which  the  initials, 
C.  C.  ■  ■    'th  Regt.  were  visible* 

Vavasour  lost  no  time  in  looking  over  its 
contents,  but  they  consisted  principally  of 
orderly  books,  morning  returns,  routes,  &c 
Nothing  in  the  shape  of  a  private  paper  or 
memorandum  was  to  be  found. 

Vavasour,  disappointed  at  the  failure,  now 
remembered  that  the  pawnbroker  had  talked 
of  a  plate-chest. 

"  Do  you  remember,"  he  inquired,  "  to 
whom  you  sold  the  plate-chest?" 

"  To  a  gentleman  of  the  Yacht  Club,  but  I 
forget  the  name." 

"  Was  it  Lord  Montressor  ?  " 

"  No,  no,  my  lord,  I  know  his  lordship ; 
I  fitted  out  his  cabin  for  him ;  nothing  but 
oak  carvings ;  his  lordship  was  very  hard  upon 
me ;  I  lost  money  by  the  job." 
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"  Rascal ! "  thought  Vavasour,  recalling 
Crouch's  statement  to  his  mind.  Finding  that 
nothing  could  be  elicited  from  the  Jew,  Vava- 
sour took  his  leave,  again  reminding  him  of  the 
reward  that  would  be  his,  should  he  be  able  to 
give  any  clue  to  the  intelligence  he  sought. 

The  following  day,  Vavasour  returned  to 
London,  where  he  again  devoted  his  energies 
to  the  cause  he  had  embarked  in  heart  and 
soul.  Frequent  disappointment  as  to  the  ob- 
ject of  his  inquiries  had  made  him  distrustful 
of  even  the  most  promising  appearances,  and 
the  chances  were  still  so  much  against  a  com- 
plete and  satisfactory  discovery,  that  he  could 
not  feel  sanguine  as  to  the  result,  although, 
undoubtedly,  the  circumstantial  evidence  was 
very  strong  as  to  the  certificate  having  been 
in  existence. 

Still  Vavasour  did  not  despond ;  he  laid 
"  the  flattering  unction  to  his  soul,"  that, 
through  his  numerous  agents,  if  not  a  thorough 
discovery,  still  something  would  most   pro- 
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bably  be  learned ;  another  link  in  that  fatal 
and  mysterious  chain  would  be  supplied,  and 
if  expectation  were  not  wholly  satisfied, 
hope  at  least  might  be  revived,  even  by  a 
partial  and  scanty  disclosure. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 


« 


England  hails  thee  with  emotion, 
Mightiest  child  of  naval  art, 
Heaven  resounds  thy  welcome !    Ocean 
Takes  thee  smiling  to  his  heart. 

Giant  oaks  of  bold  expansion. 
O'er  seven  hundred  acres  fell, 

All  to  build  thy  noble  mansion. 

Where  our  hearts  of  oak  shall  dwell. 

'Midst  those  trees  the  wild  deer  bounded, 
Ages  long  ere  we  were  born, 

And  our  great-grandfathers  sounded 
Many  a  jovial  hunting-horn. 

Oaks  that  living  did  inherit 

Grandeur  from  our  earth  and  sky, 

Still  robust,  the  native  spirit 
In  your  timbers  shall  not  die. 

Ship  to  shine  in  martial  story, 
Thou  shalt  cleave  the  ocean's  path, 

Freighted  with  Britannia's  glory, 
And  the  thunders  of  her  wrath. 

Foes  shall  crowd  their  sails  and  fly  thee, 
Threat'ning  havoc  to  their  deck, 

When  afar  they  first  descry  thee, 
Like  the  coming  whirlwind's  speck. 

Gallant  bark !  thy  pomp  and  beauty 
Storm  or  battle  ne'er  shall  blast, 

Whilst  our  tars  in  pride  and  duty 
Nail  thy  colours  to  the  mast." 


T.  Campbell. 


The  fifth  of  May  had  arrived ;  and  in  the 
annals  of  "  our  wooden  walls,"  from  the  days 
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of  the  famed  ship  Harry  grace  de  Dieu, 
downwards,  it  would  be  difficult  to  point  out 
an  event  of  the  kind  which  excited  so  great 
and  general  an  interest  as  did  the  launch  of 
H.  M.  ship  Conqueror.  At  an  early  hour 
all  London  was  in  a  commotion  from  east  to 
west,  all  eagerly  hurrying  towards  Woolwich 
Dockyard.  The  road  presented  a  perfect 
stream  of  vehicles,  of  every  denomination, 
from  the  royal  cortege  to  the  Whitechapel 
cart.  Equestrians  and  pedestrians  were  bend- 
ing their  way  to  the  scene  of  action. 

By  water  all  was  bustle,  as  well  as  by  land. 
The  "  silent  highway  "  was  as  much  crowded 
by  steamers  and  craft,  of  every  size  and  shape, 
as  the  noisy  and  dusty  highway  on  terra-Jirma 
was  by  coaches,  omnibuses,  gigs,  buggies,  and 
taxed  carts. 

Every  vessel  afloat  exhibited  her  colours, 
and  the  rapidly-passing  steam-boats,  with  their 
gay  streamers  "  floating  in  the  breeze,"  ho- 
vered about  like  so  many  fireflies,  burnished 
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by  the  sun.  In  addition  to  these,  every  sort 
of  craft  that  has  been  in  requisition  since  the 
building  of  Noah's  ark,  was  employed  to  con- 
vey  persons  to  the  sight,  or  to  afford  them 
positions  from  which  to  get  a  view  of  it. 

The  appearance  of  this  dense  mass  of  ship- 
ping was  that  of  one  mighty  gallery  erected 
on  the  water,  with  the  colours  of  all  nations 
flying  over  and  around  the  excited  crowd  it 
contained.  The  heights  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  town  were  also  covered  with  people, 
all  anxiously  watching  for  the  moment  which 
should  consign  the  magnificent  Conqueror  to 
her  destined  element. 

Near  the  church  at  Greenwich,  a  triumphal 
arch,  formed  of  flowers  and  evergreens,  and 
surmounted  by  the  Royal  Standard,  had  been 
erected. 

But  the  dockyard  at  Woolwich  was  the 
great  object  of  attraction.  In  addition  to  the 
immense  multitude  admitted  by  tickets,  and 
the  still  larger  number  admitted  without  them 
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at  the  gates  thrown  open  to  the  public,  every 
shed,  housetop,  and  elevated  place  from  which 
the  smallest  glimpse  of  view  could  be  com- 
manded, was  occupied. 

Before  one  o'clock  the  booths  were  crowded, 
and  the  scene  was  splendid  in  the  extreme. 
In  the  centre  lay  the  magnificent  ship,  in  all 
her  vast  proportions,  a  stupendous,  yet  a 
beautifully-moulded  fabric,  which  might  well 
appear  to  bid  defiance  to  the  winds  and  the 
waves,  and  preserve  her  name  against  the 
world  in  arms. 

Her  decks  were  crowded  with  people.  The 
Greenwich  pensioners  who  had  been  present 
at  the  battle  of  Trafalgar,  were  ranged  on 
the  main  deck.  The  dockyard  men  were 
busily  employed  in  the  various  necessary  pre- 
parations, and,  in  the  intervals  of  the  martial 
music,  the  hammering  and  cheering  of  the 
workmen  as  they  knocked  away  the  shores 
rose  above  the  hum  of  the  thousands 
around. 
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On  all  Bides,  towering  one  above  the  other 
to  nearly  the  height  of  the  bulwarks  of  the 
ship,  rose  the  platforms,  now  thronged  with 
a  gorgeous  assembly  of  rank  and  beauty. 
On  the  water,  to  the  right,  were  several  cut- 
ters belonging  to  the  Yacht  Club,  dressed  in 
their  gayest  colours.  The  government  ves- 
sels, the  steamers,  and  a  whole  flotilla  of 
private  craft  of  every  description,  were  an- 
chored before  the  dockyard,  decorated  with 
the  flags,  banners,  and  standards  of  all  nations 
fluttering  gaily  in  the  winds — the  Union  Jack, 
that  "  for  a  thousand  years  has  braved  the 
battle  and  the  breeze,"  floating  triumphantly 
above  them  all. 

These  were  crowded  with  dense  masses  of 
human  beings;  and  not  only  on  the  decks, 
the  bulwarks,  the  paddle-boxes,  but  in  the 
rigging,  hanging  on  by  the  ratlines,  and 
perched  upon  every  yard-arm  and  cross-tree, 
had  those,  desirous  of  an  elevated  position, 
taken  up  their  station.     Steamers,  too,  were 
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every  moment  arriving,  while  smaller  craft 
of  every  description  were  shooting  abont 
amongst  the  fleets  of  larger  vessels. 

About  two  o'clock,  a  Royal  salute  an- 
nounced the  arrival  of  the  Sovereign,  and  the 
Royal  cortege.  The  christening  then  took 
place,  the  officiating  priestess  being  a  descend- 
ant of  one  of  the  greatest  heroes  England 
ever  produced,  and  the  wine  used  upon  the 
occasion  being  the  relic  of  the  stock  which 
Nelson  had  on  board  the  Victory  at  the  bat- 
tle of  Trafalgar. 

Signals  were  now  made  for  the  boats, 
which  were  shooting  back  and  fore,  to  draw 
aside.  These  were  immediately  obeyed.  All 
was  now  anxiety,  but  it  was  of  short  duration. 
At  the  appointed  time  the  last  bolt  was  with- 
drawn, and,  amidst  the  acclamations  of  the 
multitude,  the  crash  of  the  bands,  playing 
"  Rule  Britannia/'  the  noble  fabric  began  to 
move  like  a  thing  of  life,  and  glided  majesti- 
cally into  her  appropriate  element. 
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At  about  one  hundred  and  fifty  yards  distant 
from  the  shore  the  anchor  was  dropped,  and  the 
Conqueror  brought  up  in  beautiful  style,  the 
bands  playing  the  national  airs,  and  the 
brave  old  tars  upon  her  deck  cheering  with 
their  utmost  strength. 

No  sooner  was  this  ceremony  concluded 
than  a  large  party  of  fashionables  proceeded 
to  Greenwich,  to  avail  themselves  of  Lord 
Montressor's  hospitality  on  board  the  En- 
chantress. 

Here  it  may  be  permitted  us  to  digress  for 
a  moment,  while  we  express  our  admiration 
of  the  spirit  manifested  by  some  of  the  first 
nobles  of  the  British  Empire,  in  supporting 
that  institution,  which,  whilst  it  at  once  af- 
fords a  favourite  amusement,  is  attended  with 
real  advantages  to  the  country  at  large,  by 
educating  individuals,  who,  at  a  moment's 
notice,  will  not  only  be  competent  to  enter 
onr  navy  if  occasion  calls  for  it,  but  will  prove 
an  ornament  to  their  profession. 

VOL.  III.  K 
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In  thus  alluding  to  the  Royal  Yacht 
squadron,  we  cannot  refrain  from  pronouncing 
a  just  eulogium  on  one,  whose  craft  is  a  pre- 
cious Pearl,  and  whose  owner's  name,  the 
gallant  Anglesey,  is  identified  with  the  victo- 
ries of  Sahagun,  Benevente,  and  Waterloo, 
and  to  whose  influence  and  exertions,  added 
to  those  of  the  noble  Commodore,  the  Yacht 
Squadron  owes  so  much  of  its  celebrity. 

We  now  return  to  our  history.  The  fete, 
which  had  been  so  pompously  announced  by 
Lord  Montressor,  was  looked  forward  to  with 
the  greatest  anxiety,  as  it  was  supposed  that 
the  festivities  would  be  ordered  in  a  style  of 
magnificence  proportioned  to  the  wealth  and 
taste  of  the  noble  lord.  Upon  the  deck  of 
his  yacht,  Lord  Montressor  received  his  nu- 
merous guests,  courteously  deprecating,  with 
proud  humility,  the  universal  admiration 
elicited  by  the  splendour  of  his  preparations. 

Among  the  company  present  was  a  young 
buoyant  girl,  a  cousin  of  the  noble  host's, 
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Fanny  Montressor  by  name,  who  was  just 
emancipated  from  a  pension  at  Paris.  She 
was  about  eighteen  or  nineteen;  her  com- 
plexion was  of  that  warm -tinted  fairness 
which  is  a  charm  perhaps  more  frequently  to 
be  found  in  the  pictures  of  the  old  masters 
than  in  the  nature  breathing  about  us.-  Her 
eyes  were  beautiful,  and  dark  hazel,  and,  with 
the  rest  of  her  features,  which  were  full  of 
softness  and  symmetry,  gave  to  her  expression, 
at  once,  grace  and  simplicity.  When  she 
took  off  her  bonnet,  and  her  rich  chestnut  hair, 
somewhat  disordered  by  the  drive  down, 
dropped  partially  from  its  confinement,  an 
amateur  of  painting  would  have  believed  that 
he  gazed  upon  an  animated  Madonna  from 
the  hand  of  Leonardo.  Her  figure  was  of  the 
middle  size-— full,  but  not  over  much  so ;  and 
her  step  and  movements  and  the  tones  of  her 
voice  spoke  of  nothing  but  frankness,  gentle- 
ness, and  joy. 

This  may  appear  too  elaborate  a  descrip- 
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tion ;  but  the  light-hearted  Fanny  Moutressor 
is  destined  to  act  a  conspicuous  part  in 
my  narrative,  and  a  thousand  circumstances 
tend  to  place  her  before  me  in  minute  dis- 
tinctness. 

There  are  always  two  sides  to  a  picture ; 
and  although,  undoubtedly,  Miss  Montressor 
possessed  very  many  excellent  qualities,  she 
was  one  of  the  descendants  of  Eve,  who  had 
profited  little  by  her  first  mother's  first  fault, 
for  she  retained  the  organ  of  inquisitiveness 
to  an  alarming  extent. 

Vavasour  found  himself  at  dinner  by  the 
side  of  the  young  girl.  The  insidious  men- 
tion of  her  attractions  by  Lionel  Crouch,  with 
the  view  of  disparaging  those  of  another, 
whom  Vavasour  felt  to  be  as  far  beyond  all 
rivalry  as  she  was  above  pretending  to  it,  had 
excited  in  his  breast  a  small  degree  of  illibe- 
ral prejudice  against  the  innocent  offender. 
Her  first  appearance  and  manner,  however, 
disposed  him  to  do  her  justice,  and  he  was 
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delighted  with  her  archness  and  naivete*  She 
insisted  npon  his  "  fighting  his  battles  "  with 
the  pirates  and  slave  ships  "  o'er  again." 

"  And  now,  Lord  Vavasour,"  said  Miss 
Montressor,  "  you  must  explain  to  me  the 
different  ships.  I  asked  my  cousin,  Montres- 
sor, and  he  calls  them  '  all  craft.9  You  talk 
of  sloops,  schooners,  brigs,  and  frigates." 

"  Willingly  will  I  instruct  so  enthusiastic 
a  pupil,"  gaily  replied  the  good-humoured 
sailor. 

"  I  shall  tax  your  kindness  then,  when  we 
go  up  stairs,"  continued  Miss  Montressor. 

"  On  deck — not  up  stairs ;  I  beseech  you," 
interrupted  Vavasour ;  "  or  you  will  not  do 
credit  to  your  master." 

The  party  now  rose  from  table  and  went 
on  deck. 

We  have  already  said  that  Miss  Montressor 
had  one  failing — that  exclusively  female  fail- 
ing— if  we  believe  the  exparte  assertions  of  the 
other  sex — curiosity,  so  fatal  to  our  first  an- 
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cestress,  but  which  was  destined,  on  this  occa- 
sion, to  prove  a  benefit  instead  of  a  curse. 

Among  other  objects  which  had  attracted 
Fanny  Montressor's  curiosity,  was  a  small  cu- 
riously carved  ebony  box,  which  had  been  con- 
verted into  a  case  for  the  ship's  chronometer. 
Vavasour  had  previously  noticed  this,  as  he 
had  almost  every  piece  of  furniture  in  the 
cabin,  but  a  ship  carpenter  had  so  transformed 
all  the  antique  furniture  purchased  from  Elias 
Ramos,  that  scarcely  a  vestige  of  their  former 
uses  were  visible. 

After  a  somewhat  lengthened  dissertation 
upon  the  merits  of  the  chronometer,  Vavasour 
made  a  movement  to  depart,  and  Fanny  Mon- 
tressor,  anxious  to  avail  herself  of  her  new 
friend's  nautical  knowledge,  gladly  accepted 
his  invitation  to  escort  her  in  the  yacht's 
boat  to  the  shore,  where  her  carriage  was  in 
waiting.  Fanny  threw  on  her  bonnet  and 
shawl,  and  accepting  Vavasour's  arm  had 
reached  the  gangway,  when  the  giddy  girl 
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remembered  she  had  left  her  scarf  in  the 
cabin.   To  return  was  the  work  of  an  instant. 

* 

No  sooner  had  she  done  so  than,  prompted  by 
her  besetting  foible,  she  felt  a  disposition  to 
open  a  part  of  the  chronometer  case,  which 
had  hitherto  escaped  her  observation.  After 
trying  every  means,  she  was  about  to  give  up 
the  attempt  in  despair,  when  Vavasour  ap- 
peared, and  told  her  the  boat  was  waiting. 
In  her  hurry  to  seize  her  scarf,  which  had  en- 
tangled itself  in  the  elaborate  work  of  the 
ebony  case,  and  anxious  not  to  appear  to  have 
been  indulging  in  her  usual  prying  propensi- 
ties, she  accidentally  struck  the  lower  part 
of  the  case,  and  in  so  doing  touched  a  secret 
spring,  when  a  small  drawer  flew  open. 

"Oh,  how  curious !"  exclaimed  the  mo- 
dern Eve,  "and  see,  what  a  beautiful  cas- 
ket?" 

Vavasour  could  scarcely  believe  his  eyes. 
Rushing  upon  deck,  he  seized  upon  Lord 
Montressor,  and  literally  dragged  him  into 
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the  cabin.  To  open  the  casket,  to  find  a 
parchment  and  a  miniature  which  had  been 
concealed  in  it,  was  the  work  of  a  moment. 
Vavasour  opened  the  parchment ;  it  fell  from 
his  hand — Montressor  took  it  up — it  was  the 
marriage  certificate  of  the  late  Sir  Charles 
Callendar. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVH. 

"There's  a  bliss  beyond  all  that  the  minstrel  has  told, 
When  two  that  are  linked  in  one  heavenly  tie, 

With  heart  never  changing  and  brow  never  cold, 
Love  on  through  all  ills,  and  love  on  till  they  die." 

Moore. 

The  same  party  described  in  the  early  part 
of  our  history  were  assembled  at  Harefield, 
when  the. sudden  and  hasty  drawing  up  of  a 
carriage  at  the  door,  followed  by  a  loud  ring- 
ing at  the  bell,  announced  the  approach  of  an 
unexpected  guest.  All  speculations  as  to 
who  it  could  be  were  rendered  abortive  by 
the  abrupt  and  almost  violent  entry  of  Lord 
Vavasour.  His  first  words  were  addressed  to 
Agnes. 

K5 
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"  I  bring  you  welcome  news !"  he  exclaimed, 
seizing  her  hand.  "Sir  Walter,"  he  conti- 
nued, with  such  deep  feeling,  that  tears 
started  to  his  own  eyes  as  he  spoke  it,  "  Mr. 
Walford,  I  am  thankful  you  are  here — how 
very  blest  I  am  to  bring  these  tidings !  .  .  .  • 
but  I  have  not  told  you  yet — I  cannot — it  is 
this—99  he  added,  carefully  unfolding  a  parch- 
ment, and  placing  it  as  reverently  as  if  it  had 
been  a  sacred  relic  in  the  hands  of  Sir  Wal- 
ter, "  this  must  speak  for  me.99 

"  The  certificate  of  Sir  Charles  Calendar's 
marriage,99  said  Sir  Walter. 

"My  father's  marriage  certificate!99  ex- 
claimed Miss  Callendar,  in  a  trembling  voice 
that  hardly  exceeded  a  whisper.  "  Heaven  be 
praised  !99 

She  then  stood  for  one  moment  as  if  bewil- 
dered and  incapable  of  understanding  what 
she  heard  and  saw.  Then,  extending  her  hand 
to  Vavasour,  she  fervently  asked — 
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"  How  have  you  got  this  ?  And  how  can  I 
eyer  show  my  gratitude  ?" 

"  I  will  answer  the  first  question  at  more 
leisure,"  replied  Frank ;  "  and  your  uncle  can 
reply  to  the  second,  if  he  will  but  advocate 
my  cause  with  his  lovely  niece." 

"  Heaven  bless  you,  my  dear  friend ;  and 
you,  my  beautiful  girl !"  exclaimed  Sir  Wal- 
ter, clasping  Agnes  in  his  arms,  and  kissing 
her  forehead  in  rapturous  excitement ;  "  fit  in 
every  way  to  adorn  the  station  you  are  now 
called  upon  to  fulfil." 

We  will  not  attempt  to  describe  the  feel- 
ings that  occupied  the  breasts  of  this  truly 
happy  group. 

Tea  was  soon  prepared  in  that  room  where 
Vavasour  had  first  beheld  Agnes  Callendar, 
and  compared  her  unsophisticated  beauty  with 
that  of  more  worldly  charms.  How  changed 
was  his  position !  He  was  then  supposed  to 
be  an  enemy  to  the  house  of  Callendar.  He 
was  now  its  preserver  and  a  happy  lover.  The 
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same  moon  seemed  shedding  her  light  through 
the  shrubs  at  the  window.  The  evening  was 
chilly  though  one  in  early  spring,  and  a  cheer- 
ful fire  blazed  as  before,  under  the  gothic 
mantelpiece.  Gelert,  the  favourite  deer-hound, 
was  also  there,  and  the  venerable  pastor  com- 
pleted the  picture  of  delighted  memory. 

Sir  Walter  conversed  animatedly  with  Va- 
vasour, both  enjoying  the  perfect  happiness  of 
this  evening's  reunion.  The  worthy  baronet 
now  begged  his  niece  would  open  the  long 
sought-for  casket.  Agnes  readily  obeyed; 
and  upon  removing  the  lid  it  disclosed  to  her 
eyes  a  miniature ;  it  was  that  of  her  mother ! 
We  pass  over  her  emotions  as  she  gazed  at  the 
portrait. 

Vavasour,  as  our  readers  will  easily  anti- 
cipate, sought  the  first  opportunity  of  an  in- 
terview with  Agnes,  and,  after  reminding  her 
of  her  former  promise,  pressed  her  hand  in 
both  of  his,  asking  the  very  intelligible  ques- 
tion : — 
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Is  it — is  it  mine,  dear  Agnes  ?" 
If  you  still  wish  it,"  she  replied.    "  Can 
I  refuse  anything  to  the  preserver  of  my  mo- 
ther's character  ?" 

"  Nay,  Agnes,"  he  said,  in  a  spirit  of  per- 
versity, "I  will  not  owe  to  gratitude  what 
I  would  fain  owe  to  love." 

Agnes  paused,  and  fixed  her  beautiful  eyes 
upon  her  lover's  face  for  one  single  moment, 
with  a  look  so  imploring — so  tender — so  full 
of  gentleness  and  affection — that  it  said  bet- 
ter than  any  words  could  do,  "I  am  yours, 
heart  and  soul !" 

Vavasour  read  it  at  once :  "  Thanks, 
thanks,  dearest  Agnes,"  he  continued,  after  a 
pause.  "  If  you  could  tell  all  the  agony  and 
days  of  misery  your  rejection  caused  me,  you 
would  have  pitied  me." 

"  I  did  from  the  first,  Frank  —  I  did  from 
the  first,"  replied  Agnes,  earnestly,  and  blush- 
ing deeply.    "  Oh  you  know  not  what  I  felt, 
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forced  as  I  was  to  crush  every  feeling,  every 
hope — " 

"  Forced !"  cried  Vavasour.  "  Did  Sir  Wal- 
ter then  object  ?" 

"  Oh,  no !"  answered  Agnes.  "  But  I  will 
explain  it  all.  Do  you  remember  the  last 
day  but  one  you  called  in  Grosvenor  Street, 
on  that  morning  a  letter  was  brought  to  me. 
It  was  to  tell  me  that  if  I  encouraged  you  in 
the  line  of  conduct  you  were  pursuing,  you 
would  be  disinherited,  and  every  acre  of  land 
would  be  left  away  from  you ;  it  hinted  in 
terms,  oh !  so  galling !  that  I  was  seeking  by 
a  wealthy  alliance  to  patch  up  the  broken 
fortunes  of  my  house,  and  striving  to  force 
myself,  an  outcast  orphan,  into  a  noble 
family !" 

"  And  why,  dear  Agnes,  did  you  not  ex- 
plain all  this  to  me  ?"  asked  her  lover  anxi- 
ously. 

"  Because,  in  the  same  letter,"  replied  the 
ingenuous  girl,  "  the  writer  declared  that  if  I 
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revealed  to  you  its  contents,  you  would  equally 
be  disinherited." 

"  And  do  you  think,  Agnes,  I  would  not 
have  preferred  a  ruined  fortune,  a  cottage 
with  you,  to  all  the  wealth  the  world  could 
bestow  r 

"  Frank  Vavasour  in  a  cottage !"  said  Agnes, 
smiling.  "  I  think  that  would  have  suited 
Agnes  CaUendar  better.  But  how  could  I 
have  brooked  the  feeling  of  having  forced 
myself  into  a  noble  family,  or  have  brought 
myself  to  the  other  alternative  of  permitting 
such  a  sacrifice  on  your  part?  No ! — if  it 
had  broken  my  heart,  I  could  not  have  acted 
otherwise." 

All  thoughts  of  the  past  were  soon  banished 
from  Vavasour's  mind ;  for  he  and  Agnes  were 
left,  by  the  ever-considerate  Sir  Walter,  in 
undisturbed  possession  of  the  library  for  se- 
veral hours  of  that  day.  But,  as  the  wise 
nothings  they  said  to  each  other  are  not 
likely  to  increase  the  reader's  respect  for 
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their  understandings,  we  leave  them  to  be 
supposed  rather  than  recorded;  suffice  it  to 
say,  Frank  had  found  a  thousand  questions  to 
put  to  Agnes— a  thousand  wishes  to  express 
— gay  plans  to  form  and  to  propose-— well 
remembered  haunts  to  revisit  in  imagination 
—  and  a  thousand  memories  to  recall,  trivial 
in  themselves,  but  not  the  less  dear. 

On  the  joy  and  congratulations  which  suc- 
ceeded the  announcement  of  the  approaching 
marriage  between  Miss  Callendar  and  Vava- 
sour, it  would  be  superfluous  to  expatiate ;  it 
is  enough  to  say,  the  lovers  were  truly  happy. 
No  thought  of  possible  sorrow  threw  its  sha- 
dow over  the  future;  and,  when  Vavasour 
looked  at  Agnes — when  he  listened  to  the 
rich  warblings  of  her  delicious  voice,  as  she 
sung  his  favourite  airs,  and  remembered  that 
she  was  his  own —  that  a  few  days  would  see 
her  his  wife — the  joy  that  swelled  his  heart 
was  almost  too  mighty  to  bear. 

Nor  were  the  feelings  of  Agnes  less  power- 
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fill  —  the  tears,  however,  that  relieved  her 

* 

overwhelming  emotion  were,  as  she  softly 
whispered  to  him,  well  worth  all  the  smiles 
her  past  life  had  given  her. 

With  eyes  glistening  with  an  almost  pa-* 
ternal  regard,  Sir  Walter  gazed  on  Agnes,  as 
she  stood  with  Vavasour ;  and,  as  the  group 
thus  seemed  united  in  one  community  of  feel- 
ing, domestic  happiness  appeared  again  to 
shed  her  hallowed  beam  on  the  hearth  of  him 
who  best  knew  how  to  deserve  and  appreciate 
the  boon. 

The  thousand  untoward  circumstances  that 
had  attended  Agnes's  fate  rendered  all  parties 
most  anxious  that  the  marriage  of  the  now- 
acknowledged  heiress  and  her  lover  should 
take  place  without  delay ;  and,  as  both  were 
equally  indifferent  to  the  vanities  of  the 
world,  there  appeared  to  exist  no  reasonable 
obstruction  to  their  views. 

But  the  law— that  most  learned  and  deli- 
berate profession,  whose  delay  is  proverbial, 
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and  which,  throughout  all  seasons,  drags  its 
slow  length  along  as  if  in  defiance  of  human 
susceptibilities — generally  seizes  upon  the  oc- 
casion of  a  wedding  to  outdrawl  its  ordinary 
tedium.  Defying  the  spur  of  Cupid,  the  jaded 
beast  jogs  on  at  its  own  dull  and  peremptory 
pace ;  and,  let  lovers  sigh,  or  parents  chide, 
title-deeds  and  deeds  of  trust,  and  deeds  of 
entail,  and  "  deeds  without  a  name,"  must  be 
perused,  amended,  and  reindited ;  and  much 
penmanship,  and  much  parchment,  and  much 
pounce,  and  much  patience,  must  be  expen- 
ded, before  the  matrimonial  warrant  can  be 
signed,  sealed,  and  delivered.  Instead,  there- 
fore, of  tracing  the  dull  progress  of  Messieurs 
AUworth,  Gray,  and  Pulsden,  or  that  of  their 
legal  brethren  who  had  the  charge  of  making 
the  necessary  settlements,  we  will  touch  upon 
matters  more  attractive. 

The  first  step  of  Agnes  Callendar,  on  being 
reinstated  in  her  rights,  was  to  insist  on  free- 
ing Sir  Walter  from  his  embarrassments ;  and 
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her  prospects  being  now  the  brightest  that 
his  heart  could  wish,  his  spirits  soon  began 
once  more  to  recover  their  tone,  and  he 
felt  that  his  happiness  was  full  to  over* 
flowing. 

In  a  few  days,  the  marriage  was  to  take 
place ;  and  it  was  Sir  Walter's  intention  to 
celebrate  that  day  in  a  manner  becoming  so 
important  an  epoch  in  his  niece's  life.  Hasel- 
wood  Court,  the  object  of  litigation  for  so 
many  years,  was,  upon  that  morning,  to  com- 
mence a  new  era.  It  had  once  been  famous 
for  its  open  gates  and  truly  English  hospi- 
tality; and  it  was  now  again  to  merit  its 
former  reputation.  Invitations  had  conse- 
quently been  sent  to  all  the  neighbouring 
gentry;  and  a  summons  to  all  the  tenants 
and  the  poor,  to  assist  in  making  the  old 
Court  re-echo  with  the  sounds  of  mirth  and 
gaiety. 

There  was  something  that  flattered  the 
pride  of  Sir  Walter's  generous  heart,  in  the 


212  THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 

idea  of  once  more  collecting  his  neighbours, 
his  tenants,  his  poor,  his  followers  of  every 
degree,  and  in  presenting  them  to  the  future 
mistress  of  Haselwood  Court  and  her  affianced 
husband.  As  the  day  drew  nearer,  the  "  fine 
old  English  gentleman"  fancied  he  could 
already  hear  the  shout,  the  joyful  acclama- 
tions, with  which  the  young  heiress's  wedding 
would  be  hailed ;  he  saw  before  him  the  gay 
groups  swelling  the  sound  of  gladness;  his 
heart  wanned  again  with  the  recollections  of 
his  own  youthful  emotions ;  and,  in  the  idea 
of  beholding  every  one  around  him  exulting 
and  happy,  Sir  Walter  already  exulted,  and 
was  happy  himself. 

The  portion  of  Haselwood  Park,  that  was 
immediately  contiguous  to  the  house,  had 
been  gradually  assuming  an  aspect  of  ac- 
tivity and  bustle,  during  the  week  preceding 
the  eventful  day  which  now  opens  on  our 
tale.  Booths,  tents,  marquees,  edifices  of  a 
yet  more  substantial  construction,  decorated 
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with  green  boughs,  hung  with  garlands  of 
flowers,  bedizened  with  gaudy-coloured  dra- 
peries, were  now  to  be  seen,  ranged  in  regu- 
lar order,  upon  the  turf ;  or  scattered  about, 
separately,  under  the  shade  of  some  spreading 
tree.  Haselwood  Court  and  its  inmates,  in 
short,  were  treated,  from  early  morning  to 
nightfall,  with  just  such  a  busy,  bustling 
scene  and  noise  as  denote  the  approaching 
celebration  of  a  country  fair. 

Few,  however,  of  these  fast-declining  and 
degenerated  remnants  of  old  English  customs 
could  ever  boast  a  site  of  equal  beauty  for 
their  merry  doings.  In  the  true  spirit  of 
olden  hospitality,  whoever  entered  within  the 
widely-opened  gates  of  Haselwood,  of  high  or 
low  degree,  rich  or  poor,  was  to  be  greeted 
with  a  hearty  welcome  and  a  substantial 
meal;  and,  upon  the  morning  in  question, 
hundreds  were  to  be  seen,  at  an  early  hour, 
passing  through  the  avenue  to  the  scene  of 
gaiety.    Fresh  groups  entered,  one  after  the 
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other,  upon  a  wide  space  of  ground  which 
had  been  purposely  left  clear,  and  was  now 
overlooked  by  those  who  thronged  the  ter- 
races and  gardens. 

A  triumphal  arch,  streaming  with  gaudy 
ribbons,  aud  decorated  with  garlands  of  flow- 
ers, rose  in  the  centre  of  the  avenue  leading 
to  the  village  church,  and  at  its  foot  some 
two  hundred  lads  and  lasses,  sons  and  daugh- 
ters of  the  Gallendar  tenantry,  dressed  in 
the  perfection  of  rural  simplicity,  waited  to 
escort  the  bride  and  bridegroom  to  the  altar. 
Collected  together  at  short  distances  were 
different  crowds,  from  the  midst  of  whom 
burst  forth  shouts  of  boisterous  mirth,  as  the 
village  heroes  gave  proof  of  their  skill  and 
agility  in  the  various  rustic  games  that  were 
going  on. 

In  another  part  of  the  park,  on  an  elevated 
spot  of  ground,  was  to  be  seen  a  pyramid  of 
faggots,  already  raised  .  to  a  considerable 
height. 
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Such  were  some  of  the  incidents  that  again 
gave  life  and  bustle  to  the  long  silent  lawns 
of  Haselwood. 

The  day  destined  for  the  nuptials  of  Lord 
Vavasour  and  Miss  Callendar  dawned  as 
brightly  as  the  veriest  slave  to  prognostics 
could  desire ;  never  did  the  sun  shine  upon  a 
happier  morning  than  that  on  which,  with 
tears  of  joy,  Sir  Walter  gave  the  hand  of 
Agnes  to  the  heir  of  Vavasour.  As  she  stood 
at  the  altar  of  the  village  church,  to  exchange 
before  Heaven  and  man  those  vows  which 
bound  them  together  for  life,  and  which  had 
so  long  been  registered  in  their  hearts,  the 
immense  concourse  of  people  from  every  part 
of  the  country  who  crowded  around  them, 
and  the  happiness  depicted  upon  every  coun- 
tenance, sufficiently  manifested  the  satisfac- 
tion universally  felt  at  the  prosperity  which, 
after  so  long  a  lapse  of  years,  once  again  shed 
its  beams  upon  the  ancient  house  of  Callen- 
dar.   Again  the  halls  of  Hazelwood  Court 
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were  thronged  with  guests ;  and  as  the  good 
"  old  English  gentleman"  saw  his  niece  blush- 
ingly  receive  the  honours  now  showered  upon 
her,  he  fervently  prayed  that  each  succeeding 
year  of  her  wedded  life  would  find  her  still 
in  the  enjoyment  of  these  blessings. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVHI. 

"  Rolando.  She's  an  angel. 

"  Folante.  Ay,  so  are  all  women  before  marriage,  and 

that's  the  reason  their  husbands  so  soon  wish  them  in  heaven 

afterwards." 

Honeymoon. 

Exactly  seven  months  after  the  marriage 
of  Madame  La  Comtesse  Sandomir  with 
Lionel  Crouch,  it  happened,  that  at  the  exhi- 
bition of  the  Royal  Academy,  a  very  dis- 
tinguished-looking group,  consisting  of  two 
ladies,  respectively  leaning  on  the  arms  of 
two  gentlemen,  attracted  considerable  atten- 
tion,  probably  from  the  remarkable  beauty  of 
both  the  ladies,  who,  though  in  different  styles, 
were  certainly  two  as  lovely  women  as  could 
be  seen  anywhere,  and  who,  above  all,  were 

VOL.  III.  L 
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raises  a  merveitte.  There  was  also  another 
group  parading  the  rooms  at  the  same  time, 
composed  of  the  Countess  Sandomir,  Mrs. 
Brandleigh,  and  her  youngest  daughter,  a 
hoyden  just  emancipated  from  Miss  Giggles* 
wick's  polite  seminary,  Paragon  House,  Mi- 
nerva Terrace,  Pentonviile;  and  last,  not  least, 
our  hero  Crouch. 

"  Surely,"  said  the  countess,  "  that  is  Lord 
Vavasour ;  but  who  has  he  with  him  ?" 

"  Lady  Vavasour,"  replied  her  sposo. 

At  that  moment,  the  youi^gest  lady  of  the 
first-mentioned  party  strolled  into  the  fur- 
thest room,  leaving  Vavasour  and  his  bride 
together.  No  sooner  had  the  Tuft-hunter 
caught  sight  of  the  graceful  figure  of  Lady 
Vavasour  fixed  before  one  of  the  wonder*  of 
Landseer,  than  he  turned  to  hi*  carmima 
spost,  and  explained  what  a.  good  opportunity 
it  would  be  to  present  her  to  the  newly- 
married  Lady  Vavaeear.  The  countess  was 
nothing  loth,  and  they  apprmohed  the  spot 
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where  Vavasour  and  his  blooming  bride  were 
standing. 

"  Why,  I  declare,"  said  Crouch,  "  there's 
Montressor  in  the  next  room." 

The  countess  blushed  up  to  her  eyes,  and 
lather  kept  back:  but  the  Tuft-hunter  was 
determined  to  gain  his  point,  so,  without  fur- 
ther preface,  he  pushed  forward,  and  extend- 
ing his  hand  to  Vavasour,  said,  "  Let  us  ex- 
change congratulations,  and,  perhaps,  my  old 
friend's  wife  will  allow  me  to  present  Madame 
La  Comtesse  Sandomir.  Lady  Vavasour — 
La  Comtesse  Sandomir," 

Mutual  curtseys  were  exchanged,  and  a 
few  smiling  remarks  made,  when  Crouch  con- 
tinued,, 

"  Was  no*  that  Montressor  I  saw  with  you 
just  now?" 

u  Yes*"  replied  Vavasour,  "  and  his  pretty 
cousin,  Fanny  Montressor ;  they  are  shortly 
to  be  married." 

At  this  the  Countess  Sandomir  again  co- 

l2 
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loured  up,  and,  complaining  of  the  heat,  urged 
her  dear  Lionel  to  take  her  into  the  open  air, 
which  he  accordingly  did. 

"  Oh,  Agnes,  I  am  so  very  sorry  I  did  not 
see  the  countess,"  said  the  laughing  Fanny, 
now  joining  the  party,  which  the  Crouchs 
had  at  that  instant  left.  "  I  must  have  one 
look;  do,  Agnes,  lend  me  your  vinaigrette, 
and  I  will  offer  it  her  from  you." 

Seizing  her  cousin  Montressor's  arms,  she 
made  her  way  through  the  crowd.  "We 
shall  never  overtake  them,"  continued  Miss 
Montressor.  After  some  exertion  they  did, 
however,  succeed  in  overtaking  the  party  of 
which  they  were  in  chase,  jnst  as  they  had 
reached  the  outer  room,  which  was  compara- 
tively free  from  the  pressure  of  the  crowd. 

"Crouch,"  exclaimed  Montressor.  The 
Tuft-hunter,  recognizing  the  well-known  voice, 
turned  round  and  welcomed  his  former  patron 
warmly.  While  mutual  greetings  were  going 
on,  and  in  less  time  than  we  can  take  to  de- 


THE  TUFT-HUNTER.  221 

scribe  the  circumstance,  Fanny  Montressor 
had  begun  to  address  the  countess,  offering 
her  Lady  Vavasour's  vinaigrette ,  and  adding 
her  regrets  that  she  should  have  felt  indis- 
posed. Suddenly  pausing,  and  extending 
both  hands,  she  seized  the  countess's,  ex- 
claiming, 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Mademoiselle,  how  very  long 
it  is  since  we  fcave  met !  What  a  trick  Agnes 
has  played  me !  She  told  me  you  were  the 
Countess  Sandomir,  who  I  am  dying  to  see, 
instead  of  which,  I  find  my  good,  kind,  though 
sometimes  rather  cross  governess." 

The  countess  blushed  crimson;  Crouch 
looked  confused. 

"  Oh,  cielo  /"  exclaimed  the  countess,  throw- 
ing herself  upon  a  bench,  shaking  back  her 
ringlets,  and  looking  as  if  she  were  possessed 
of  an  evil  spirit. 

"  Speak,  my  love,  Eugenie,"  said  the  agi- 
tated Crouch.     "  Solve  this  fearful  mystery." 

But  the  countess  was  speechless.    There 
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was  an  arching  and  contracting  of  her  brows, 
and  a  twirling  and  flashing  of  her  eyes,  and  * 
contortion  of  her  month,  and  a  grinding  of 
her  teeth,  which  made  her  look  a  living  repre- 
sentative of  Medusa's  head.  She  had  gone 
off  into  a  fit  of  hysterics. 

Time  and  a  tumbler  of  cold  water  brought 
her  round  at  last.  Poor  Crouch  gazed  at  his 
wife  in  speechless  horror,  and,  calling  up  his 
carriage,  hastily  placed  her  in  it,  and  ordered 
his  servant  to  drive  home. 

No  sooner  had  the  countess  reached  home, 
than  sinking  into  a  chair  she  gave  way  to  a 
passion  of  tears,  which  speedily  led  to  another 
violent  fit  of  hysterics.  Crouch  rang  the 
bell:  her  own  maid  was  sent  for;  and, 
stretched  upon  a  sofa  between  open  windows, 
and  half-drowned  in  aromatic  essences,  the 
unhappy  Eugenie  lay  for  nearly  half  an  hour, 
apparently  unconscious  of  what  was  passing 
round  her. 

This  interval  was  one  of  unbearable  sus- 
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pense  to  the  Tuft-hunter.  At  length  she  re- 
vived, and,  after  collecting  her  scattered 
senses,  and  considered  what  was  best  to  be 
done,  she  proceeded  to  give  her  lord  a  some- 
what exaggerated  statement  of  her  former 
life  and  avocations,  dwelling  as  little  as  pos- 
sible upon  the  period  she  had  been  a  go- 
verness. 

The  Tuft-hunter  in  vain  tried  to  regain  his 
composure  during  this  recital;  nor  can  we 
report  that  he  was  ever  afterwards  himself 
again. 

It  is  easy  to  wear  smiles  and  look  calm  for 
a  short  time ;  but  to  continue  seeming  to  love 
that  which  one  hates,  or  respect  that  which 
one  despises,  is  ft  most  arduous  undertaking. 
And  such  was  the  case  with  our  hero,  who 
now  seemed  to  loathe  the  presence  of  the 
countess  as  much  as  he  had  before  prided 
himself  on  it. 

Affairs  were  going  on  in  this  way,  when 
one  morning  they  were  seated  at  breakfast, 
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the  countess  was  pouring  over  the  pages  of 
Galignani's  Messenger,  when  her  eye  was  at- 
tracted by  the  following  paragraph. 

"  Fatal  Occurrence — We  regret  to  an- 
nounce the  death  of  the  Honourable  John 
Emmerton,  fourth  Earl  of  Ledbury,  who,  with 
his  two  sons,  was  upset  in  his  pleasure-boat, 
on  the  lake  of  Como,  and  were  all  unfortu- 
nately drowned  before  assistance  could  be 
procured.  The  title  and  estates  descend  to 
a  distant  cousin  of  the  late  lords  —  L. 
Crouch,  Esq." 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this,  Lionel  ?" 
inquired  the  countess,  throwing  the  news- 
paper over  to  him.  "  Who  was  the  earl  of 
Ledbury  ?  and  who  is  L.  Crouch,  Esq.  ?" 

The  Tuft-hunter,  had  he  read  the  account 
of  his  cousin's  death  twelve  months  before, 
would,  in  all  probability,  have  gone  out  of 
his  wits  with  joy ;  but  now,  to  find  himself 
bound  for  better  or  worse  to  a  ci-devant 
governess,    was   more    than    his   philosophy 
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could  bear.  He  dashed  the  paper  from  him 
with  a  violence  that  nearly  demolished  the 
countess's  exquisite  breakfast  service— the 
only  dowry  she  had  brought  to  her  loving 
husband ! 

The  arrival  of  the  late  Lord  Ledbury's 
man  of  business,  to  break  to  the  new  lord  the 
"melancholy"  intelligence  he  was  already 
well  acquainted  with,  put  an  end  to  the 
matrimonial  t&e-a-t&e;  and  Lionel  Crouch, 
or,  as  we  must  now  call  him,  the  Earl  of 
Ledbury,  found  himself  possessed  of  an  unin- 
cumbered estate  of  twenty  thousand  a  year, 
with  a  town  and  country  house. 

And  here,  before  we  proceed  further,  it 
may  be  necessary  to  enter  a  little  into  the 
birth,  parentage,  and  education  of  the  Coun- 
tess Sandomir,  now  Countess  of  Ledbury. 
She  was  the  daughter  of  a  French  milliner, 
Madame  Louise  Roland  Jarasse;  and,  after 
a  sort  of  half-and-half  education  at  a  sub- 
urban boarding  school,  where  Mademoiselle 

l5 
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learned  astronomy,  mathematics,  knitting, 
netting,  knotting,  the  use  of  the  globes, 
dancing,  geometry,  drawing,  embroidery, 
flower-painting,  botany,  singing,  geology, 
needlework,  natural  history,  Italian,  Spanish, 
and  German,  the  harp,  guitar,  piano-forte, 
together  with  many  other  scientific  accom- 
plishments, "too  numerous  for  the  brief 
space  of  an  advertisement,"  she  entered  the 
family  of  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Montressor, 
aunt  to  Lord  Montressor,  as  a  finishing  go- 
verness. After  residing  a  few  years  with 
Mrs.  Montressor,  the  youthful  Fanny  was 
sent  to  a  pension  at  Paris ;  and  Mademoiselle 
Jarasse  having  accompanied  her  pupil  there, 
unfortunately  fell  in  with  the  soi-disant  Count 
Sandomir.  Before  leaving  England,  a  cor- 
respondence had  been  arranged  between  her- 
self and  a  former  school  friend,  Miss  Matilda 
Dodsworth,  the  second  daughter  of  a  rich 
East-Indian ;  and  the  following  letter  to  that 
lady  contains,  perhaps,  a  more  natural  ac- 
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count  of  the  progress  of  an  event  which  it  is 
necessary  our  readers  should  be  acquainted 
with,  than  the  most  laboured  effects  of  the 
historian  could  produce. 

"My  dearest,  dearest  Matilda — Je  repois 
a  V instant  vdtre  billet — You  are  right;  '  there's 
nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life  as  love's  young 
dream ;'  and  as  '  we  have  been  friends  toge- 
ther in  sunshine  and  in  shade,'  I  will  nnbur* 
then  my  soul  to  her,  who  'in  infancy* »was 
the  '  friend  of  my  soul.'    Oh,  Matilde ! 

'  Savez  vous  ce  que  c'est  que  Pamour  ? 
Un  amour  qui  derient  notre  sang,  notre  jour, 
Qui,  long-temps  dtouffe,  s'allume,  et  dont  la  flamme 
S'accroit  incessamment  en  purifiant  l'ame, 
Qui  seul  au  fond  du  cceur,  ou  nous  les  entassions 
Brule  les  rains  dlbris  des  autres  passions!' 

Such  love  I  feel.    But  I  will  be  as  collected 
and  calm  as  I  can ; 

'  Cease,  flutterer,  cease  1' 

"  After  leaving  Mrs.  Montressor's,  I  accom- 
panied my  dear  pupil  to  Paris ;  there  I  met  a 
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foreign  count,  tall  and  handsome — oh !  dear- 
est 'Tilda,  such  eyes,  and  such  mustachios ! 
Never  can  I  forget  his  look.     I  felt 

'  As  if  my  soul  that  mioute  caught 
Some  treasure  it  through  life  had  sought.' 

He  is,  indeed,  a  noble  specimen  of  a  man ! 
The  very  soul  of  honour — the  perfection  of 
what  is  gentlemanlike — at  once  the  beau  ideal 
of  a  husband  and  a  lover.  He  is  a  Polish 
prince,  and  one  who  fought  bravely  for  his 
country's  cause.  In  spite  of  his  noble  birth, 
he  is  not  the  least  proud.  A  week  ago,  he 
made  me  the  offer  of  his  hand  and  fortune. 
Mathilde,  my  heart  throbs  when  I  write  the 
words.  I  accepted  him.  I  told  him  of  the 
thousand  pounds  my  dear,  dear,  dear  mamma 
left  me ;  but  Jorrefowier,  such  is  my  devoted 
lover's  name,  will  not  hear  of  any  settlement 
being  made  upon  him.  Is  he  not  a  generous 
creature  ?  Our  marriage  is  to  take  place  next 
week,  at  the  English  Embassy. 
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"  The  prince  wishes  the  ceremony  to  be 
strictly  private,  and  I  Cannot  refuse  him  any 
wish.  To-morrow  I  am  to  see  the  prince's 
lawyer ;  he  has  kindly  offered  to  invest  my 
funds,  now  in  the  consols,  in  a  more  profit- 
able speculation.  Keep  my  secret,  my  sweet- 
est friend.  If  you  hear  my  name  mentioned, 
you  may  say  that  you  have  heard  that  I  am 
to  be  married  to  a  very  handsome  man,  of 
great  fortune  and  high  rank. 

"  Addio,  carissima, 

"  Thy  own  Eugenie. 

"  P.S.  Do  not  blame  me  for  the  clandestine 
step  I  am  about  to  take.  I  feel  bound  by 
every  law,  human  and  divine,  to  leave  undone 
nothing  a  grateful  woman  can  do,  with  pro- 
priety, to  secure  his  happiness. 

"  2d  P.S.  I  forgot  to  say  my  affianced  hus- 
band's name  is  Jorrefowier  Piatreswesh  Gra- 
bowe  Sandomir.  The  Sandomirs  are  descended 
from  King  Stanislaus. 
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"  3d  P.S.  The  count  (for,  out  of  Poland,  he 
drops  his  royal  rank)  has  sent  the  Sandomir 
jewels  to  England,  that  Storr  and  Mortimer 
may  reset  them.  He  has  a  charming  chateau 
near  Paris ;  bnt  love  in  a  cottage,  with  San* 
domir,  would  be  bliss. 

*  My  bosom's  lord  sits  lightly  on  its  throne/ 

for,  from  the  inmost  recess  of  my  heart,  I 
feel  the  joy  of  such  a  calm,  after  the  tempest 
that  has  hitherto  raffled  my  life 


'  if  it  were  now  to  die, 
'Twere  now  to  be  most  happy.' 

"Addio,  carissima  mia9  a  te  in  vita  e  in 
mvrte" 

The  Count  Sandomir  was  in  ecstasy  at  be- 
holding Mademoiselle  Jarasse;  and,  except 
when  occasionally  occupied  in  calculating 
how  many  francs  her  fortune  would  amount 
to,  he  devoted  himself  exclusively  to  her. 
He  had  already,  as  we  have  shown,  made  an 
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impression  on  her  romantic  fancy ;  and  gen- 
tlemen of  his  character  and  education  are  in 
general  not  slow  to  perceive  when  the  atten- 
tions they  bestow  have  produced  the  effect 
desired.  Eugenie,  with  the  unfixed  principles 
of  an  ill-taught  child,  the  heated  imagination 
of  a  premature  reader  of  all  sorts  of  books 
(excepting  such  as  might  have  done  her  ser- 
vice),  and  the  confused  notions  of  one  totally 
ignorant  of  the  world,  and  of  the  station  the 
soi-disant  Count  held  in  it,  was  lost  in  a  mist 
of  brightly-tinted  vapour,  that  poisoned  while 
it  intoxicated  her  soul. 

Count  Sandomir  was  no  novice  in  "  affairs 
of  the  heart,"  and  he  knew  well  when  to  make 
display  of  his  devotion^  and  when  to  keep  it 
closely  veiled  from  all  but  the  unfortunate 
object  of  it.  His  assiduities  to  Mademoiselle 
Jarasse  were  of  the  latter  kind,  and,  with 
the  exception  of  one  individual,  his  friend,  a 
lawyer,  the  rise  and  progress  of  his  suit  were 
totally  unknown. 
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The  lawyer  we  have  mentioned,  after  having 
carefully  endowed  the  future  husband  with  all 
the  goods  and  chattels  of  his  future  wife,  pro- 
cured a  special  licence,  and,  before  Miss  Ma- 
tilda Dodsworth  could  reply  to  her  friend's 
letter,  her  attention  was  called  to  a  paragraph 
in  the  morning  papers,  announcing  the  mar- 
riage, at  the  English  embassy  at  Paris,  of 
Mademoiselle  Eugenie  Jarasse  to  Count  Jor- 
refowier  Piatreswesh  Grabowe  Sandomir. 

The  honey  (or  rather  treacle)  moon,  as 
Byron  calls  it,  was  passed  in  England ;  and 
it  was  during  that  halcyon  period  that  the 
countess  was  first  introduced  to  our  readers 
at  the  annual  civic  festival.  The  progress  of 
the.  newly-married  pair,  upon  their  return  to 
France,  has  already  been  adverted  to.  After 
leaving  Paris,  they  took  up  their  residence  at 
Bordeaux,  where  "  circumstances "  induced 
the  count  to  forge  some  bills  to  a  large 
amount.  Discovery  followed;  and  he  was 
condemned  to  the  galleys  for  life,  receiving 
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the  ornamental  badge  upon  his  arms  of  T.  F., 
Travaux  force ;  which,  being  interpreted  into 
English,  might  be  expressed,  by  interpolating 
three  additional  letters,  thus : —  T.  H.  I.  E.  F. 

Shortly  afterwards,  Gaspar  Schultens,  for 
such  was  the  count's  real  name,  died;  and 
the  widow  would  have  found  herself  penni- 
less in  the  world,  had  not  the  blind  goddess 
showered  a  benefit  upon  her,  in  the  shape  of 
a  small  legacy,  from  a  distant  relation.  With 
this  she  opened  her  fresh  campaign  at  Ryde, 
in  search  of  a  second  husband. 

And  here,  perhaps,  it  would  be  wise  to 
suffer  the  curtain  of  our  imperfect  drama  to 
fall,  trusting  that  the  imagination  of  every 
individual  can  readily  supply  the  due  propor- 
tion of  health,  wealth,  and  happiness,  that 
the  rigid  rules  of  poetic  justice  would  award 
to  the  respective  characters.  But  as  we  are 
not  disposed  to  part  so  abruptly  from  those 
with  whom  we  have  so  long  held  amicable 
intercourse,  we  will  proceed  to  state  briefly 
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the  outlines  of  what  befel  our  dramatis  per* 
sows  in  after  life. 

Sir  Walter  Callendar  was  gathered  to  his 
fathers  a  few  years  after  the  marriage  of  his 
niece,  but  not  before  she  had  presented  to  the 
world  two  living  proofs,  that  the  honours  of 
the  house  were  in  no  immediate  danger  of 
being  extinct. 

Mrs.  Harcourt  Evans  wound  up  her  match- 
making propensities  by  taking  to  herself  a 
second  husband,  in  the  person  of  a  half-starred 
literary  Irish  lion ;  and,  to  use  the  Honourable 
James  Galloway's  phraseology,  the  last  time 
we  met  them  "  they  were  both  looking  devil- 
ish cool  and  conjugal." 

The  loves  of  Fanny  Montressor  and  her 
cousin  have  not  made  a  sufficiently -important 
feature  in  this  narrative  to  justify  any  linger* 
ing  of  the  pen  in  describing  at  length  the 
happy  conclusion  at  which  they  had  at  last 
arrived.  The  "  kind  "  reader  may,  however, 
safely  indulge  himself,  or  herself,  as  the  case 
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may  be,  in  believing  this  to  have  been  exactly 
all  they  could  wish  it.  Within  a  few  months 
of  the  marriage  of  Agnes  Callendar  and  Vava- 
sour, Fanny  Montressor  became  Lord  Mon- 
tressorti  bride.  From  the  church-door,  the 
newly-united  pair  set  off  for  Dover,  and  in 
due  coarse  reached  Paris.  Their  residence 
in  the  gay  capital  was,  however,  not  long; 
Italy  was  before  them,  the  land  of  song,  and 
eternal  splendour.  Thither  they  repaired, 
and  in  a  few  weeks  found  themselves  most 
comfortably  lodged  in  La  Piazza  d'  Espagna 
at  Rome. 

Be  not  alarmed,  sensitive  reader!  we  do 
not  intend  to  take  the  base  advantage,  after 
bringing  you  hither,  of  tying  you  to  the 
skirts  of  a  professed  cicerone,  and  dragging 
you  to  all  the  sights  of  that  "  city  of  the 
soul."  It  is  sufficient  to  have  suffered  such 
torture  ourselves,  without  inflicting  it  on 
others.  We  shall  only  say,  therefore,  that 
the  lion-hunter,  Montressor,  accompanied  by 
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his  youthful  bride,  entered  regularly  on  a 
coarse  of  picture-gazing,  statue-hunting,  and 
searching  after  antiques;  and  that  his  lord- 
ship had  the  extreme  felicity  of  having  a 
work  dedicated  to  him,  in  the  following  flat- 
tering terms : 

"  Alia  Sua  EsceUenza  il  Signor  Conte 
Montr essor.  Protettore  e  Amatore  deUe 
Scienze  e  delle  Belle  Arti" 

As  it  is  barely  possible  that  some  of  onr 
readers  may  feel  a  little  curiosity  about  the 
Honourable  James  Galloway,  and  the  termi- 
nation of  his  amours,  we  think  it  right  to 
assure  them  that  he  was  not  always  destined 
to  be  crossed  in  love;  but  that,  although 
deeply  wounded  by  the  refusal  of  some  half- 
dozen  heiresses,  he  did,  nevertheless,  at  an 
archery  fete  at  Leamington,  meet  with  a  con- 
genial piece  of  female  humanity,  who,  after  a 
few  meetings  at  the  rooms,  a  few  rides  to 
Stoneleigh,  'a  few  walks  on  the  promenade, 
and  a  pic-nic  at  Guy's  cliff,  with  the  Honour- 
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able  James  as  her  escort,  did,  on  the  fourth 
week  of  their  acquaintance,  place  herself  and 
her  ten  thousand  pounds  at  his  disposal.  Who 
she  was,  whence  she  came,  or  to  what  family 
she  belonged,  we  are  unfortunately  unable 
to  declare.  Her  name  was  Higginson,  but 
a  profound  mystery  enveloped  her  lineage. 
She  had  been  a  ward  in  chancery,  but  there 
was  no  doubt  of  her  being  now  of  age,  and, 
in  the  tabby  coteries  of  the  Spa,  she  had  the 
reputation  of  haying  her  mind  as  well  as  her 
coffers  amply  stored. 

Mr.  Spiers  pursued  his  course  with  unabated 
vigour  and  rapacity;  but  having  been  con- 
victed of  conniving  at  the  forgery  of  a  will, 
he  was,  much  against  his  own  wiU9  compelled 
to  visit  a  portion  of  the  world  with  which  he 
was,  hitherto,  unacquainted;  and,  on  pro- 
ceeding thither,  by  way  of  insuring  him  a 

settlement  for  life,  he  was  favoured  by  a  letter 

» 

of  recommendation  from  the  Secretary  of 
State  for  the  Home  Department. 
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Of  our  friend,  Lord  Snarlbrook,  we  hare 
little  more  to  say ;  and  heartily  regret  that 
we  cannot  take  upon  ourselves  to  announce 
his  marriage,  conceiving,  as  we  do,  that  the 
order  of  Benedicts  might  well  be  proud  of 
such  an  accession  to  their  ranks,  and  that  the 
ungallant  practice  of  celibacy  should  not  be 
sanctioned  by  so  grumbling,  yet  respectable, 
an  authority. 

We  must  now  take  a  last  look  at  the  career 
of  our  hopeful  hero.  From  his  earliest  days, 
Lionel  Crouch — we  beg  his  lordship's  pardon 
— the  Earl  of  Ledbury — had  been  a  groveller ; 
his  aim  had  been  unworthy,  his  motives  igno- 
ble. He  had  aspired  upwards ;  but,  like  Icarus 
of  old,  with  his  waxen  wings,  his  fight  had 
been  frustrated  at  its  highest  pitch  Vp  the 
warmth  of  his  affection  for  the  soi-diwnt 
Countess.  He  had  married  her.  This  great 
point  effected,  she  gave  natural  vent  to  her 
temper,  which  was  unfortunately  not  of  the 
mildest,  and  in  the  course  of  a  very  short 
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time,  poor  Lionel's  earthly  abode  was  no  lon- 
ger a  duke  do  mum,  and  although  hat  little 
more  than  a  year  and  a  month  had  elapsed 
since  the  rosy  fetters  had  been  riveted,  he  had 
folly  experienced  the  truth  of  Voltaire's  say- 
ing, that,  "  Un  tel  Hymen  est  l'enfer  de  ce 
monde." 

Crouch  had  read  of  fates,  and  furies,  and 
amazons,  but,  previous  to  his  marriage,  had 
looked  upon  them  as  ancient  fictions;  now, 
however,  he  had  a  living  witness  of  their  truth. 
He  had  too  the  bitter  reflection  that  his  wife 
was  the  daughter  of  a  French  milliner ;  had 
been  a  governess ;  and  that  her  first  husband 
was  a  convicted  felon;  that  the  Sandomir 
jewels  were  as  false  as  dicers'  oaths;  and, 
finally,  that  the  alleged  chateau  in  France 
was,  in  reality,  not  situated  in  that  country, 
but  in  the  one  adjoining  it — that,  in  fact,  it 
was  a  "  chateau  en  Espagne !" 

Such  was  the  conclusion  of  our  Tuft-hun- 
ter's career ! — lifted  suddenly  to  the  Summit 
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of  all  his  worldly  hopes/"  yet  finding  every 
one  of  them  withered  by  the  21-fated  onion 
into  which  his  tuft-hunting  propensities  had 
hurried  him !  Poor  Lionel  Crouch !  with  all 
his  faults,  follies,  and  infirmities,  the  reader 
will,  perhaps,  agree  with  us  in  thinking  that 
the  punishment  was  at  least  equal  to  the 

faults  of — THE  TUFT-HUNTER. 


THE  END. 
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